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The  New  Year— the  perihelion 
of  Hope— lifts  us  into  the  bound- 
less possibilities  of  the  future— 
the  glorious  future  of  Canada, 
^'Build"  cries  Hope,  "build  with 
all  thy  might,  unselfishly,  for  the 
happiness  and  wellbeing  of  all." 
To  such  a  majestic  building, 
Westward  Ho!  will  continue  to 
contribute  its  quota  of  literary 


workmanship. 
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The 

Last  Word 

in  Table  Excellence 


The  presence  of  high  grade  silver  and  cutlery  is 
required  on  the  dining  table  of  every  host  who  aspires  to 
real  arvistic  beauty.  It^  presence  lends  an  added  richness 
to  all  the  other  appointments  of  the  table. 

\\c  arc  showing  a  splendid  line  of  Carving  Sets,  in 
buckhorn,  ivorine  and  pearl  handles,  all  silver  mounted, 
with  finest  Sheffield  steel  fittings,  in  handsome  leather 
cases  containing  three  and  five  pieces,  from  $6.00  up. 

A  large  assortment  of  Fish  and  Fruit  Sets,  pearl  and 
ivorine  handles,  sterling  silver  mounted,  the  blades  of 
finest  Sheffield  silver  plate,  each  set  comprising  twenty- 
fiiur  to  fifty  pieces  in  solid  oak  cases,  from  $16.00  to  $55.00. 

A  splendid  range  of  tea  and  Dessert  Spoon  Sets.  Soup 
Spoons,  Fish  Forks,  and  Silver  Tableware  general!}', 
guaranteed  to   satisfy  the  most  fastidious  taste. 

These  can  be  obtained  throug-h  our  Mail  Order 
Department 


GEO.  E    TRORY,  Man.  Di 


VANCOUVER,  B.  C. 
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J.  C.Green  ,  prop. 
GOLDEN. B.C. 
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IS  wcRTH  LIVING   -  '""ji^^^SBKi^lgy 

Bates  $2  a  day  and  up. 

The 

King  Edward 

Hotel 


BEI.Z.  &  MURRAY,  Proprietors. 
EITBERB'S',    B.C. 
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>ioHTON.  -Mttimger        Yukon    Kxpositioo 


Newly  Built  and  Purnished. 
Rates  $2  per  day. 


Big  Game  Shooting-.       Excellent  Pishing-. 
A  Tourist's  Paradise. 


Hotel  fflouit  Rojal 

BANFF,  ALTA. 

Electric  Lighted 
Steam  Heated 
Hot   and   Cold   Water 
Private    Baths 

Centre  of  the  National  Park. 
Rates   $2.50   per   day  and  up. 

McDOUGALL        -  Proprietor 
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Hotel  Winters 

Abbott  Street,     =    \  ancouver,  l>.  C. 


\.:  ,   ,     ,      ;v  fviniished   Funnily" aiul  Tourist 
llulel  ill  tlio  lieart  of  the  business  section. 

Send  for  illustrated  booklet. 

AMCBICAIT   PLAN,  $2.00   XTP. 
EUROPEAN    PLAN,    75c    UP. 


WINTERS     &      STEVENSON 
Proprietors. 


Stranb 
date 

W.  A.  SHAW,  Proprietor. 

The  most  modern,  up-to-date  cafe  in 
B.C.  Everything  new,  and  all  delicacies 
to  be  secured  in  North  America  are 
here  awaiting  your  digestion.  Private 
parlors  for  all  special  occasions.  Or- 
chestra at  dinner  and  evenings. 
626  Hasting's  Street,  VANCOUVER,  B.C. 


BADMINTON  HOTEL 

of  VANCOUVER,  B.  C. 
The  Leading  Tourist  and  Family  Hotel 

Bates  $2.00  and  $2.50  per  daj. 

Special   Rates   by  the  Week. 


Free  Bus  meets  all  trains  and  boats. 
fJEoKOE  K.  Parky.  Manager. 
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Malting  Co 
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Calgary. 
Canada.^ 


A.  E.  SUCKLING  &  CO.,  VANCOUVER,  B.  C,  Agents  for  Pacific  Coast 
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T.velve  Stories  of 
Solid  Comfort" 

Buiiding,     concrete, 
steel  and  marble. 

Located,   most  fash- 
ionable  shopping 
district. 

:  10  rooms,  135  baths. 

Library    and    boinul 
magazines  in  read- 
ing rooms  for 
quests. 

.Most  refined  hostelry 
in  Seattle. 

I 

„  s,rr 

Rates,  SI. 00  up 

Absolutely  fireproof. 
Knf^rlish  Grill. 

THE  DANMOORE 

Ban.   J.   Moore,   Proprietor. 

EUaOFEAN   FI.AN 

BATES,  $1.00  FEK  SA'ST  AND  XTB. 


Portland's  New  Hotel 

With  GriU. 

475    Washington    St.,      Cor.    Fonrteenth 
FOBTI.AND,   OBEGON. 


Hotel  Moore — Clatsop  Beach,  Seaside, 
Ore.  Open  all  year.  For  infonuation 
apply  at  The  Damnoore. 
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Gordon  Drysdale,  Ltd. 

ANNOUNCE  THEIR  JANUARY  SALE  OF 

DAINTY  MUSLIN  UNDERWEAR 


I.y  no  iiKiuis  .s.-itished  to  follow  tlic  usual 
methods — with  the  usual  ccjinmonplace  re- 
sults, we  have  assembled  a  collection  as 
handsome  as  befits  tiic  position  of  a  spe- 
cialty shop  such  as  ours.  The  character 
and  linish  of  these  under-garments  are 
such  as  command  the  admiration  of  the 
daintiest  woman.  Made  from  softest  cam- 
brics, longcloths,  nainsooks,  and  trimmed 
with  laces  and  embroideries  in  a  variety  of 
l>atterns — such  as  you  would  choose  for 
yourself.  This  January  sale  presents  a 
most  unusual  opportunity  for  every  woman 
to  supply  her  present  and  even  future 
needs. 

We  ask  you  to  come,  examine  the 
(|uality  and  make  of  the  garments — com- 
pare prices  if  you  will— for  no  such  values 
for  superior  garments  will  elsewhere  be 
found. 

UNDER-MUSLINS    FOR    LITTLE 
FOLKS. 

in   liiis  sale  we  offer  a  great   quantity  oi 

garments    for    little    Girls    and    Misses — all 

sizes — handsomely    made    throughout.    The 

prices  are  such   that  you  can   afford  to  buy 

a    generous    supply. 


MAIL  ORDERS   PROMPTLY 
ATTENDED  TO 


Watch    our    advertisements    in    tlie    Daily    papers — the    "Daily    Province."    Van- 
couver.   B.C.,   especially   for   items    concerning  this  sale. 

575  Granville  St.,  Vancouver,  B.  C    „ 


ADVERTISIXG  SECTIOX,  WESTWARD  HO!   MAGAZINE 


Publishers^  Announcement 


With  this  issue,  "Westward  Ho!"  opens  the  pages  of  its  fourth 
volume;  an  epoch  in  our  magazine  life  justifying  a  slight  retrospective 
review,  for  which  the  indulgence  of  the  reader  is  claimed. 

The  first  number  of  ''Westward  Ho!"  contained  fifty-six  pages— the 
present  number  contains  ONE  HUNDRED  AND  TWELVE  PAGES. 

The  first  issue  of  "Westward  Ho!"  reached  a  local  constituency— the 
present  number  will  cover  a  field  of  readers  stretching  from  Mexico  on 
the  South  to  Alaska  on  the  North ;  from  the  Westernmost  point  of  British 
Columbia,  through  Alberta,  Saskatchewan,  Manitoba,  to  Ontario,  and 
Quebec  on  the  East;  with  a  by-no-means  contemptible  sprinkling  in  Great 
Britain.  The  whole  of  this  extra-territorial  circulation  has  been  obtained 
without  the  aid  of  canvassers  or  advertisements— simply  from  the  fact  that 
•'Westward  Ho!"  is  the  National  magazine  of  Western  Canada,  breathing 
the  "Spirit  of  the  West"  and  carrying  that  Western  Spirit  and  solid 
Western  information  into  realms  outside  its  immediate  constituency.  No 
wonder,  the  amount  of  advertising  carried  by  "Westward  Ho!"  has 
grown  in  like  ratio. 

The  first  issue  of  the  magazine  was  sold  at  a  popular  price— in  spite 
of  the  fact  that  the  present  issue  is  double  the  size  of  the  original  issue 
and  other  increased  costs,  "Westward  Ho!"  is  still  sold  at  the  popular 
price  of  10c  and  will  be  continued  at  that  price;  but,  we  rely  on  our 
readers  to  reciprocate  our  endeavours  by  securing  new  subscribers  at  every 
possible  opportunity  — every  subscriber  so  secured  is  an  incentive  to  our 
efforts  in  buildint;  up  a  truly  National  Magazine. 

SYNOPSIS  OF  FEBRUARY  NUMBER 

The  series  of  articles  by  the  Editor  on  "THE  VITAL  PROBLEMS  OF 
CANADA,"  which  commence  in  this  number,  will  be  continued  in  February. 
The  announcement  of  them,  contained  in  the  December  issue,  has  itself 
evoked  extensive  eulogies;  and  seeing  that  the  articles  do  not  declare 
dogmas,  but  exj^ress  convictions,  Westward  Ho !  will  gladly  receive  criti- 
cisms and  expressions  of  opinion  from  every  side  of  the  subjects  treated, 
and  either  by  way  of  counter-criticism  or  by  publication,  will  deal  with 
the  views  of  others;  provided  that  those  views  are  strictly  ad  rem  and  not 
in  personam. 

The  other  new  feature  of  the  magazine,  "The  Empire  of  Woman," 
will  also  be  continued.  Volatile  and  Versatile  as  "Valerie  Vectis"  is  when 
painting  scenes  in  picturesque,  pathetic  poesy,  her  articles  under  this  head 
are  evincing  a  philosojihie  faculty  and  synthetical  power  which  everyone 
will  appreciate  who  reads  in  the  February  number  her  "Ideal  Man"  as  a 
complement  of  her  "Ideal  Woman"  in  the  January  number.  In  this  part 
of  the  Magazine  she  has  placed  many  magnets  which  are  simply  irresistible. 

FICTION. 

"The  Expiation  of  John  Reedham,"  by  the  celebrated  writer,  Annie  S. 
Swan,  becomes  more  and  more  enamouring;  and  in  the  section  for  Febru- 
ary the  social  and  family  cords  dissevered  by  Reedham 's  disaster  are  being 
reknit  by  fate  and  fortitude's  fantastic  finger.     Watch  the  operation! 

"The  Patchwork  Quilt,"  by  Mrs.  Agnes  Lockhart  Hughes,  graphically 
portrays  the  iiKMally  (lcl)asing  infiuences  of  money  even  "with  the  family 
circle;  and  illustrates  how  a  contemned  Sister  in  poverty  becomes  with 
the  acquisition  of  wealth  the  object  of  hypocritical  adulation.  But  the 
righteous    perversity    and     vindictiveness     that    lived     on     the     sycophant. 
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hypt'iiit-sister  for  years,  ami  tlini  li-li  ihc  iiuanif.i  iii.nu'y  to  a  I'udih- 
("liarity  is  ex(niisite  imiiy  in  wliioli  tin-  autiidr  si-criis  t<»  exci-l  almost  as 
iiiiK-li  as  she  dues  in  her  dt'li<;^lit iul  rc'velatioiis  nf  the  master  power  i»t  love. 
'"Ihe  Conjured  Melon"— This  tragie  story,  related  by  Frank  11.  Sweet, 
eaii  lianlly  he  (•la>s(il  as  fiction,  for  it  gives  an  Indian  version  of  the 
slaughter  of  Whilnian.  the  great  I'ioneer  Missionary  of  Oregon  and  Wasli- 
ington.  whose  deeds  aie  almost  as  nioinimental  as  are  the  aehievenienls  of 
(ieiieral  (lordoii;    and  the  end  of  both  how  tragie! 

In  "The  Last  Fight  of  the  Tennessee"  Patrick  Van.x  gives  us  a  living 
description  of  a  Naval  encounter  in  the  Confederation  War  of  ISO.'),  and  tlie 
collapse  of  the  Southern  Fox'ces.  A  Canadian  Navy,  being  now  a  pressinir 
question,  this  naval  story,  besides  the  fact  that  its  scene  is  only  next  door, 
is  exceedingly  npjxiitune  and  thought-creating. 

"A  DRUG  STORY,"  by  E.  M.  Eassie,  is  a  comical  exposure  of  th. 
'*all-cure-nR'di('iiie-(iiiack"  that  infests  the  centres  of  popidation  and  fee<l~ 
and  fattens  on  the  gullibility  l)oth  of  the  ignorant  and  of  tlutse  who  think 
thev  know. 

■  "LOVE'S  CROSS  PURPOSES,"  bv  l>al)el  Kowler. 
and 
•THE  SHADOW  OF  A  GREAT  MISTAKE,"   by   Isabel  .Macdnnald. 
are  two  love  romances  of  the  rolling  Prairies— the  one  woven  among  tin 
bronchos,  and  the  boys  and  girls  of  the  ''rounds  up,"  and  the  other  amoni: 
the  wheat  harvests  and  autumn  scenes  of  Sunnv  Alberta. 

"ONE  GILMPSE  OF  HIGH  LIFE"  exactly  expresses  by  its  title 
what  the  author,  St.  John  Bradner,  beautifully  unfolds  — a  glimpse  of  liiglu 
life  which  excites  intense  interest,  and  teaches  the  lesson  that  "things  are 
not  as  they  seem." 

ARTICLES  DESCRIPTIVE  AND  OTHERWISE. 

THE  NORTH  WEST  AND  THE  LAST  WEST  receive  an  even  more  con- 
-piciKiiis  treatment   than  in  the  .January  number  for 

THE  PRAIRIES  are  descrilied  by  P,laneiie  E.  Holt  Mnrison  with  that 
wealth  of  imagery  which  metaphorically  paints  on  the  mind  enduring 
scenes  whose  bewildering  splendour  has  heretofore  eluded  and  evadeti 
our  utmost  efforts  to  appropriate  them, 

THE  MEMOIRS  of  the  great  pioneer  discoverer.  "Simon  Eraser, "  which 
have  attracted  widesi)read  attention,  will  be  concluded  bv  E.  O.  S. 
Schnletiel.l. 

BUILDERS  OF  THE  WEST  have  found  an.ither  compatriot  through  the 
medium  of  the  lion.  C.  11.  Mackintosh,  whose  lemaikably  able  sketch 
of  "One  of  Victoria's  Pioneers,  Ex-Mayor  T.  W.  Carey,"  is  embell- 
ished with  inanv  rcininiscence>  of  Lord  and  Lady  Dulferin;    and 

THE  unfolding"  WEALIH  OF  PRAIRIE-LAND  is  revealed  by  Dr.  D. 
1).  Ross  with  a  precision  of  thought  and  phrase  which  proves  that 
the  writer  not  only  depicts  realities  but  is  familiar  with,  and 
enthusiastic  about  them. 

POETRY. 

Nothing  stirs  the  soul  of  poetry  more  than  patriidism,  heroic  deeds. 
the  splendours  of  nature,  and  the  deep,  sublimated  emotions  of  the  true 
and  pure  heart ;    and 

OUR  EMPIRE    by  Ada  S.  Walker 

SUNRISE,  and  SUNSET    by   Frank  ( I.  Strong 

YEARNING  I>.v  Martha  S.  Lippincott 

are  instances  of  the  wide-spread  spirit  of  poetry  in  this  new  land  of  the 
West. 

The  Westward  Ho!  Publishing  Co,,   Ltd. 
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por  Sale 


Solely  on  account  of  owner's  business  arrangements  demanding  his  removal 
to   Vancouver — 

fl  Picturesque  and   Historical  Horm^ 

Situate  at  1041   Collison  Street,  Victoria.  B.C. 


THIS  IS  A  HOME — a  veritable  gentleman's  residence.  It  contains  seven 
ample,  handsomely  laid-off  rooms  v^^ith  a  conservatory,  and  a  thorough  system 
of  hot  water  heating.  The  surrounding  Lawn  and  Shrubbery  comprise  an  acre  of 
ground  which  affords  complete  privacy  and  is  capable  of  being  used  or  cultivated 
according  to  the  most  fastidious  taste  of  any  purchaser. 

MOST  REASONABLE  TERMS. 

Apply  to  Owner: — 

CHARLES  McMillan,  Suite  3.  536  Hastings  St.,  W., 

VANCOUVER.  B.C. 
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Vancouver's  appearance,  di- 
mensions and  vantage  points 
are  impressively  portrayed  in  a 
colored  half-tone  picture  (26  x 
15),  giving  abirdseye  viewof  the 
city.  Send  15  cents  in  stamps 
and  obtain  the  picture  and  free 
descriptive  literature.  There  are 
no  advertisements  on  either 
pamphlets  or  picture. 

Vancouver   Information    and 

Tourist    Associaiion. 

Vancouver,  B.  C. 
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Are  You  Looking  for  a  Business  Opening  or  a 
Safe    Investment  ? 

THE   BULKLEY   VALLEY,  B.  C 


with  its  vast  area  of  rich  agricultural  lands,  coal  fields,  and  adjacent 
mountain  ranges,  rich  with  precious  metals,  such  as  gold,  silver, 
copper,  lead,  etc.,  offers  most  unusual  opportunities  for  those  look- 
ing for  favorable  business  openings  and  investments. 

With  the  certain  construction  of  the  MAIN  LINE  of  the 
ORASD  TRUSK  PACIFIC  RAILWAY  through  this  valley,  it  is 
bound  to  become  one  of  the  richest  agricultural  and  mining  dis- 
tricts in  the  world,  and  its  development,  now  that  ample  transpor= 
tation  facilities  are  assured  for  the  near  future,  will  be  marvel- 
lously rapid 

IF  YOU  ARE  INTERESTED  IN  THIS  NEW  COUNTRY,  send 
me  a  postal  with  y  our  name  and  address,  and  1  will  send  you  full 
particulars  concerning  BULKLEY  VALLEY  LANDS  and 

TELK  W A 

The  Commercial  Centre  of  the  Bulkley  Valley. 

This  town  is  located  in  the  very  heart  of  the  BULKLEY  VAL- 
LEY, at  the  confluence  of  the  Bulkley  and  Telkwa  Rivers.  It  is 
now  the  distributing  point  for  the  Bulkley  and  Telkwa  Valleys  and 
is  destined  to  bi  one  of  the  most  important  cities  in  Northern 
British  Columbia. 

To  those  desiring  to  purchase  property  in  TELKWA  with  the 
intention  of  entering  business  and  living  there,  special  induce- 
ments will  be  offered. 

J.  L.  FOREPAUQH,  Agent 

Jones  Block,  407  Hastings  St.,    Vancouver,  B.  C. 
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We  Want  Your  Name 

and  Address. 
Read  Our  Reason  Why! 


Even  though  you  may  not  intend  investing  in  shares,  in  the  Royal  City  Gas 
Improvement  Co.,  we  want  you  to  send  us  your  name  and  address,  so  that  we 
may  mail  you,  free,  a  copy  of  the  prospectus  of  the  Company.  You  will  find  it 
very  interesting  reading  since  it  contains  considerable  information  on  gas;  actual 
facts  which  every  man  should  know. 


Kussell  Sage  once  said:  "Buy  gas 
.stock,  in  wliicli  you  have  confidence,  ami 
put  it  av%ay.  Don't  worry  it  and  don't 
let  it  worry  you.  A  good  gas  stock  is 
working  for  you  all  the  time;  it  will 
work  for  you  when  you  can't  work  for 
yourself." 

If  you  owned  ten  shares  of  the  capi- 
tal stock  of  the  Royal  City  Gas  Im- 
provement Co.,  your  annual  dividend 
would  commence  at  $200  cash  and  go 
on  increasing  from  year  to  year;  the 
shares  would  naturally  advance  in  value. 

We  endorse  and  recommend  shares  in 
the  Royal  City  Gas  Improvement  Co.  as 
a  safe  and  profitable  investment,  prin- 
cipally because  such  eminent  gas  ex- 
perts as  Roger  Polk  of  St.  I..ouis  and 
W.  Thomas.  Kngineer.  of  Vancouver, 
after  carefully  inspecting  local  condi- 
tions at  Xew  Westminster,  emphatically 
state  that  the  enterprise  will  be  a  suc- 
cess and  pay  big  profits. 

The  corporation  of  the  city  of  New 
Westminster  has  seen  fit  to  grant  to 
the  Royal  City  Gas  Improvement  Co. 
a  broad  and  perpetual  charter,  embrac- 
ing   the    privileges    to    manufacture    and 


sell  gas  for  light,  heat  and  power  pur- 
poses within  the  city  limits.  The  people 
of  New  Westminster  want  a  more  ade- 
<iuate  gas  supply,  which  is  only  possible 
ihrougli  the  operating  of  the  latest  and 
most  up-to-date  type  of  gas  plant, 
e<iuipped  with  the  inclined  vertical  re- 
tort and  compound  gas  producer.  Such 
is  the  type  of  plant  atlopted  by  the 
Royal  City  Gas  Improvement  Co.,  and 
which  is  fully  described  in  an  article  on 
"Improved  Methods  of  Gas  Production," 
by  W.  Thomas,  on  another  page  of  this 
issue. 

Mr.  Thomas,  in  his  report  to  the  di- 
rectors of  the  Company,  snows  very 
clearly  that  the  company  can  pay  20 
per  cent,  dividend  from  a  sale  of  100.000 
cubic  feet  of  gas  per  day.  As  a  matter 
of  fact  the  directors  have  already  re- 
ceived reserve  orders  for  more  than  100,- 
000  cubic  feet  daily  from  manufacturing 
concerns  in  New  Westminster.  Add  to 
this  another  100,000  cubic  feet  dally, 
which  would  represent  only  a  portion  of 
the  gas  required  for  domestic  purposes, 
consequently  the  Company  has  in  sight 
business  which  would  enable  It  to  pay 
a  greater  dividend  than  20  per  cent,  es- 
timated in  the  report  of  Engineer 
Tliomas. 


DON'T  LET  THIS  OPPORTUNITY  PASS  whereby  you  may  secure  shares, 
at  par,  in  the  Royal  City  Gas  Improvement  Co.,  on  the  very  easy  terms  of  lo 
per  cent,  with  application,  15  per  cent,  on  allotment  and  the  balance  at  10  per 
cent,  monthly. 

The  capital  of  the  company  is  $150,000,  and  from  the  manner  in  which  the 
stock  is  being  taken  up  now,  it  will  only  be  a  short  time  before  all  the  available 
shares  are  off  the  market 

Make  your  checque,  or  money  order,  for  10  per  cent,  of  the  stock  applied  for, 
payable  to  The  Royal  Bank  of  Canada;  forward  the  same  with  application  to 
Dominion  Land  &  Investment  Co..  Brokers  for  the  Company,  619  Hastings  St.. 
Vancouver,  B.C. 


i 
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Union  Bank  of  Canada 


Established  1865. 


Sharpies President    1        Paid-Up    Capital $ 

...  General   Manager    i         Reserve   Fund    

A  general  banking  business  transacted  at  all  branches. 


13,200,000    Af 
1,700,000     J 


Agents  and   Correspondents  in   all  important   centres  in   Great   Britain   and  the 

United  States. 

Savings  Department.       Interest  allowed  on  deposits. 

Branches  in  British  Columbia: 

VANCOUVER.  PRINCE  RUPERT. 

T.   McCAFFRY,   Manager.  Vancouver  Branch. 


;H  REAL  ALLIGATOR  ;; 

^  CLUB  AND  KIT  ;^ 

2  BAGS  § 

■$  Leather  Lined  ".> 

ii  $23  to  $60  i.* 


ENGLISH  COWHIDE        | 
HALF  GLADSTONES     J 


When  You 
Are 

Thinking 


1 


Specially  strong  frames,  ^ 

Linen  Lined.  ^ 

Sizes  from  18  in.  $7.75  J* 

to  m 

2f  in.  810.50  K 


ttTK^^a^K^K^^H^K^-:*:-:^-:: 


;:;r-  of  buying  a  Good  English  Leather  Grip,  Valise  or  Trunk  for  yourself  or 
!;t;^  a  friend  remember  that  we  carry  a  very  large  and  selected  stock  of  all 
•?  '  the  best  qualities  turned  out  by  well  known  English  manufacturers. 

!>      '"Suit  Cases.~  i  Cash  Bags.         Club  Bags.         Kit  Bags.        Brief  Bags. 
:^  Cabin  Trunks.        Ladies'  Dress  Baskets.  Ladies'  Hat  Cases. 

K      '■ —  '   Gentlemen's  Hat  Cases.  Fitted  Bags. 

f.  LADIES'  :^ 

ir  STERLING   FITTED  *^ 


^j  BAGS  and 

ii  DRESSING     CASES 


REMEMBER 

6hapman*s 


SUIT  CASES 
ALL    SIZES 


Davis    Chambers 
613  Hastings  St.  W.,  VANCOUVER,  B.  C. 


$15  to  $60 


.<Ole  Agent  in   B.  C".  for 
Atkinson's  Royal  Irisii  Poplin  Tics 


From  $5  to 
$35 


^f^t-M-a-; 


t 
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Visitors  to  Chilliwack 

Should  Make  This  Hotel  Their 
Headquarters. 


Just    optiitd — Homelike   and    Up-to-date. 

B.  B.  McI.x:mrANr,  -  Proprietor 

CHII.I.IWACK.    B.C. 


THE  GLORIOUS  KOOTENAY 

TROUT  AND  SALMON 

BEAR,  SHEEP  AND  GOAT 

CARIBOU,  Etc. 

If  you  wish  to  have  an    outing    amid    the 

Hnest  s<-onery  and  -urroundiiiK^  in 

Amerirn,  apply  for  partieiilar>i 

t 

GEO.   P.  WELLS 

I'n.prietor 

THE   HUME   HOTEL 

W    NELSON,  B.  C. 
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.Beqrge  Hotel  j 


Go  O  D 
(and    Fish  INS- 


fRAVCU;B»3 

Rome 


.1   A.J. H.Koch 


Your  impressions  of  Vancouver— the  "Sunset  ©ity**— will  be 
made  all  the  more  lasting  by  seeing  the  Gity  and  Magnificent 
Stanley  Park  in  one  of  our  comfortable  Hacks,  Broughams, 
Victorias,  Surreys  or  Garriages. 

STANLEY     PARK     STABLES 

niex.  Mitchell,    Mqr.  Ya!Ve©CYER,  B.    6. 


V\  hen  in 

The  Roval  Citv 


W  I II 


THE  WINDSOR  HOTEL 


p.   O.   BII.ODEAU,   Proprietor. 


Amerlcaf.    t-';:t 


$1.25  to  $2.00 


European    Plan     50c  to  $1.0 

'  NEW  WESTMINSTER,  B.  C. 


,i;t^..^_      Enderby.B.C. 

2.00.  f'*"' '^".y       "  ^  ^'^ « (^tt  r.  Prop.  :^ 


K-;-«-:v:-:-:-r:-:-:-«-H:-:H^«:{^:-:^:-:^:':^:-:^:-j^j 


t'afu  U 11. surpassed 
for  the  Menu 


Every  Attention 
.Shown  Guests 


Poodle  Dog  Hotel 

EUROPEAN  PLAN 


Rooni.s  can  be  had  by  the  day,  week  or  month  ^ 

at  reasonable  rates.  Jj 

A.  COOPEMAN,  Proprietor  *^ 

Yates  Street,  ■  VICTORIA,   B.  C.  | 

-:':-:*:-:-:':-:-:':-:-:.:-:-kh-«^hkjk:.:m^:.:^;^^^^^ 
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The  ALBERTA  and  SOUTH  SIDE  LIVERY  STABLES 

art-    liili\-    i-i|uippc-<l   t(i   latrr    i^r 

HUNTING    AND     FISHING    PARTIES 

as  well  as 

TOURISTS,     LANDSEEKERS     AND     COMMERCIAL     MEN. 

Hacks,  Carriages  and  Saddle  Horses  ready  day  or  night. 

A.  J.   McDonald     Proprietor  CALGARY,  ALTA. 


Hotel  For  Sale  in  Vancouver,  B.  C. 

One  of  the  best  located  in  the  city.     For  further  information  address: — 

A.  G..  P.  O.  Box  1343.  Vancouver.  B.C. 


i      5  0    SWJTZERU^ 

i 


The    Canadian    Rocky 
Mountain  National  Park 


The  Largest  Park  in  the  World. 
Reacho<l  l.y  tho 


5,732  miles  in  extent. 


Challenge  of  the  Mountains." 

Pre-eminent  Niitnrnl  (inindeur. 
Splendid  Hotel  Aceoin  noila  t  ion. 
Luxurions  Train  Service.  Mfwt  de- 
lightful place  in  the  world  for  a 
vacation.  A  paradise  for  Motintalneei% 
Naturnlist-s  Geologists  and  Min- 
eralncrist^. 


Canadian    Pacific    Railway 

ROBERT  KERR,   Passenger  Traffic  Manager,   MONTREAL. 
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AND    TRADE    MARKS 
Obtained  in  all  Countries.  ^^^,^_ 
ROWLAND   BRITTAIX. 
Registered  Patent  Attorney  and  Mechani- 
cal Engineer.     Call  or  write  for  full  infor- 
mation.    Room   3.  Fairfield   Block,  Granville 
Street.   Vancouver,   B.C.  


SPORTSIVlEirM! 

See    Humphrey's    stock    of    reliable    fire- 
arms.     It    is    new   and    up-to-date,    com- 
prising  a    large    variety    of    the    leading 
makes.       If    your    gun    needs     repairing 
send   it   to                                                      ,^^ 
J.  HUMPHBETS,    Expert  Ounsmltli 
Dealer    in    Ammunition.    Fishing    Tackle 
and    all    Sporting    Goods. 
159    Cordova    Street,    West, 
VANCOUYEB,    B.    C. 

"BAGLEY  makes  good  RUBBER  STAMPS " 


412   Hasting-s   St. 


Vancouver,  B.C. 


Trust  It  To  Us— 

We'll  clean  your  fine  waists,  gowns 
or  suits  as  only  experts  can  do  it. 
Our  improved  French  method  does 
not  harm  the  most  delicate  fabrics, 
lace  or  embroidery.  Waists  and 
Gowns   dyed. 

PERTH  STEAM  DYE  WORKS 
562  Seymour  St.,  VANCOUVER,  B.C. 


\\/E  are  fully  equipped  for  big 
business,  and  solicit  orders 
for  fresh  meats  from  Contractors, 
Logging  Camps,  Mills  and  Retail 
Butchers. 

Vancouver=Prince  Rupert 
Meat  Co.,  Ltd. 


Head  Office  and  COld  Stoniye  Plant  : 

Vancouver,  B.  C. 


152-154  Ha.Mtings 
Street,  W. 


Brown  Bros.  Co.  Ltd. 

F1.0BISTS. 

Pmit  Trees,   Shrubs,  BtQbs  and 
Flowering-    Plants. 

59  Hastings  St.  East,  VANCOUVEB,  B.C. 


TURKISH  BATHS 

635  Granville   St.,   Vancouver. 

Manager:— MRS.    HULSE. 
Turkish   Baths,    Electric    Cabins     Mas- 
sage.    Scalp,    face,    and     all     kinds     or 
electric   treatments.      Manicuring.      Chir- 
opody.     Flesh    reduction    a    specialty. 
Iiady  Attendants. 


TURKISH     BATHS 

74  Hasting-s  St.,  Vancouver. 
Manag-er:  Mrs.  Kate  McElderry. 

Turkish  Baths,  Electric  Cabinets,  Body 
Massage.  Scalp,  Face  and  all  kinds  or 
treatments.  Manicuring,  Flesh  Reduc- 
tion  a   specialty. 


PLANNING  TO  BUILD 

Send  two  2o.  stamps,  post- 
age, for  a  copy  of  uiv  beau- 
tifully illustrated  booklet, 
Country  and  SuburbMU 
■  full  of  iuterest- 


ing,  valuable  and  practi- 
cal information  for  home 
builders. 
E.  STANLEY  MIHON,  ARCHITECT,  VANCOUVER,  B.  0. 


Your    coal    bins?      Are    they    filled, 
-eady  for  the  winter  months? 


To  be  certain  of  securing  a  supply 
of  the  best  fuel  mined  in  the  pro- 
vince, phone  us  your  order  for  a 
supply  of  OLD  WELLINGTON 
COAL. 

It  is  a  clean,  lumpy  coal  that  burns 
freely  and  makes  a  hot  fire.  Rich  in 
carbon — therefore  economical   in   use. 

No.  2  NUT $5.75 

■  LUMP    $7.50 

S.  A.  HARRIS  &  CO. 

549:  Granville  St.  Vancouver,  B.C. 
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Vital  Problems  Of  Tanafa 


"^SramTh  ompsanMX  te 


CANADA  AND  NATIONHOOD 

THE  Problems  that  are  righly  called 
vital  to  Canada  must  necessarily 
be  such  as  are  of  a  fundamental 
and  permanent  character.  They 
pertain  not  only  to  the  base  of  the  na- 
tional edifice  and  the  superstructure  that 
is  rising  upon  it,  but  to  the  people  them- 
selves who  are  to  be  either  the  architects 
of  a  sublime  destiny  or  iconoclasts  of 
the  most  glorious  ideal  of  Nationhood, 
Empire  and  Liberty  that  has  ever  been 
presented  to  the  World. 

The  fleeting  and  ephemeral  will  ex 
necessitate  be  eliminated  from  these 
articles ;  and  as  the  love  of  Canada  has 
produced  them,  and  the  ambition  to  see 
her  discard  the  toggery  of  Colonialism 
for  the  royal  robe  of  Sovereign  Nation- 
hood has  inspired  them,  their  aim  will 
be  to  solve  her  problems  however  com- 
plex and  to  make  clear  her  path  how- 
ever devious  by  the  illuminating  torch 
of  patriotism.  But  this  patriotic  torch, 
it  must  be  remembered,  has  a  double 
flame :  one  to  illuminate  the  way  of  truth, 
glory,  honour  and  renown  ;  and  the  other 
to  wither,  scorch  and  burn,  and  to  con- 
vert into  smouldering  ashes  whatsoever 
would  retard  the  attainment  of  the  Dom- 
inion's great  destiny  or  tarnish  the  name 
of  her  people. 

These  articles  will  no  doubt  afford 
genuine  patriots, — real  seekers  after 
truth, — consolation,  aid,  and  guidance ; 
but  the  political  vampire  had  better  be- 
ware of  their  long  distance  range  while 


the  tergiversator  whose  evasive  and  elu- 
sive expedients  continually  clog  the 
wheels  of  progress  and  jeopardize  the 
integrity  of  the  Country  must  expect 
from  the  author  no  deflection  of  tiie  light 
of  Truth.  Though  it  is  principles  we 
wish  to  propound,  the  integrity  and  not 
the  dark  deeds  of  men,  either  in  the  in- 
dividual or  in  a  political  aggregate,  we 
wish  to  reveal,  yet  if  some  infatuated 
Mephistopheles  should  be  found  clinging 
with  desperate  resolve  to  some  infernal 
project  for  his  own  or  a  party's  aggran- 
disement, it  is  not  our  fault  or  the 
author's  seeking  if  with  the  revelation  of 
his  scheme,  the  sensibility  of  the  Coun- 
try should  revolt  and  deal  him  the  kick 
of  contempt  that  will  consign  him  to  an 
inglorious  oblivion. 

CANADA  IS  THE  IXHERITOR 
OF  THE  CENTURIES. 

All  that  tyranny  has  lost,  all  that 
democracy  has  won,  all  that  civilization 
has  garnered,  all  that  education  has  ac- 
complished, and  all  that  the  Sword  of 
Right  has  wrested  from  the  Sword  of 
Might. — are  hers,  laid  at  her  feet  as  a 
bountiful  bequest  of  the  Ages. 

Nor  is  this  all.  Nature  has  endowed 
her  with  a  soil  prolific,  a  climate  pro- 
l)itious,  and  in  her  bosom  has  hidden 
away  the  accumulated  treasures  of  in- 
finite aeons. 

She  begins  her  progression  where  the 
past  has  ended  ;  she  is  unincumbered  by, 
absolutely  free  from,  any  damnosa  haere- 
ditas  cither  of  overturned  dynasties,  sub- 
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verted  tyrannies,  or  perpetuated  systems 
of  effete  Law  or  Constitutional  Bond- 
age, and  unless  she  is  recreant  to  her- 
self and  perfidious  to  posterity  her  ad- 
vance towards  the  attainment  of  the  ideal 
in  Government  and  in  individual  life 
must  be  such  as  no  nation  heretofore  has 
achieved. 

HER  PROBLEMS,  however,  are  not 
lessened  or  simplified,  but  rendered  more 
pressing  and  complex  by  reason  of  her 
phenomenal  position.  She  must  still 
face  the  questions  that  confronted  other 
lands  though  her  approach  to  them  is 
along  the  Path  of  Peace  and  not  through 
Seas  of  Blood.  There  is  no  obstacle  be- 
fore her,  no  menacing  foe,  no  relentless 
grasp  of  a  titanic  tyrant,  and  yet  she 
displays  a  certain  dilatoriness  in  attain- 
iig  to  her  full  national  stature  that 
strangely  contrasts  with  the  ardour  and 
frenzied  impatience  which  nerved  the 
arm  of  her  precursors  to  cut  their  way  to 
freedom  with  battle-axe  and  sword. 

We  have  no  desire  to  arouse  within 
Canada  an  ultra-military  spirit.  But  at 
the  present  time  it  behoves  her  to  make 
a  strict  scrutiny  of  her  environments. 

Every  nation  in  the  world  is  her 
friend.  Besides  the  denizens  of  the  Em- 
pire whom  for  the  present  we  leave  out 
of  the  reckoning,  all  nations  love  her;  but 
it  is  by  no  means  Platonic  Love  that  ani- 
mates them.  They  propitiate  her  with 
their  varying  gift's:  they  adulate  her 
name :  and  more  than  one  Political  Peda- 
gogue from  a  foreign  land  has  essayed 
the  task  of  teaching  her  the  arts  of  Col- 
onization, internal  development,  and  con- 
centric Ciovernment.  But  "timco  Daiiaos 
ct  dona  fcrciitcs"  is  as  true  as  it  was 
in  the  days  of  Troy;  and  the  Canadian 
people  had  better  beware  that  historv 
does  not,  even  after  long  epochs  repea"!: 
Itself,  or  that  some  politico-national  lago 
does  not  from  the  bosom  of  friendship 
whisper  alluring  themes  into  her  credu- 
lous ear  with  the  ulterior  design  of  sub- 
verting her  national  integrity. 

We  make  no  sinister  suggestions ;  but 
as  Canada's  position  is  unique,  and  the 
path  of  her  destiny  is  a  i)ath  untrodden, 
she  must  be  her  own  guide;  and  her 
Star,  or  Pillar  of  Fire,  must  not  be  con- 


founded  with   that   which  other   nations 
have  followed — followed  e\'en  to  glory. 

There  are  men  of  eminence  claiming  to 
be  her  citizens  who  boldly  advocate  her 
absorption  by  or  amalgamation  with,  her 
Southern  Neighbour ;  but  her  southern 
neighbour  whom  these  men,  and  all  men, 
admire  did  not  attain  greatness  by  ab- 
sorption or  amalgamation. 

ABSORPTION  OR  A^L\LGA.MA- 
TION — they  are  both  the  same — means 
the  escape  from  national  problems ;  but 
it  no  less  means  the  eltacement  of  the 
Canadian  name ;  and  no  man  that  has 
sounded  the  depths  of  Canadian  patriot- 
ism could  ever  be  deceived  into  the  belief 
that  it  would  subordinate  itself  to  any 
power  or  consent  to  sell  its  birthright  for 
a  mess  of  pottage. 

CANADA,  AN  LNTEGRAL  STATE, 

AIUST  BECOME,  AND  FOR  EVER 

REMAIN,  A   NATIONAL  ENTITY. 

Nationhood  is  the  crowxixg  glory 

OF  A  Free  People. 

A  NATION  is  a  Sovereign  State,  a 
Law  unto  herself,  the  supreme  mistress  of 
her  own  domain,  and  the  absolute  arbiter 
of  her  own  destiny.  She  may  vault  high 
in  the  Empyrean,  expand  her  wings  and 
soar  aloft;  or  she  may  decline  and  sink 
or  dwindle  and  decay. 

A   PEOPLE   on  the   other  hand,   no 
matter  how  homogeneous,  who  have  not- 
attained  to  this  absolute  arbitrariness  are 
at  the  best  in  some  species  of  Govern- 
mental   subordination,    and    curbed    and 
controlled  by  forces,  powers  and  authori- 
ties extraneous  to  themselves.    They  may 
be  a  Crown  Colony  without  a  voice  at 
all;    they  may  be  a  Self-governing  Col- 
ony ;   or  they  may  be  euphemisticallv  de- 
signated  an    Oversea    State   or   even   a 
Sister  Nation.     It  matters  little  in  which 
of  these  categories  they  are  classed,  they 
are  still  devoid  of  their  "crowning  glorv." 
Since  first  the  ennobling  names  of  Na- 
tionhood,   Fatherland    and    :Motherland, 
touched  the  ear  and  stirred  the  heart  of 
patriotic  devotion  the  conceptions  of  Gov- 
ernment, and  the  relationships  of  States 
to  Peoples,  of  Nations  with  Nations,  and 
of    Empires    to    their    constituent    parts    j 
have  undergone  many  changes;    and  in 
order  to  clarify  our  present  ideas  it  is     I 
absolutely  essential  to  specifv  the  old.         i 
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RO.Mli  was  the  concatenation  of  all 
that  is  subversive  of  freedom.  Wherever 
'  r  carried  her  victorious  arm  she 
i^hed  and  pulverized  the  national  life 
.  i  every  subdued  people;  and  out  of  the 
.li  hris  she  constructed  the  fabric  of  her 
Empire. 

Nationhood  was  incompatible  with  iier 
tyrannic  and  autocratic  sway.  Pari  passu 
with  the  expansion  of  her  Empire,  Na- 
tionhood was  extinguished  ;  and  as  pa- 
triotism is  a  stronger  and  deeper  emo- 
tion than  pride  of  empire  or  loyalty  to 
an  e.xotic  executive,  Independence  be- 
came the  synonym  of  freedom  and  the 
watchword  against  Imperial  aggression. 

Both  Spain  and  England,  when  they 
inaugurated  their  colonization  policy, 
were  enthralled  with  the  idea  of  a  cen- 
tral (Jovernment  over  a  universal  do- 
main; and  neither  of  them  had  any  con- 
ception of  Empire  other  than  that  of  Im- 
perial Rome.  In  later  times  Great  Bri- 
tain saw  the  "inexpediency"  of  asserting 
over  her  colonial  possessions  anything 
more  than  a  paternal  control.  So  long 
as  this  was  passive  or  merely  suggestive, 
it  was  tolerated ;  but  soon  the  paternal 
and  the  filial  conceptions  of  it  came  into 
antagonism,  and  almost  simultaneously 
the  principle  that  had  been  generating 
for  centuries  opportunely  fructified  and 
yielded  the  true  political  philosophy,  the 
definite  formula,  that  "Taxation  and 
Representation"  were  eternally  linked 
and  formed  an  integral  part  of  Consti- 
tutional Government.  The  Declaration 
of  Independence  of  the  States  of  the 
American  Union  denoted  the  triumph  of 
this  princijile.  and  demarcated  the  final 
revolt  against,  and  severance  from,  all 
forms  of  exotic  government  and  ex- 
traneous control. 

There  was  no  7/a  media,  for  the  States 
of  America.  Their  alternative  to  Inde- 
pendence was  Submission ;  for  Great 
Britain  had  not  yet  grasped  the  truth 
which  Burke  had  thundered  into  her  ear, 
and  almost  scorched  into  her  brain  with 
an  eloquence,  a  wealth  of  imagery,  and 
a  prescient  philosophy  that  have  never 
been  surpassed.  But  she  began  to  appre- 
hend that  truth  when  submission  on  her 
part  became  inevitable,  and  after  Inde- 


l)endence  had  been  declared  by  a  people 
who  could  easily  have  been  placated. 

Since  that  eventful  epoch  there  has 
been  no  retrogression  in  constitutional 
thought.  The  trend  has  been  upward; 
the  clouds  have  been  lifting,  until  now 
we  are  on  an  untrodden  altitude,  in  the 
centre  of  dazzling  radiances,  where 
E.MPiRK  .\\i)  Nation  appear  not  onl\  as 
consentaneous  entities  but  as  the  best 
aiHied  ^^uardians  of  Xationul  Liberty. 

But  we  must  clear  away  some  hazes  of 
the  Confederation  proposals  before  we 
gain  a  complete  view  of  the  glorious 
panorama  which  this  Pisgah  height  af- 
fords to  the  Canadian  people. 

The  "Confederation  of  the  E.mpire" 
assumed  considerable  proportions  in  the 
public  mind  with  the  folte  face  of  Jo- 
seph Chamberlain,  and  his  advocacy  of 
intra-Empire  Preferential  Tariffs.  That 
was  in  1903.  Some  years  before  he  had 
become  an  Imperialist.  An  episode  con- 
nected with  the  Boer  War  has  the  honour 
of  imparting  this  last  complexion  to  his 
multi-coloured  career.  It  may  fittingly 
be  stated  now  as  the  recent  German  coup 
is  still  fresh  in  the  public  mind.  It  was 
this :  The  erratic  and  feather-headed 
Emperor  of  Germany  had  telegraphed  to 
President  Kruger  his  congratulations  on 
the  rout  and  capture  of  the  Jameson 
Raiders  ;  and  Chamberlain,  then  the  Col- 
onial Secretary,  but  not  so  long  before 
one  of  the  "Peace  at  any  price"  I'arty, 
had  promptly  and  significantly  warned 
him  that,  at  all  cost,  foreign  interference 
in  a  controversy  between  the  United 
Kingdom  and  her  Colonies  would  be 
sternly  resented  and  requited.  The 
Kaiser  subsided ;  and  since  then  Cham- 
berlain has  always  worn  the  Im])erial 
badge.  But  it  is  only  a  little  more  than 
five  years  since  he  became  an  advocate 
of  Imperial  Confederation  on  a  Commer- 
cial basis.  With  what  vigour  he  pushed 
the  idea,  we  all  know,  even  when  the 
Sun  of  his  Life  was  rapidly  descending 
to  the  horizon. 

The  German  Zollverein.  and  the  in- 
ternational Free  Trade  System  of 
the  United  States,  were  the  lights 
he  followed.  Many  of  the  ideas 
of  his  Imperial  propaganda  had 
been  adumbrated,  announced  and  formu- 
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lated  before,  by  men  like  Sir  Charles 
Dilke,  Lord  Beaconsfield,  and  Lord  Sal- 
isbury. Diike  had  discussed  Confedera- 
tion upon  a  military  basis,  while  Beacons- 
field  and  Salisbury  had  only  had  vague 
notions  of  the  growing  necessity  for  a 
Bond  of  Union  between  the  .Mother 
Country  and  her  Colonies.  But  none  of 
them  succeeded  in  propounding  a  satis- 
factory scheme,  because  the  Empire  to 
them  was  only  an  expanded  Great 
Britain. 

Chamberlain's  impetuosity  to  consum- 
mate what  either  he  had  so  long  post- 
poned, or  had  so  long  regarded  as  chim- 
erical had  one  superb  and  permanent 
effect, — that  of  arousing  the  Empire.  But 
such  a  transformation  as  he  designed 
could  not  be  effected  by  a  coup  d'  ctat. 

Balfour's  profound  philosophic  logic, 
which  has  been  called  "dialectics"  for 
no  other  reason  than  that  his  words  and 
thoughts  are  deeper  than  the  Superficial- 
ities who  condemn  his  real  statesman- 
ship, has  largely  contributed  to  the  lift- 
ing of  us  far  beyond  Chamberlain's  most 
exalted  ideal. 

Daniel  Webster  said  of  the  Constitu- 
tion of  the  United  States:  "It  was  the 
child  of  pressing  commercial  necessity. 
There  is  not  an  idea  in  it  but 
trade — Commerce,  commerce,  commerce 
is  the  beginning  and  end  of  it."  The 
same  might  be  said  of  the  German  Zoll- 
verein  and  the  restoration  of  the  Reich ; 
and  the  same  words  aptly  describe  Cham- 
berlain's Confederation  Scheme.  But  we 
are  now  as  far  ahead  of  that  scheme  and 
of  its  German  Prototype  as  we  were  be- 
hind them  when  Chamberlain  began  his 
momentous  campaign. 

The  truths  that  he  taught,  and  the 
principles  that  he  ])reached,  we  can  never 
forget  and  never  ignore  ;  but  the  Pillars 
upon  which  the  constitution  of  the  Em- 
pire now  rests  are  Everlasting  Pillars, 
rising  out  of  the  Waters  of  every  Ocean, 
out  of  the  Core  of  every  Continent,  and 
cemented  by  Anglo-Saxon,  Hibernian 
Scottish  and  Gaelic  Blood. 

NATIONHOOD  IS  THEIR.NAME; 
and  from  the  Pillar  of  "Canada  a  Na- 
tion" the  loftiest  and  sublimest  of  them 
all,  we  take  our  long-deferred  survey  of 
our  country's  destined  greatness. 


To  guage  the  perspective  we  must  dis-     j 
card  old  ideas  and  devise  new  definitions 
for  old  terminologies. 

"EMPIRE"  henceforth  is  the  direct 
antithesis  of  all  that  it  formerly  meant.  It 
is  not  a  Government  at  all ;  it  is  divested 
of  every  legislative  function;  and  it  be- 
comes the  symbol  and  exponent  of  a 
United  Voice.  So  far  from  being  what 
even  notable  men  of  our  own  genera- 
tion regarded  it,  an  expanded  Great  Bri- 
tain, it  becomes  the  co-ordination  of  sev- 
eral Kingdoms  whose  united  strength  is 
its  strength  and  ivhose  united  greatness 
is  its  greatness. 

"NATIONHOOD  WITHIN  THE 
EAIPIRE"  will  henceforth  have  a  pecu- 
liar significance,  and  must  be  reckoned 
with  in  our  constitutional  nomenclature. 

The  phrase  does  not  indicate  a  status 
or  condition  conterminous  with  Inde- 
pendent Nationhood. 

"THE  NATIONHOOD  WITHIN 
THE  EMPIRE"  must  no  doubt  in  Im- 
perial affairs  subject  its  voUtion  to  the 
preponderant  volition  of  the  whole  Co- 
ordinate Powers.  But  its  Independence 
is  not  thereby  impaired;  for  cessation 
from  the  co-ordination  will  ai  all  times 
be  an  open  way,  and  continuance  in  it 
will  be  a  free  exercise  of  its  own  volition. 
Besides  that,  it  will  not  only  have  its  own 
strength  to  develop  and  defend  itself, 
but  it  will  have  the  co-operative  forces 
of  the  whole  Co-ordinate  Powers  behind 
it. 

Every  "Nation  within  the  Empire"  zvill 
have  the  Empire's  might ;  and  the  most 
cursory  observer  can  apprehend  that  the 
status  thus  acquired  far  transcends  In- 
dependent Nationhood — so  far  and  so 
vastly  supersedes  it  that  the  "Independ- 
ence of  Canada"  which  many  men  have 
seductively  preached  within  her  own  bor- 
ders, is  relegated,  as  a  gaunt,  hideous  and 
dead  monstrosity,  to  tenebrous  darkness 
where  it  is  no  more  likely  to  be  resus- 
citated than  the  embalmed  carcass  of 
Rameses  II  is  to  be  resurrected. 

It  is  not  within  the  scope  of  this  article 
to  define  the  constitution  of  the  Body 
which  will  express  the  predominant  voice 
or  preponderant  volition  of  the  Empire. 
But  no  doubt  its  basic  principle  will  be 
that  of  the  population  of  the  individual 
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(.ntities  composing  it.    And  if  it  be.  Xv7/a/ 

splciulonr  of  fame,  what  illimintablc  po- 

■"lialitics,  zvhat  iiiagnificciicc  of  Soz-er- 

sway  azvait  this  country! 

\e  cannot  at  this  juncture  do  more 

1  stand  on  i'isgah's  height  and  look 

ad. 

Is  it  a  creation  of  the  fancy,  or  an 
illusion  of  the  brain,  this  magnificent 
uaiisforming  panorama  that  we  behold? 

Nothing  but  reality,  O  Canadian 
l>i'i])le,  is  in  the  vista  presented  to  your 
\  ii  \\  ;  and  did  I  not  believe  that  your 
aiiihition  aspired  to  it.  that  your  manhood 
was  capable  of  achieving  it;  were  I  not 
prrsuaded  that  the  throb  of  conscious 
--tixngth,  and  the  yearning  for  self-re- 
liani  existence,  had  already  stirred  your 
iiliKul  and  impelled  you  to  it — impelled 
Mill  to  undertake  the  zvork  of  construct- 
11!^^  your  ozoi  Pillar  of  the  Empire,  and 
.  /  inahi)ig  your  own  Land  a  Nation, — 
1  would  regard  you  as  a  people  unworthy 
■  i"  the  prowess  of  your  Fathers,  unworthy 
•i  \our  magnificent  heritage,  and  un- 
w  1  iiliy  of  continued  participation  in  the 
I'jiipire's  glory. 

r.ut  "Confido  ct  conquicsco" :  I  be- 
iit,  \e  and  am  persuaded  that  Canada,  once 
-he  comprehends  the  problem  and  her  re- 
la.iion  to  it.  will  not  resist  the  impulse 
;m  cuter  upon  her  inevitable  task  and  that 
>1k'  will  perform  it  in  a  manner  magni- 
tu  (.lit  and  magnanimous. 

Xo  doubt  there  are  many  who  will  try 
M  ilissuade  and  delude  her — the  Egotist, 
'he  Self -Complacent,  and  the  Tempor- 
;/rr.  The  first  will  assert  that  Canada 
ila■^  already  done  enough,  and  more  than 
Iki-  circumstances  required ;  the  second 
will  declare  himself  satisfied  with  the 
status  quo;  and  the  third  will  aver  that 
the  terrors  of  Scylla  and  Charybdis  lie 
ahead  of  anv  movement  towards  nation- 
bo,  ,d. 

(  >ne  and  all  they  are  enemies  or  pol- 
trt  M  HIS. 

in  proof  of  the  assertion  that  Canada 
wants  Nationhood.  I  bring  her  Popula- 
ti'ii.  her  Commerce,  her  Revenue,  and 
lur  own  emphatic  claim  to  the  Sovereign 


Treaty-making  Power,  as  witnesses 
whose  veracity  cannot  be  impugned. 

GRPAT  URirALX  C  A  X  X  O  T 
ALVKE  CANADA  A  NATION. 

The  child  grows  and  expands  by  virtue 
of  laws  and  forces  within,  and  not  with- 
out, himself,  until  a  certain  juncture 
having  been  reached,  he  demands  recog- 
nition as  a  man  and  assumes  his  own 
responsibilities.  And  by  a  parity  of  prin- 
ciple an  adolescent  people,  when  a  pro- 
per period  arrives,  assume  the  rights  and 
responsibilities  of   Nationhood. 

That  time  has  arrived  for  Canada. 

Conclusive  and  emphatic  as  this  is, 
the  larger  and  greater  question  remains, 
and.  when  added  to  the  first,  it  makes  the 
position  absolutely  overwhelming. 

According  to  the  views  here  propound- 
ed, and  now  recognized  by  the  most  ad- 
vanced Imperial  Constitutionalists  of  the 
day,  Confederation  of  Great  Britain  with 
her  Colonies  being  no  more  than  a  con- 
tinuance of  the  status  quo  is  an  effete 
idea. 

Un equals  can  never  coalesce  on  terms 
of  equality;  and  consequently  a  National 
status  must  exist  among  the  Entities  of 
the  Empire  before  Co-ordination  can  be 
effected. 

Delay  in  attaining  to  that  National 
Status,  retards  the  real  Consolidation  of 
the  Empire  which  at  present  is  a  fig- 
ment ;  or  rather  it  exists  only  in  a  sense 
that  is  repugnant  and  detrimental  to 
"the  Oversea  States"  of  the  British 
Crown. 

To  none  of  these  "Oversea  States" 
does  the  Empire  offer  such  certainties  of 
greatness  and  power  as  undoubtedly  it 
would  confer  upon  Canada.  Why  then 
does  Canada  delay  it  ? 

Everv  consideration  of  Nationhood 
and  international  expansion  urges  her 
on  ;  and  on  let  her  advance  "sans  peur 
et  sans  rcproche." 

We  have  brought  her  to  the  threshold, 
and  she  has  beheld  a  glimpse,  but  only 
a  glimpse,  of  the  Glory  that  awaits  her 
as  a  Nation  within  the  Empire.  The 
full  radiance  of  its  surpassing  splendour 
must  be  reserved  for  another  day. 


Circumventing  the  Deutchers. 


Patrick  Vaux. 


IN  the  harbour  of  one  of  the  North 
h'risian  Islands,  lying  off  Sehleswig- 
Holstein's  west  coast,  the  British 
steamer,  "Happy  Ann,"  though  with 
steam  up  and  all  cleared  for  sea,  still 
lay  moored  chock-a-block  alongside  the 
north  pier.  Her  forecastle,  standing 
in  groups  sheltered  by  the  funnel-casing 
from  the  piercing  north-easter,  were 
throwing  dark  looks  at  the  natives  on 
the  pier,  and  talking  angrily  amongst 
themselves.  Aft,  much  lurid  and  de- 
famatory language  had  filtered  up  to  the 
ear  of  the  maritime  guard,  who  was 
pacing  the  deck  there,  his  ritle  at  the 
slope  and  sword  jangling.  He  was  ig- 
norant of  Anglo-Saxon — which  was 
well !" 

"You  say,  Bykett.  these  Germans  arc 
too  smart  for  us,"  exclaimed  her  skip- 
per, who  had  regained  some  measure  of 
self-restraint.  "D — d  smart,  any-how.  in 
slinging  out  this  arrestment."  In  his 
vindictiveness  he  slapped  the  portentous 
document  viciously  against  the  cuddy 
table. 

"Yus  !  Just  think  of  them  kctching  us 
as  we  were  moving  out,"  replied  the 
first  mate.  "Too  smart  for  us.  No 
mistaking  that!  Punching  in  the  bows 
of  that  'ere  Government  launch,  Tues- 
day night,  means  'eavy  damages  again' 
the  'Appy  Ann."  No  mistiking  that.  They 
must  'ave  made  the  wires  'um  between 
'ere  and  Kiel  to  get  that  arrestment  in 
time." 

"Why,  in  Cain's  name,  couldn't  the 
loblollies  have  cleared  their  Daimler  out 
from  imder  the  bows  as  we  came  along- 
side the  pier?"  grunted  the  skipper. 
"Awkward  enough,  being  milked  in  dam- 
ages for  what  one  is  not  responsible  for 
doing,  but  what  about  Christmas? 
Christmas,  three  days  on  from  now.  Eh  ? 
Think  of  spending  Merry  Christmas  in 
this  d — d  mud-hole,  these  Germans  are 


simple  enough  to  call  a  harbour — 'stead 
of  at  home,  right  and  jolly,  with  the 
missis  and  the  kids.  It  sticks  in  m}- 
gizzard,  it  does." 

In  derision,  the  master  gave  a  wave 
of  his  arm  round  the  cuddy  with  its 
well-worn  fixings  and  rough  comfort.  In 
deep  disgust,  he  threw  a  look  pier-ward, 
where  only  the  interlacing  muddy  piles 
and  the  lower  edge  of  the  stringer- 
beam  faced  the  port  holes. 

"Well,  there  ain't  any  'elp  for  it,  sir. 
No  mistiking  that!" 

The  cockney  first  mate  rose  to  go  on 
deck.  John  B.  \'ancouver,  master 
mariner,  stood  up  and  stretched  his  lanky 
body. 

"There  isn't  any  help  for  this  bit 
awkwardness,  ye  say,"  said  he  slowh . 
"it's  like  there  isn't.  I've  been  in  a  tight 
fix  before — and  with  a  German  gunboat 
it  was,  too,  the  'Blitz,"  when  I  was  a 
giddy,  irresponsible  second  mate  on  a 
British  schooner  blackberrying  for  Ka- 
nakas :  but  I  wriggled  free,  and  too!c 
the  old  craft  with  me.  I  was  gotten 
in  a  kind  of  fix,  for  by  rights  of  th^ 
story,  the  'Bay  of  Honduras,'  a  sailing 
barque,  picked  me  up  oft'  \"ancouver  a- 
she  was  beating  away  for  Cape  Horn  i.n^] 
home ;  only  survivor  I  was  of  a  boat- 
load of  castaways,  father,  mother,  ves- 
sel, unknown.  That's  how  J.  B.  A 
comes  by  his  name ;  yes,  sir,  John  Bull 
\'ancouver.  I  tell  ye,  fixes  come  nater- 
ally  to  me,  and  naterally  I  get  out  of 
fixes.  But  this  is  one  I've  never  beon 
in  before." 

"By  the  time  the  Deutschers  are  fin- 
ished with  you,  ye'U  have  bin  taught 
summat,  sir,"  jerked  out  Bykett,  with 
unusual  freedom  of  tongue,  as  he  gain- 
ed the  companion  way.  "They  have  the 
cinch  on  you,  with  this  'ere  arrestment 
aboard ;  guards  a- walking  up  and  dow  n 
overhead :    police    cocking    their    eye    at 
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'er  every  time  tliev  see  a  head  on  her 
bridge  or  Swabs  cleaning  the  telegraph 
brasses ;  and  there's  that  old  llat-irun 
of  a  gunboat  a-lying  out  in  the  roads. 
All  like  as  if  waiting  for  the  "Appy  Ann' 
to  slip  moorings,  and  try  a  run  for  it." 

The  afternoon  was  bleak  and  threat- 
ening, with  a  drab  sky  overhead,  and 
white  tufts  of  sea  breaking  down  in  the 
near  distance.  Across  the  well-boomed 
watersheds  to  eastward,  over  which  the 
flow  was  fast  deepening,  winter  drift 
hid  the  low  coast-line  of  North  Ger- 
many facing  the  harbour.  As  Captain 
Vancouver  stepped  out  of  the  com- 
panion, a  few  feathers  of  snow  swirled 
down  and  specked  the  upperworks. 
With  his  deep-set  eyes  resting  on  the 
port,  into  which  he  had  been  driven 
three  nights  ago  through  stress  of  the 
gale  now  blowing  itself  out.  he  turned 
amidships. 

Along  the  short  north  pier,  where 
runs  a  tramway  leading  up  to  the  gun- 
pits  and  garrison  among  the  dunes  com- 
manding the  sea.  behind  the  port — for 
this  Frisian  Island  is  the  base  of  the 
North  German  ^laritime  Defence — a 
dredger  and  two  tugs  were  moored  in 
front  of  their  stores  sheds,  and  fisher- 
men and  others  lounging  about  were  in- 
quisitively gazing  at  the  Britisher.  Up- 
on her,  the  'poliz-officeren'  had  relent- 
lessly fixed  their  attention.  Near  by 
stood  the  harbour-master,  gesticulating 
at  her  as  he  talked  with  a  military  of- 
ficer. 

At  the  south  pier,  across  the  harbour 
which  at  high-water  seems  a  deep  and 
spacious  haven,  but  at  low  tide  is  only 
a  bed  of  blackish  slime,  except  where 
dredged  deep  alongside  the  piers,  some 
lighters  and  various  coasters  with  quaint 
high  pitched  bows  and  blufi",  squarish 
sterns  were  busy  with  cargoes,  and  small 
craft  jobbled  about  in  the  rising  tide- 
way. 

Captain  \'ancouver  paused  at  the  foot 
of  the  bridge  ladder,  he  glanced  male- 
volently at  the  whitewashed  houses 
huddled  round  the  conical-roofed  church 
looking  towards  the  Customs  on  the  quay 
between  the  piers.  Against  the  sand- 
hills, that  shelter  the  port  in  a  kind  of 
elbow  from  all  gales  save  the  north-east. 


the  place  Icioked  hideous  in  its  sterility. 
Aiong  the  esplanade  facing  the  east 
heach  great  white  hotels  with  shuttered 
windows,  a  deserted  public-garden  ctjni- 
manded  by  a  gorgeous  casino,  its  por- 
ticoes and  windows  boarded,  and  the 
many  kioscpies  and  cafes  protected  by 
planking  against  the  winter,  lay  await- 
uig  the  return  of  summer  visitors. 

"]W  thunders,"  he  growled,  stepping 
u])  U)  his  bridge,  "to  spend  Christmas 
here  with  these  sauer-krauters,  swigging 
lager  beer,  and  munching  black  bread 
and  horse  sausages !  And  me  i)romising 
the  missis  and  the  kids,  bless  'em,  to 
be  sure  and  be  home  for  plum-i)U(lding 
and  pie." 

"A  nice  hole  to  see  Christmas  in !"  he 
ejaculated  laconically  to  the  second  mate, 
who  with  his  elbows  propped  on  the 
after  bridge-rail  was  staring  through  his 
glass  away  north-west  into  the  ofting. 
There  haze  obscured  the  north  end  of 
tile  island  with  its  two  lighthouses  and 
great  circular  beacon. 

Robinson  took  the  glass  from  his  eye, 
and  threw  a  wry  look  shoreward.  He 
gave  a  significant  shrug  of  his  broad 
shoulders. 

"  'Nough  to  give  one  the  rats,  think- 
in'  of  it.  sir."  he  replied,  in  a  voice  of 
disgust,  reflecting  on  his  sweetheart  and 
the  mistletoe  in  the  dark  little  lobby  at 
home,  and  the  smell  of  roast  turkey  and 
roast  beef  coming  u])stairs,  and  the  jolly 
company  there  busily  poi)i)ing  corks  to 
celebrate  the  merry  festival.  "But  that 
arrestment  has  tied  us  up.  Taken  us 
aback  all  standing,  sir." 

"Yes.  the  Deutschers  have  tied  us  up." 
assented  the   skipper. 

"One'  ud  be  almost  tempted  to  cut 
and  run  for  it.  sir."  continued  the  sec- 
ond mate  in  an  aggrieved  voice,  "but 
they're  watching  us  that  close.  Hello, 
sir.  here's  a  sailing  craft  standing  in." 

The  skii)]K'r  took  the  glass,  and  scru- 
tinised the  nearing  galliot  that  with  wind 
and  tide  in  her  favour  was  heading  out 
of  tlie  falling  haze  at  some  speed  for 
the  north  pier.  .\  sudden  thought  caus- 
ed him  to  wrinkle  his  brows :  he  direct- 
ed his  gaze  on  the  low  scpiat  gunlxjat 
lying  outside  in  the  roadstead,  eastward. 
()n    board   her   there   were   no   signs   of 
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activity  except  the  sentry  officer  on  her 
bridge',  the  pacing  up  and  down  by  the 
near  gangway,  a  few  figures  passing  to 
and  fro  along  her  deck,  and  the  thin 
wisp  of  smoke  eddying  from  her  funnel. 

•'1  reckon  that  is  the  powder  craft 
the  harbour-master  was  jabbering  about 
this  morning,  Mr.  Robinson,"  he  ex- 
claimed, handing  back  the  telescope. 
"We've  got  to  shift  berth  to  the  south 
pier  then,  1  understand.  She  moors 
alongside  here." 

•'Harbour-master,  sir,  makin'  for  the 
gangway.  Will  they  be  havin'  us  winch 
her  across  into  the  fresh  berth?" 

"I  expect  so,  I  expect  so,"  the  skipper 
replied  in  tones  that  suggested  a  fresh 
grievance. 

As  he  swung  round  to  greet  the  voci- 
ferous ••Hafenmeister"  the  master's  eyes 
met  Robinson's,  and  for  a  second  or  two 
they  looked  interrogatively  at  each  other 
— quick  with  surmise  and  adventure. 

"Umph!  Glad  to  see,  Robinson, 
you're  no  croaking  Cockney  like  Mr, 
Lykett.  By  thunders,  wouldn't  I  like  to 
let  these  Germans  see  we're  all  the  Old 
Blood  yet." 

"It  isn't  us,  sir,  but  the  harbour-mas- 
ter and  the  Maritime  Defence  lot  that  are 
responsible  for  the  Daimler  getting  her 
bows  stoved  in,"  the  second  mate  broke 
out  with  resentfully, 

"She  was  where  she  oughtn  t  to  have 
been,  with  us  coming  inside,"  assented 
Vancouver,  "or  we  should  have  been  put 
into  an  empty  berth.  Hark  ye  to  Herr 
Deutscherman  hailing  as  if  we  are  his 
goods  and  chattels !" 

"You  Englisches  schiff,  ahoy,  da.  You 
vill  to  shift  now,  to  die  sudwarts  bruck- 
enpfeiler.  .  .  What!  Y^ou  do  not  know 
what  I  say  ?  To  die  south  pier,  I  tell 
vou  ;  die  same  berth  there.  I  vill  take 
you  kreutzweise  myself,  mit  your  en- 
gines. Then  you  will  draw  die  fires,  and 
remain  in  die  schiflf.  Y^ou  are  arrest- 
anten.     Xo !    No !  you  cannot  land." 

Maybe  it  was  the  Old  Blood,  maybe  it 
was  the  New,  that  now  flushed  Van- 
couver's dark  face,  and  made  his  lean 
hands  strain  on  the  bridge-rail.  That, 
too,  prompted  sudden  enterprise  and  des- 
perate bearing. 

"I  can't  land,  can't  I,  eh,"  he  rumbled. 


staring  down  from  the  end  of  his  bridge 
at  the  harbour-master,  a  sallow,  wiz- 
ened-faced Frisian  giant,  bettle  browed 
wnth  a  bush  of  grizzled  moustache,  and 
a  bayonet  cut  across  the  bridge  of  his 
broad  nose.  "How  d'ye  know  I  want 
to  ?  Tell  some  of  your  hands  to  slip  the 
wires,  and  we'll  haul  all  aboard  for 
t'other  berth.'' 

With  sluggish,  indifferent  eyes  the 
skipper  watched  him  step  down  the 
gangway  and  gain  the  pier,  but  it  was 
with  swift,  decisive  motions  Vancouver 
turned  to  his  engine  room,  telegraph  and 
wheel.  On  Robinson's  ear  came  his  un- 
dertone as  he  passed;  for  one  moment 
the  officer  stared  in  amazement  at  him; 
the  next,  his  feet  were  on  the  ladder, 
and  he  was  hurriedly  making  for  the 
forecastle. 

The  master  of  the  "Happy  Ann'  paus- 
ed for  a  minute.  Intently  he  watched 
the  pier  hands  slouching  round  the 
great  cast-steel  bollards;  behind  them, 
the  background  of  sheds  and  fixings,  and 
the  crowd  of  spectators. 

"Haul  away,  haul  away,  bow  and 
starn,  there," 

The  order  came  like  the  crack  of  a 
whip,  and  his  telegraph  went  twang- 
twang  in  the  engine-room,  the  propellor 
speedily  to  beat  up  muddy  foam.  Be- 
fore the  harbour  master  and  his  men 
could  believe  their  senses,  the  great  wire 
hawsers  were  being  ravenously  picked 
up  by  their  steam  capstan,  the  looped 
ends  to  fall  into  the  water  with  a  heavy 
splash. 

"Danke,  danke,  meine  Herren,"  roar- 
ed X^ancouver,  "I  am  shifting  my  berth, 
but  it's  to  t'other  side  of  the  North  Sea. 
You   don't     catch  this     Britisher  doing 

Christmas  time  with  you.       It's " 

But  the  crash  of  the  maritime  guard's 
rifle  as  he  realised  affairs  cut  short  the 
skipper's  vehemence. 

With  a  sharp  ping  the  bullet  struck 
the  funnel  in  front  of  the  bridge,  and 
the  skipper's  face  winced.  Hunching 
his  shoulders  together  as  if  lessening  the 
target  of  his  tall  figure,  he  bent  low 
over  the  wheel  as  he  brought  the  steamer 
round  on  her  heel  for  the  open.  Grunts 
and  yells  broke  out  behind  him,  on  the. 
deck  where  the  boatswain  and  two  sea- 
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men  were  in  hand-grips  with  the  guard. 
!  Above  the  hubbub  on  the  pier  he  heard 
,  the  second  mate's  voice  drawing  atten- 
'  tion  to  the  harbour-master,  who  in  his 
\  desperation  and  fury  had  jumped  from 
!  the  pier-head,  and  landed  almost  at  the 
;  cost  of  his  life  on  the  runaway's  port 
quarter. 

"Look  out  there  for  boarders,  lads! 
Catch  him.  By  G he'll  be  over- 
board. Clew  him  up,  clew  him  up. 
Don't  hurt  him.  Ain't  he  a  plucky  un." 
Oaths,  strange  and  weird,  hurtled 
through  the  air.  Heads,  arms  and  legs 
wriggled  and  heaved  about.  Fists  and 
knees  came  into  play,  and  Robinson's 
nose  was  dripping  all  gory. 

'Shove  'im  down  into  the  cuddy.  Se- 
cure companion,"  bawled  the  skipper,  ex- 
ultation swelling  his  voice. 

But  as  he  laid  the  steamer  on  a  course 
for  the  red  and  black  buoys  marking 
the  channel  seaward,  round  the  north  end 
of  the  island,  he  eyed  with  trepidation 
in  his  glance  the  gunboat  in  the  road- 
stead. Already  her  bridge-semaphore 
was  energetically  answering  the  shore; 
officers  were  thronging  her  bridge; 
men  were  swarming  up  forward;  and 
figures  were  busy  amidships  at  a  cutter 
there,  which  the  steel  derrick  was  about 
to  lift  into  the  water.  Her  men  Van- 
couver now  saw  jumping  into  her. 

"It'll  be  twelve  months'  quod  for  the 
ands,  five  years  for  the  mates,  an'  the 
wessel  confiscated,"  groaned  the  first 
mate,  who  had  climbed  to  the  bridge. 
'Jus'  look  at  that  'ere  Kaiser  craft.  Oh, 
ow  bloomin'  smart  she  is;  her  'ands 
jumpin'  around,  slicker'n  fleas.  There 
ain't  any  comin'  over  them  Deutscher- 
men." 

"Stow  your  gab,     or  I'll  come     over 
you,"  rasped  the  skipper,  devouring  the 
Bremse"  with  nervous  eyes  as  he  hand- 
ed over  the  wheel  to  Bykett  till  a  hand 
came  on  the  bridge. 

Telescope  levelled  he  craned  himself 
over  the  starboard  bridge-rail,  and  scru- 
tinized the  gunboat.  Suddenly  her  der- 
rick stopped  lowering  the  cutter,  it  be- 
gan to  hoist  her  in  again.  The  little 
handful  of  bluejackets  at  her  forward 
quickfirer  ceased  their  activities  and 
slowlv  housed  it  again  under  its  water- 


proof sheeting.  A  grin  of  contempt  and 
scorn  corrugated  the  master's  high- 
cheeked  features.  In  the  height  of 
triumph   he   slapped   the  telescop   iiome. 

"  'There  ain't  any  coming  over  them 
Deutschermcn!'  "  he  repeated,  with  more 
than  a  trace  of  derision  in  his  deep 
voice.  "Isn't  there?  I'll  allow,  though, 
I  did  expect  they'd  overhaul  me.  A 
close  thing!" 

"An'  so  they  could,"  the  first  mate  as- 
serted. "They've  either  summat  u\)  their 
sleeve,  sir,  or  don't  like  this  dirty  weather 
comin'  down  with  the  drift.  Mayhap, 
they're  relyin'  on  that  crewser  of  theirs 
that  went  out  last  night,  to  ketch  us  out- 
side.    She's  being  wirelessed." 

"Looks  like  she  is,  don't  it,"  grunted 
Vancouver,  suddenly  picking  up  the 
glass,"  If  I  don't  mistake  her,  here 
she  comes  down  the  fairway,  and  bring- 
ing the  fog  and  snow  with  her.  Oh, 
blast  her!" 

"If  the  dirt  comes  down  a  bit  faster, 
we  might  dodge  her,"  chimed  in  the  sec- 
ond mate,  breathless  with  excitement,  as 
he  ogled  Seiner  Deutscher  Majcstat's 
cruiser,  and  industriously  wiped  his 
nose.  But  the  skipper,  gloomily  eye- 
ing the  "Gazelle,"  shook  his  head  in  dis- 
sent. 

Smartly,  too,  the  warship  arrested  the 
"Happy  Ann,''  alas  happy  no  longer.  As 
the  two  vessels  lost  way,  the  Britisher's 
hands  lined  her  deck  rail,  and  glumly 
viewed  her.  But  upon  the  bridge,  the 
skipper  faced  his  situation  like  a  true- 
born  Briton. 

"Mr.  Robinson,  your  voice  carries 
well,"  he  jerked  out,  "ask  that  band- 
box looking  cratur  on  the  fore  bridge 
what  he  wants." 

"Sieh  da!"  bawled  the  German  com- 
mander, standing  to  starboard,  apart 
from  his  officers.  "Vas  do  I  vant?  Potz 
tausend,  you  are  cool,  you  Englischer! 
You  have  escaped  die  law.  You  are  now 
my  arrestanten.  You  have  two  men  also 
seized.     I  send  a  boat." 

Grim  was  the  face  of  the  Britisher's 
captain,  but  the  gloom  was  gone  from 
it.  He  wiped  the  flakes  of  falling  snow 
oflf  his  evelashes.  and  threw  an  anxious- 
ly expectant  look  at  the  winter  weather 
coming:  down  ahead. 
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•Tm  taking  all  the  chances  in  this 
game,"  lie  announced  in  a  dry  voice  to 
his  Bridge,  "and  mayhap  I'll  best  them 
yet.  Over  with  the  wheel  a  bit,  and  let 
this  old  tub  wallow  in  the  lift  of  the 
rough  water.     You  just  wait,  my  boys!" 

Drunkenly  the  tall-sided  merchantman 
swa}ed  from  port  to  starboard  and  back 
again,  lurching  and  heaving  about,  as 
the  German  got  away  her  whaler.  But 
Captain  X'ancouver  contemplated  her  er- 
ratic movements  with  much  satisfaction, 
which  was  vastly  increased  when  he 
marked  that  the  fog  was  thickening  rap- 
idly. In  a  few  minutes  it  would  be  en- 
veloping both  vessels.  When  the  "Hap- 
py Ann'  made  a  ponderous  sally  at  the 
cruiser's  port  amidships,  an  ill-concealed 
smile  of  gratification  spread  over  his 
face. 

"Achtung!  Achtung! — take  care.  Potz 
tausend,  where  do  you  come,  hey?" 
bawled  the  cruiser's  commander.  "Vor- 
warts,  da !  Get  out  die  way,  as  you  say, 
or  you  vill  into  us  run." 

He  ordered  his  engine-room  telegraph 
"Slow  Ahead,"  but  Vancouver  in  his 
turn  chuckled  softly  on  seeing  the 
"Gazelle"  move  clear  of  the  steamer's 
embraces.  Peering  beneath  his  hand  he 
scrutinized  the  nearing  whaler  from  the 
deck,  then  glanced  again  at  the  snow- 
shot  drift  forging  down  at  hand,  im- 
penetrable to  sight  as  any  London  fog. 

"Cabbage  green!"  was  his  comment 
on  the  cruiser's  third  lieutenant,  sitting 
erect  in  the  sternsheets.  "Guess  it  is  the 
drift  that  has  driven  the  cruiser  in.  My 
luck  holds." 

As  the  steamer  dijjped.  the  whaler's 
bow-men  made  a  frantic  grab  at  the 
"Happy  Ann's"  accommodation  ladder 
with  their  boat-hooks.  One  missed,  but 
the  other  caught  on,  just  as  the  steamer 
gave  an  upward  heave,  lifting  the  man 
off  his  feet.  Frantically  he  yelled  out, 
and  his  mates  forward  in  the  whaler 
gripped  him  by  the  legs,  and  hung  on 
des]K'rately.  it  was  just  then  that  the 
second  mate,  intently  watching  his  su- 
])erior  officer,  saw  his  hand  go  up,  and 
forthwith  he  also  rang  the  engines  to 
"Slow  Ahead." 

"Der  teufel,"  snapped  the  lieutenant, 
so    rambling    forward    fn.ni    the    stern- 


sheets  as  the  steamer  began  to  seethe 
through  the  broken  water.  "Ring  ofif  die 
engines.  I  tell  you,  ring  off  die  engines. 
You  vill  us  schwamp." 

"Cast  off  then,"  replied  Captain  Van- 
couver, who  was  climbing  down  the  ac- 
commodation ladder,  "cast  off,  my  son. 
Who  the  deuce  wants  you  aboard !" 

"Do  you  hear,"  the  officer  cried  fur- 
iously, hanging  on  desperately  to  the 
slippery  rungs  as  the  "Happy  Ann"  dip- 
ped him  almost  to  the  chin  then  hove 
him  high  above  the  weltering  sea,  "ring 
off  die  engines,  or  I  will  you  make." 

"Oh,  you  would,"  returned  the  skipper 
in  an  interested  voice,  "you  vill  me  make, 
vili  you !  Cast  off,  Herr  Ofiicier,  cast 
off.  The  drift  is  coming  down  right 
here.  There's  your  old  man  tootling  for 
you." 

The  wrathful  eyes  of  Seiner  Deutscher 
Aiajestat's  officer  ate  up  the  Britisher. 

"I  vill  you  force,"  he  roared,  begin- 
ning to  ascend.  "You  schwimm  ...  be i 
Gott,  you  vill." 

He  made  an  upward  dash,  but  \  an- 
couver  bent  down  and  clutched  at  him. 
Dextrously  he  threw  him  wide  off  the 
ladder. 

"Swim  yourself,"  he  bellowed,  stuu'.: 
at  last  into  anger. 

Instantly  the  whaler  dropped  astern 
to  pick  up  her  officer.  Again  the  cruisLr 
moaned  out  amidst  the  welling  fog.  From 
well  astern  came  the  sound,  and  the  skip- 
per gave  a  grunt  of  relief  as  he  hurried 
on  the  bridge.  At  full  speed  ahead  the 
"Happy  Ann"  charged  through  the  win- 
try elements,  on  towards  the  open  North 
Sea,  the  fog-bells  on  the  jobbling  buoys 
to  port  and  starboard  guiding  her.  As- 
tern, the  "Gazelle's"  syren  made  faint 
weird  noises  that  mingled  with  the 
"Bremse's"  still  fainter  moanings.  \Yith 
every  faculty  strung  alert,  Captain  A'an- 
couver  was  taking  his  vessel  homeward. 

Yet  he  had  qualms  of  conscience.  But 
when  the  second  mate  came  on  the 
bridge  at  eight  bells,  he  had  some  in- 
formation for  him  that  went  very  far 
to  absolving  his  uneasy  mind. 

"Weather  is  as  thick  as  ever  sir,"  he 
observed  to  the  master,  standing  in  the 
lee  of  the  charthouse,  the  light  of  which 
gleaming  through  the  snow-flaked  win- 
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dow  dimly  illumined  X'ancouvcr's  wor- 
ried face.  "By-the-byc,  sir,  the  harbour- 
master and  t'other  un  are  keen  to  know 
what  you  intend  doing  with  'em.  The 
guard  wants  to  skip,  'cause  it'll  be  two 
years'  hard  on  black  munchoo  and  skil- 
ly for  letting  the  steamer  skidoo,  and 
the  harbour-master,  poor  devil,  is  in  the 
deuce  of  a  stew ;  seems,  he  is  respon- 
sible for  the  Daimler  getting  her  nose 
stoved  in.  He  don't  mind,  if  he  never 
gets  back.  They'll  he  mighty  severe  on 
him." 

The  long  laugh  of  an  easetl  mind  es- 
caped Captain  X'ancouver.  He  rubbed 
a  circle  in  the  snow  clogging  the  chart- 
house  window,  and  i)eered  inside  at  the 
clock  beside  the  log  desk. 


Said  he  in  a  voice,  the  cheerfulness 
of  which  the  pitiless  fog  and  snow  could 
not  dispel,  "1  reckon,  this  hour  three 
nights  on,  Mr.  Robinson,  sees  these  two 
Germans  sitting  in  my  front  parlor  with 
my  missis  and  myself,  supping  punch 
and  eating  mince  pies.  Foolish  having 
any  grudge  against  them,"  he  added 
thoughtfully,  •they  were  only  doing  their 
dooty." 

IJut  the  second  mate  did  not  hear  his 
last  words.  I'ulling  the  sou'-wester  well 
down  over  his  brows,  he  had  stepped  out 
of  shelter,  into  the  blinding  gush  of  the 
wintry  night  along  the  bridge.  "Rolling 
Home  To  Merry  England"  was  the  chan- 
tv  he  hummed. 


The  Years   That  Lie  Ahead* 

Blanche  E.   Holt  Murison 

Here's   to  the  year  that  is   lu   be, 

And   here's   to   the   year  that's   gone ; 

Still   at   the   loom   of   Eternity 

Old  Time  is  a-spinning  on. 

Hither    and    thither    the    shuttle    flies. 

Weaving  the   vesture  before   our  eyes, 

The  vesture  that  we  must  don. 

Every  day  does  the  pattern  change 

To  a  maze  of  tangled  hues ; 

Interwoven  and  twisted  and  strange. 

And  not  what  we  would  choose. 

Ikit   we   must   take   what   the    Weaver    weaves, 

For  naught   availeth   the   heart   that   grieves ; — 

We  win  by  the  things  we  lose ! 

We  lose  a  lot,  but  we  also  gain. 

And  learn  with  a  braver  zeal. 

To  take  the  Pleasure  and  bear  the  Pain, 

For  what  it  will  best  reveal. 

The  years  may  take,  but  the  years  will  give, 

While   the    soul    beats   out   the    way   to   live. 

And  Time  works  on  at  his  wheel. 


Here's  to  the  year  that  is  to  be. 

And    here's    to    the    year    that's    sped. 

The   loom   is   the   loom   of  Destiny, 

P)Ut   the    Spinner   guides    the   thread 

And  weaves  it  in — as  he  stands  aloof — 

With   the   lives  of  men.  ami   the   warp  and   woof 

Of  the  vears  that  lie   ahead. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

THE    HEIGHTS   OF    HAMP-. 
STEAD. 

THE  office  boy  knock- 
ed at  the  door  of 
Mr.  Archibald  Cur- 
rie's  private  room. 

"The  carriage  is  at  the 
door,  sir,  and  Miss  Wrede 
wishes  to  know  if  she  is  to 
come  up." 

"No,  Baddeley,  tell  Miss 
Wrede  I  shall  join  her  in 
less  than  five  minutes." 

"And  please,  sir,  there's 
a  man  wishes  to  see  you 
very  particular.  Could  you  ■ 
spare  him  five  minutes  ?  No 
name.  sir.  but  he  gave  me  this." 

He  handed  a  small  piece  of  paste- 
board to  his  master,  who  read  both  the 
printed  words  and  the  name  scribbled  on 
the  back. 

"Another  of  Fielden's  proteges.  I 
don't  think  I  can  see  him  now,  Baddeley. 
But  there,  yes,  I  will !  Tell  Miss  Wrede 
I  am  engaged  for  a  few  more  minutes 
and  that  if  she  prefers  to  come  up  she 
will  find  Mr.  Willett's  room  empty." 

"Yes.  sir,  and  shall  I  show  the  party 
up,  the  gentleman  I  mean,  sir?" 

"Yes,  now." 

Baddeley  went  off  cheerfully.  Every- 
body was  "cheerful  under  that  roof.  The 
note  was  struck  by  the  principal  himself 
each  morning,  when  he  appeared  spick 
and  span  and  smiling  at  his  business 
house.  The  world  could  have  told  you 
that  Archibald  Curric  had  good  reason 
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tor  cheerfuluess,  and  that  he  had  been 

an     extraordinarily     successful    man, 

that  he  had  amassed  great  wealth,  and 

had  most  of  the  gifts  that  men  prize. 

But  personally  he  was  a  singularly 

lonely  man,  without  ties  of  the  kind 

which  make  the  chief  joy  of  life.  He 

was   estranged,   through   no   fault   of 

his  own,  from  his  only  brother.  They 

had  never,  even  as  boys,  been  intimate. 

It  was  indeed  hard  to  believe  that  two 

men  so  different  could  have  been  born 

of  one  parentage  and  shared  the  same 

early  home-life.    Archibald,  the  elder, 

was      large-hearted,      sunny-natured, 

generous  to  a  fault,   combining  with 

the  highest  business  gifts  a  breadth  o£ 

view  and  a  benevolent  spirit  which  his 

brother  James  continually  condemned. 

"Archie  makes  paupers,  and  adds  to 
the  problems  of  existence,"  he  was  fond 
of  saying,  and  would  then  launch  into 
condemnation  of  his  brother's  indiscrim- 
inate charity. 

Mr.  James  Currie  did  not  err  in  that 
direction.  He  distributed  no  charity 
whatsoever,  but  required  all  he  earned 
for  himself  and  his  family. 

The  astonishing  thing,  however,  was, 
that  the  more  Archibald  gave  away,  the 
more  money  flowed  in  upon  him.  He 
did  all  sorts  of  unnecessary  and  expen- 
sive kindnesses.  His  latest  was  to  adopt 
as  his  daughter  one  Katherine  Wrede. 
the  orphan  child  of  a  woman  they  had 
known  in  their  youth,  and  who  had  mar- 
ried disastrouslv  and  suffered  much.  Thi> 
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latest  indiscretion  tlie  James  Curries 
r-iidenined  very  loudly,     because     they 

I  red  that  it  might  divert  the  channels 
their  uncle's  money  from  themselves. 

Arcliibald  Currie  was  a  very  hne-luok- 
iiiu;-  man,  resembling  his  brother  some- 
wliat  in  figure  and  feature,  though  on  a 
larger  scale.  The  generous  largeness  of 
his  life  seemed  to  have  written  them- 
>(,lves  all  over  his  personality;  his  eyes 
licamed  kindliness;  his  beautiful  white 
hair,  which  gave  him  at  too  early  an  age 
a  singularly  benevolent  look,  framed  a 
lace  in  which  there  was  nothing  to  repel. 

He  drew  a  sheet  of  paper  before  him 
I'll  the  desk,  and  was  busy  writing  when 
ihe  door  opened,  and  Mr.  Charlton  was 
announced. 

"In  a  moment,  sir,"  he  said,  partly 
w  heeling  round,  but  not  taking  a  good 
I'lok  at  the  stranger.  'Tray  take  a 
ciiair." 

It  gave  the  man  whom  we  must  hence- 
forth call  Charlton  the  necessary  moment 
for  self-recovery.  The  very  fact  that 
the  glance  bestowed  upon  him  conveyed 
not  the  smallest  recognition  was  in  it- 
self most  reassuring.  He  looked  round 
the  room  with  interest,  and  tried  to  still 
his  nerves,  w'hich  threatened  to  get  out 
of  hand.  Up  till  now  Charlton  had  not 
had  any  occasion  to  play  a  part ;  he  was 
astonished  at  his  own  ability  to  play  it. 
Surely  it  was  the  very  madness  of  dar- 
ing to  venture  into  the  presence  of  this 
man,  noted  as  much  for  his  shrewd 
know'ledge  and  judgment  of  human  na- 
ture as  for  his  benevolence !  It  was  said 
in  the  City  that  Archibald  Currie  had 
never  been  known  to  make  a  mistake  in 
his  man. 

To  pass  the  bar  of  judgment,  there- 
fore, was  to  go  forth  hall-marked  to  the 
world. 

The  risk  for  Charlton  was  colossal ; 
only  success  could  justify  it.  The  man 
whose  verdict  might  decide  his  whole 
fate  and  future  signed  the  letter  and  rang 
for  it  to  be  taken  away. 

Then  he  turned  to  give  courteous  at- 
tention to  the  stranger,  rising  to  his  feet 
and  standing  before  the  empty  fireplace, 
with  his  hand  folded  behind  his  back.  To 
the  day  of  his  death  Charlton  thought 
he  would   remember  the  pattern   of  his 


clothes,  the  curiously  wrought  link  of 
the  old-fashioned  fob,  which  dangled 
from  beneath  his  ample  waistcoat,  the 
keenness  as  well  as  the  kind  lines  in  his 
deep-set  eyes. 

"Vou  are  a  friend  of  the  \icar  of  St. 
iithelred's?" 

"Not  exactly  a  friend,  sir — a  waif  on 
whom  he  chanced  this  morning  on  the 
top  of  an  omnibus,"  replied  Charlton, 
striving  to  meet  Currie's  eyes,  and  suc- 
ceeding wonderfully. 

"You  want  help?  What  can  1  do  for 
you  ?" 

"I  am  out  of  work,  sir,"  replied  Charl- 
ton, quietly.  "A  post  of  some  kind, 
however  humble  in  this  place,  would  be 
at  once  the  saving  and  making  of  me." 

"Vou  have  been  in  another  position," 
remarked  the  elder  man,  easily  detect- 
ing the  educated  note,  the  ease  of  manner 
which  singled  him  out  from  other  appli- 
cants. "You  have  been,  I  could  almost 
swear,  an  employer  of  labour  yourself?" 

"Yes,  sir,  I  have." 

"It  does  not  seem  to  come  readily  to 
you  to  use  the  prefix,  'sir,'  "  continued 
Currie  in  an  even,  quiet  voice.  "Is  there 
anything  you  would  wish  to  tell  me  of 
a  private  nature  before  we  consider  how 
you  are  to  be  helped?" 

Charlton  seemed  to  struggle  a  moment 
with  himself. 

"Sir,  if  my  own  fate  only  were  in- 
volved I  should  speak  out  freely.  I  can- 
not do  so.  I  am  here  without  character 
or  credentials,  asking  you  for  the  love 
of  God  to  give  me  one  more  chance." 

Currie  remained  silent  a  full  minute, 
during  which  he  regarded  the  pleader 
steadily.  There  was  not  the  faintest 
recognition  in  his  look,  however,  though 
he  felt  himself  puzzled  not  so  much  by 
a  haunting  sense  of  familiarity  as  by 
the  desire  becoming  momentarily  more 
insistent  to  give  the  desired  aid  against 
his  better  judgment.  Something  in  the 
])leasant  educated  voice,  in  the  eager,  al- 
most hollow,  eyes,  appealed.  And  to  sum 
up,  the  chance  to  drag  a  man  back  from 
any  pit,  was  a  task  after  his  own  heart. 

"I  have  been  often  disillusioned  and 
taken  in,"  he  observed,  "and  I  have  even 
no  later  than  yesterday  taken  a  vow  to 
harden  mv  heart.     T'ut  vnn  inti^r.-st  me. 
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You  are  fully  aware  what  an  immense 
thing  you  ask  from  me?" 

"I  am  fully  aware  of  it,  sir.  No  one 
could  be  more  so,  but — but  if  I  live  I 
shall  repay,  not  betray,  your  trust." 

Archibakl  Currie  cleared  his  throat. 

"I   am  not  to  ask  a  single  question?" 

"i  could  not  answer  any  of  a  per- 
sonal nature,"  replied  Charlton  frankly. 

"And  your  very  name,  I  take  it,  is 
assumed  ?  " 

Charlton  made  no  reply,  and  again 
there  was  a  prolonged  silence. 

Currie  thought  of  all  the  men  he  had 
interviewed  in  that  room,  of  the  specious 
lies  to  which  he  had  listened,  of  the  cro- 
codile tears  he  had  witnessed,  the  false 
promises  of  amendment  and  reform.  And 
lie  could  not  remember  any  appeal  which 
had  so  powerfully  affected  him. 

Against  every  warning  of  his  shrewder 
judgment  he  determined  to  trust  this 
man,  to  Hing  one  more  hostage  upon  the 
sea  of  fortune. 

"You  have  been  in  business?"  he  in- 
quired briefly.  "So  much  I  must  know 
l>efore  1  can  do  or  promise  anything. 
And  as  you  have  come  to  me  1  take  it 
that  you  understand  the  nature  of  my 
business  ?" 

"Yes,  sir,  I  do  understand  it." 

"The  only  thing  I  could  offer  you 
meanwhile  is  clerical  work  of  the  ele- 
mentary order,  and  that  merely  super- 
riuous,  because  we  happen  to  be  more 
than  usually  busy.  The  impending  trou- 
ble in  South  Africa  has  quickened  all 
the  export  trade,  but  your  salary  would 
be  of  the  most  meagre  description." 

"So  long  as  it  can  provide  me  with 
food  to  cat  and  a  decent  shelter  I  shall 
be  grateful  for  it,  sir.  It  will  give  me 
my  opportunity." 

"Well.  I  will  take  you  on  your  own 
recommendation  solely,  and  perhaps  be- 
cause you  c(jme  to  me  by  introduction 
of  Mr.  Fieldcn.  He  and  1  together  have 
been  at  the  upbuilding  of  more  than  one 
fallen  fortune,  and  helped  to  restore  a 
few.  You  can  commence  here  on  Mon- 
day morning  at  a  salary  of  twenty-eight 
shillings  a  week.  Whether  you  remain 
will  depend  on  yourself." 

A    Hush,    dee]),   almost    [)aiuful,    over- 


spread Charlton's  face  as  he  sprang  to  his 
feet. 

"Sir,  I  cannot  thank  you.  I  hope  that 
nn-  future  conduct  will  be  my  guarantee 
of  good  faith." 

Currie  faintly  smiled. 

"I  re-echo  that  hope,"  but  he  hesitated 
a  moment  and  then  forced  back  the  ques- 
tion that  had  sprung  to  his  lips. 

He  would  not  put  it,  because  some- 
thing warned  him  that  the  man  before 
him  either  could  not  or  would  not  an- 
swer it.  No,  he  must  today  draw  a  large 
cheque  on  the  bank  of  faith,  and  if  it 
were  dishonoured,  well,  he  would  not 
even  then  be  wholly  the  loser. 

Charlton  dismissed,  passed  out ;  and 
as  he  reached  the  end  of  the  passage 
which  shut  off  the  private  room,  the 
swish  of  silken  skirts,  the  faint  perfume 
of  violets  greeted  him.  Immediately  he 
had  to  stand  aside  to  let  a  lady  pass. 
He  knew  who  she  was,  he  had  heard  of 
Ahchibald  Currie's  w'ard,  but  he  now^  saw^ 
her  for  the  first  time.  She  was  beau- 
tifully dressed  in  a  gown  suitable  only 
for  some  fete,  and  which  seemed  out  of 
place  in  the  bare  passages  of  a  city  ofifice. 
She  looked  at  the  man  standing  hat  in 
hand  in  one  of  the  shadowy  corners,  and 
as  if  the  glance  interested  her,  turne;' 
to  look  again.  Then  the  vision  disa[! 
peared  beyond  the  glass  panels  at  the 
end  and  Charlton  passed  out  to  the  stairs. 

"Are  you  there.  Uncle  Archie?  You 
said  five  minutes,  and  do  you  know  it  is 
nearly  half  an  hour.  ]Mrs.  James  will 
be  furious." 

"Oh,  of  course,  it  is  the  day  of  the 
garden  party  at  Fair  Lawn,  isn't  it?"  he 
asked  with  a  facetious  smile  as  he  turn- 
ed to  greet  the  radiant  vision  invading 
his  privacy  and  creating  a  very  different 
atmosphere  from  that  usually  found 
therein.  "Why,  Katherine,  surely  this  is 
the  height  of  extravagance !"' 

"Hush,  you  naughty  man,  it  will  hor- 
rify Mrs.  James,  and  Elizabeth  and  So- 
phia will  bewail  your  extravagance.  But 
nobody  will  dare  tell  them  the  thing  cost 
two  pounds,  and  that  I  made  it  myself!" 

She  pirouetted  on  one  foot  and  took 
up  her  dainty  skirts  in  her  hands  to  show 
the  delicious  frou-frou  beneath,  and  Cur- 
rie  smiled   an   indulsrent   smile. 
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i\atlicriiic  W'recie  had  now  been  four 

\   ars  in  the  old     house     in  Hyde-park- 

lare,  and  she  was  verily  the  light  of 

life.      He    would   have   lavished   his 

upon  her  had  she  lifted  her  little  hn- 

,  but  her  tastes  were  simple  and  her 

I II liters  clever,  and  she  spent  so  little  that 

those  who  only  saw  the  finished  product 

'    ■uld  have  been  amazed.     There  was  a 

ret  antagonism   between  her  and   the 

iiinine  element  at  Fair  Lawn,  for  which 
reason  she  kept  them  wholly  in  the  dark 
rrL;arding  the  actual  terms  on  which  she 
li\ed  in  Hyde-park-square.  They  did 
\\<<{  know  that  the  comparatively  small 
sum  she  spent  on  her  own  clothes  was 
more  than  refunded  by  the  ecenomy  and 
comfort  with  which  she  ruled  the  house- 
holil.  .Archibald  Currie  had  never  known 
a  home  until  she  came  to  brighten  his 
\\  iih  her  presence. 

At  Fair  Lawn  they  were  jealous  and 
aii^ry  with  her,  they  alternately  patron- 
i>c(l  her  and  gave  her  warnings  and  ad- 
vice. Katherine  W'rede  was  never  at  her 
best  there,  and  went  as  little  as  possible. 
This  was  a  gala  day,  however,  the  one 
garden  party  of  the  season,  into  which 
iMrs.  James  paid  off  all  her  social  en- 
gagements to  the  somebodies  and  no- 
bodies of  Hampstead.  After  consulta- 
tion it  had  been  decided  that  it  would 
be  better  not  to  cancel  the  invitations, 
though  the  blow  in  the  city  would  of 
course  shed  a  gloom  over  it  for  them- 
selves. 

"Who  was  that  man  I  passed  just  out- 
side the  door,  uncle?"  inquired  Kather- 
ine W'rede  as  she  took  his  hat  from  the 
cupboard  and  the  brush  from  the  shelf 
to  polish  its  glossy  surface. 

Instead  of  answering  her  he  put  a 
counter  question. 

"Why  do  you  ask?" 

"Oh.  because  his  face  interested  me. 
He  is  not  a  common  man.  He  is  very 
good  looking  to  begin  with,  and  there 
is  a  whole  story  in  his  face." 

"I  believe  that  I  have  been  guilty  of 
what  my  brother  James  would  call  an- 
other deplorable  indiscretion  this  after- 
noon." 

Her  eyes  sparkled. 

"Have  you?  Do  tell  me  what  it  is. 
You  have  given  a  large  sum  of  money 


perhaps  to  that  man  because  his  eyes  ap- 
pealed to  you.  I  should  have  done  just 
the  same  myself." 

"No,  my  folly  did  not  go  quite  so  far, 
but  I  have  given  him  employment  with- 
out a  reference  of  any  kind  or  any  guar- 
antee that  he  will  even  serve  me  honest- 
ly, ikit  if  1  hadn't  he  might  have  gone 
under." 

The  brightness  on  her  face  was  ar- 
rested by  the  seriousness  of  the  lAd  man's 
words.  A  lovely,  still  Iwk,  which  added 
indescribably  to  her  beauty,  because  it 
gave  a  sudden  glimpse  of  the  soul,  over- 
spread her  face. 

"Dear,  1  am  glad  you  are  like  that. 
It  must  be  a  splendid'  thing  to  be  able 
to  give  a  man  his  last  chance  and  be 
willmg,  that  is  the  greatest  of  all.  So 
few  are  willing.  Look  how  you  took 
me  from  that  horrible  pension  at  Bruges ! 
Oh,  God  knew  how  much  need  there  was 
in  the  world  when  He  made  you." 

She  spoke  with  such  passion  that  her 
guardian  was  at  once  touched  and  sur- 
prised. 

He  laid  a  soothing  hand  on  her  shoul- 
der. 

Child,  you  must  try  to  be  less  intcn.se. 
Vou  feel  things  too  much,  and  make  too 
much  of  every  little  service  rendered,  es- 
pecially to  yourself.  Wipe  those  pretty 
eyes  and  keep  the  tears  for  the  real  need 
there  is.  Now  come,  and  we  shall  be  re- 
stored to  a  normal  temperature  by  the 
atmosphere  on  the  heights  of  Hampstead. 

Often  now  they  had  their  little  joke, 
tiiough  it  was  always  kindly,  at  the  ex- 
pense of  the  I'air  Lawn  relatives,  with 
whom  neither  felt  conspicuously  at  home. 

"1  don't  care  for  this  sort  of  thing, 
Katherine."  he  observed  as  he  took  his 
seat  in  the  carriage  beside  her.  "And 
James  knows  I  don't,  but  in  the  circum- 
stances it  is  our  duty  to  rally  around  them. 
They  are  feeling  this  a  good  deal,  and 
the  attendance  at  the  party  this  after- 
noon will  be  a  sort  of  gauge  of  public 
opinion." 

"1  see.  Has  nothing  been  heard  of 
p(X)r  Mr.  Reedham  yet?" 

"Don't  call  him  poor.  Katherine.  The 
man  did  wrong  with  his  eyes  open,  and 
ought  to  be  punished." 
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"You  are  not  often  so  severe,  Uncle 
Archie,"  she  remarked  in  surprise. 

"I  can  be  severe  when  occasion  arises. 
If  the  man  had  stuck  to  his  guns  and 
owned  up  it  would  have  been  better  for 
evervbody.  And  nothing  can  excuse  his 
treatment  of  his  wife.  I  wish  you  would 
go  and  see  her,  Katherine,  before  she 
leaves  Norwood.  Perhaps  we  could  go 
together  at  the  beginning  of  the  week." 
"Poor,  poor  thing;  I  shall  go,  certain- 
ly. I  wonder  how  she  feels  about  himl 
But,  Uncle  Archie,  if  it  was  as  bad  as 
the  papers  said,  and  he  would  have  been 
committed,  that  would  have  been  even 
more  painful  for  his  wife  and  son.  I 
think,  were  I  in  her  place,  I  should  be 
glad  that  he  had  escaped." 

"It  was  the  coward's  way  out,  Kath- 
arine," observed  Currie,  as  he  laid  his 
hand  on  the  padded  morocco,  lining  the 
side  of  the  carriage. 

"I  thought  suicide  was  the  coward's 
way.  Is  it  thought  he  has  done  that?" 
"Nobody  knows.  I  shouldn't  think  it 
likelv  mvself.  George  Lidgate  told  me 
himself  'that  he  deliberately  gave  him 
eighteen  hours'  start.  They  all  liked 
him,  Katie,  men  trusted  and  liked  him, 
which  makes  it  all  the  worse.  I  was  talk- 
ing to  a  man  yesterday,  who  has  lost 
three  thousand  by  him,  and  he  said  he 
would  pay  the  money  twice  over  to  see 
Reedham  reinstated." 

"There  must  have  been  good  in  him; 
great  good,  then,"  she  said  emphatically. 
"People  don't  talk  like  that  about  a  weak, 
or  merely  wicked  man." 

"You  may  be  right,  but  I  feel  sore  and 
hard  about  it.  When  that  sort  of  thing 
comes  near  home,  as  it  does  in  this  case, 
it  alters  a  man's  point  of  view.  We  must 
do  our  best  at  Fair  Lawn  this  afternoon 
to  show  our  sympathy." 

"Yes,  Uncle,"  she  said  obediently,  and 
did  not  add  that  he  had  set  her  a  task. 
For  she  knew,  though  he  did  not,  that 
the  moment  she  felt  herself  enveloped 
by  the  hostile  atmosphere  of  Fair  Lawn, 
the  other  side  of  her  nature,  not  the  lov- 
able side,  would  be  up  in  arms. 

They  drove  by  way  of  Haverstock-hill 
to  the  FIcath,  the  air  growing  purer  and 
rarer  as  they  made  the  steep  ascent.  Out 
there,  the  dust  of  the  long,  dry  summer 


was  not  so  all-pervading,  and  some  fresh- 
ness seemed  yet  to  linger  in  the  fine  old 
gardens  among  the  noble  trees. 

"It  is  very  pleasant  up  here,  Katie,  but 
I  have  always  said  I  would  make  no 
compromise  betwixt  town  and  country. 
One  day,  perhaps  soon,  we  shall  turn  our 
backs  wholly  on  London,  and  find  a  real 
country  retreat.  Then,  wdien  I  have  cut 
myself  off  from  the  London   I  love  so 

well,  you'll  turn  and  leave  me "  he 

added,  with  a  slightly  pensive  touch. 

"Why  should  I  leave  you?  There  is 
nothing  I  should  like  better  than  the 
country,  and,  believe  me,  I  should  never 
once  look  back." 

"Ah,  but  you  will  ride  off  with  a  hand- 
somer man?" 

"Where  is  he  to  be  found?"  she  asked, 
with  a  touch  of  gay  banter.  "If  it  is 
marrying  you  mean,  dearest,  I  am  not  a 
marrying  woman." 

"That  sounds  bad  for  poor  Stephen 
Currie,"  he  said  amusedly,  and  yet  with 
a  certain  furtive  anxiety  in  his  glance. 
He  saw  her  lip  curl. 

"I  could  not,  and  would  not,  marry 
Stephen  Currie,  Uncle  Archibald,  if  he 
were  the  last  man  in  the  world." 

"That  would  not  be  a  good  hearing  for 
Stephen.  He  will  ask  you  one  of  these 
days,  Katie." 

He  did  not  add  that  he  had  already 
been  sounded  on  the  subject  by  his  bro- 
ther James,  who  had  been  anxious  to 
learn  the  nature  of  the  settlements  to  be 
made  on  Katherine  Wrede  in  the  event  of 
such  an  alliance  coming  within  the  pro- 
vince of  actual  fact. 

"I  don't  like  him.  Uncle  Archibald.  Oh, 
yes,  he  has  brains  of  a  kind,  but  all  his- 
views  are  opposed  to  mine,  and  his  ideas- 
about  women  are  mediaeval.  He  shall 
be  prevented  asking  me.  Uncle  Archi- 
bald." 

When  he  did  not  immediately  reply  she 
turned  her  sweet  face  towards  him  anx- 
iously. "It  would  not  disappoint  you 
very  much,  dearest.  I  mean  you  are  not 
keen  for  me  to  marry  Stephen  Currie?" 
"I,  oh,  no,  it  is  a  matter  of  indifference 
to  me.  But  Stephen  is  a  good  boy  as 
far  as  he  goes,  and  has  never  cost  his 
parents  any  anxiety." 

"He  is  made  after  their  pattern,"  she 
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said  severely,  '"lie  will  al\\a)s  walk  in 
llic  appointed  path,  and  do  all  that  is 
exi)ected  of  him.  You  could  tell  it  by 
the  parting  in  his  hair,  and  the  cut  of 
his  clothes." 

"Hush,  my  dear,  the  sarcastic  tongue 
(I'lcs  not  become  you,"  he  said  reprov- 
ingly, yet  tempering  his  reproof  by  an 
indulgent  smile.  She  asked  his  pardon 
immediately,  and  begged  him  to  remem- 
hcr  that  she  was  a  i5ohemian  by  nature 
anil  upbringing,  which  pronouncement 
brought  them  to  the  well-appointed  gates 
of  Fair  Lawn.  They  were  pretentious 
for  a  merely  suburban  residence,  tower- 
ing high  and  ornate  above  the  young 
r.ees  planted  to  Hank  their  buttresses,  and 
they  seemed  to  dwarf  the  house,  visible 
two  hundred  yards  further  on.  It  was 
a  tine  house  of  its  kind,  and  the  lawns 
>urrounding  it  were  soft  and  fine  as  con- 
tinuous attention  could  make  them.  They 
Iiresented  an  animated  appearance  that 
afternoon,  with  the  gay  dresses  of  the 
ladies,  the  bright,  sun-shades,  the  red  and 
white  stripes  of  the  awnings,  while  the 
pleasant  strains  of  the  Viennese  band 
tilled  the  summer  air. 

Mrs.  James  Currie  always  did  her  gar- 
Wen  party  well,  and  favoured  Avith  fine 
weather,  usually  achieved  success.  She 
w  as  looking  very  gracious,  and  wdien  she 
>aw  her  brother-in-law's  well-appointed 
carriage  draw  up  where  the  avenue  took 
a  curve  for  the  wider  space  of  the  front 
lawn,  she  looked  gratified.  Archibald 
was  always  a  gracious  and  acceptable 
]iersonality,  whom  everybody  was  pleased 
til  meet,  and  even  while  she  secretly  dis- 
approved of  Katherine  W'rede,  she  also 
never  failed  to  interest. 

She  seemed  to  strike  a  new  note  in 
the  suburban  crowd.  Her  frock  of  flow- 
ered muslin  simply  made,  with  the  big 
>ash  about  her  slender  waist,  seemed  to 
add  to  her  height,  and  the  big  picture 
hat,  with  its  sweeping  black  plumes  made 
a.  most  becoming  frame  for  her  piquant 
lace.  Many  looked  at  her  with  interest 
and  curiosity,  and  the  son  of  the  house, 
immaculately  attired  in  his  frock  coat 
suit  and  white  waistcoat,  and  with  a  gar- 
<lcnia  in  his  buttonhole,  hastened  forward 
'"  receive  them. 

"How  do  you  do,  Archibald?"  inquir- 


ed iMrs.  James,  in  her  well-modulated, 
conventional  voice.  "You  are  a  little 
late ;  1  was  afraid  you  were  not  coming. 
1  hank  you,  1  am  (piite  well.  Miss  Wrede. 
\'es,  we  have  a  beautiful  day." 

Katherine  made  her  little  bow,  and 
turned  to  speak  to  Elizabeth  and  Sophia, 
who  were  eyeing  her  with  ill-concealed 
envy  and  dislike. 

Their  gowns,  made  in  Bond-street, 
bore  the  uniuistakable  cachet  of  the 
West-end,  but  they  were  not  well  worn. 
To  them  the  simplicity  of  Katherine 
W'rede's  attire  seemed  an  aflfront,  which 
made  them,  in  their  stiff  silk  frocks, 
suddenly  feel  overdressed.  The  delicate 
bloom  of  lilac  scattered  over  her  muslin 
skirt,  the  big  fichu  of  old  lace,  draped 
about  her  shoulders  with  an  art  they 
could  not  copy,  annoyed  them  beyond 
measure.  And  she  did  not  wear  a  single 
article  of  jewellery  of  any  kind ;  the  fichu 
was  knotted,  and  no  one  could  tell  how 
it  was  kept  in  its  place. 

Yet  she  at  once  took  her  place  as  the 
most  distinguished-looking  among  the 
five  hundred  people  present,  and  many 
eyes  followed  her  admiringly. 

"I  say,  you're  looking  stunning,  you 
know,"  whispered  Stephen  Currie  in  her 
ear,  when,  after  continuous  effort,  he 
managed  to  get  a  private  word  with  her. 
"Simply  stunning;  you  knock  'em  all  in- 
to cocked  hats  the  minute  you  appear  on 
the  scene." 

"I  hope  not.  I  don't  see  any  evidence 
of  it,"  she  said  demurely.  "Get  me  an 
ice,  will  you?" 

"Of  course  I  will,  if  you  promise 
not  to  let  anybody  else  have  my  chair,"' 
he  said  jealously.  With  a  good  deal  of 
engineering  he  liad  managed  to  secure  a 
chair  by  Katherine's  side  at  a  convenient 
distance  from  the  throng.  Stephen  was 
honestly  and  very  much  in  love,  though 
she  did  not  give  him  credit  for  it.  By 
the  time  he  returned  his  chair  was  oc- 
cupied by  the  clergyman  of  the  church 
the  Curries  attended,  a  middle-aged  man 
for  whom  Katherine  had  the  greatest  re- 
spect and  esteem.  He  rose,  howver, 
when  Stephen  returned,  gathering  from 
his  expression  that  he  was  de  trop. 

But  Katherine  begged  him  to  stop. 

"I  have  ever  so  many  things  to  say  to 
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you.  Mr.  Cadell,"  she  said  gaily.  "Did 
you  see  Mr.  Cruuie  and  me  in  the  front 
gallery  seat  last  Sunday  night  when 
you  preached  at  Kensington?  1  want 
to  tell  you  that  it  was  the  best  sermon 
I  have  heard  since  I  came  to  London. 
"That  would  be  nothing  to  L'ncle 
Archie's  horses,"  said  Stephen  quickly, 
while  a  gratified  expression  crossed  the 
clergyman's  face,  tie  was  not  a  per- 
sona grata  at  I'^air  Lawn,  and  in  some 
unaccountable  way  had  missed  his  mark 
at  llampstead.  \  cry  little  appreciation 
came  in  his  way ;  therefore  the  sincere 
and  kind  words  spoken  by  Katherine 
W'rede  warmed  his  heart. 

"May  1  bring  my  wife  to  speak  to 
you,  .\liss  W'rede?"  he  eagerly  asked. 

"1  will  come  to  her,  Mr.  Cadell,"  she 
said,  with  a  ready  grace.  "It  is  only 
right  that  I  should.  Just  let  me  finish 
my  ice.  will  you  ?  " 

Someone  sauntered  up  to  speak  to  the 
clergyman,  and  Stephen  bent  over  her 
rej^roach  fully. 

"Why  are  you  so  disagreeable  to  me, 
Katherine?  You  know  1  am  only  here 
today  because  you  were  coming.  I 
loathe  this  sort  of  thing." 

"Do  you?  I  am  sure  it  is  very  pleas- 
ant." she  said  quietly. 

"And  what  do  you  want  to  go  and  talk 
to  Mrs.  Cadell  for?  You'll  never  get 
away.  She'll  pin  you  down  for  a  week 
with  trivialities.  'l  tell  you  what,  the 
Cadells  are  the  greatest  bores  I  know." 

"You  don't  appreciate  them  as  you 
ought.  1  like  him  sincerely,  and  I  hope 
he  will  find  his  true  sphere  soon.  He 
certainly  hasn't  found  it  in  Hampstead." 
"Won't  you  come  for  a  turn  round 
with  me  now,  Katherine?  It's  really 
quite  pretty  at  the  back  of  the  house', 
and  the  roses  are  out  in  plenty  yet." 

".Mr.  Cadell  may  bring  his  wife  to  me 
at  any  minute.  Ix^sides  I  didn't  come  to 
walk  about  with  you.  I  must  make  my- 
self agreeable  to  your  mother's  guests. 


'that's  why  people  come  to  garden  par- 
ties." 

"Why  wouldn't  you  see  me  last  Sun- 
day when  I  called,"  he  persisted. 

"I  had  a  headache.  Xo,  it  wasn't  any 
make-up,  I  assure  you.  I  never  came 
down   all   the   evening." 

"Well.  I'll  come  tomorrow." 
"Don't,  we  have  three  men  already  com- 
ing to  lunch,  I  shall  find  them  enough." 
She  rose  as  she  spoke,  handed  him  her 
ice-plate,  and  began  to  move  across  the 
lawn.  She  saw  that  she  must  put  a  stop 
to  Stephen's  talk,  that  it  was  approaching 
debatable  ground.  But  he  did  not  mean 
to  be  put  ofif.  Later  on  he  managed  by 
constant  shadowing,  observed  with  much 
piquant  interest  by  many  of  the  guests, 
and  with  inward  chagrin  by  his  mother, 
to  get  her  alone  again. 

"Look  here,  Katherine,  you're  not  go- 
ing yet.  Uncle  Archie  is  still  enjoying 
himself,  and  that  awful  Mrs.  Cadell  has 
got  him  fast  in  her  toils.  If  I  mayn't 
come  to  lunch  when  may  I  see  you  ?  Will 
you  come  down  to  Richmond  with  me 
one  afternoon  and  we'll  dine  at  the  Star 
and  Garter,  and  have  a  run  on  the  river?" 
She  opened  her  eyes  wide. 
"Oh,  Stephen,  what  will  you  suggest 
next?     Xo,  I  certainly  can't  do  that." 

"You're  tormenting  me  beyond  endur- 
ance, Katherine,  but  you  shan't  browbeat 
me  altogether.  You  know  what  I'm  driv- 
ing at.  You  will  marry  me  won't  you?" 
She  lowered  her  sunshade  until  it 
came  between  her  face  and  his  eyes,  and 
began  to  walk  rather  smartly  away,  but 
he  kept  pace  with  her. 

"I  mean  to  have  you,  Katherine. 
You've  driven  me  nearly  mad  of  late. 
You  used  to  be  much  kinder  to  me.  Do 
you  hear.  I'll  come  and  speak  to  Uncle 
Archie  about  you  tomorrow  in  spite  of 
you." 

_She_  laughed  a  little,  and  with  a  be- 
wildering glance  over  her  shoulder  flitted 
away. 


(To  be  continued) 


A  Bid  for  Wheat. 


Cyril  Stackhouse 


IT  was  at  Isaac  Sutler's  sale  that  the 
scare  started.  Butler's  farm  was 
about  four  miles  from  town  and  as 
a  sale  is  attended  as  much  for  local 
gossip  as  for  legitimate  buying,  most  of 
the  Lvergreen  farmers  were  there.  Will- 
son  was  there,  representing  the  I5ank, 
and  it  was  through  him  that  the  news 
came  that  '"The  i'rairie  Farmers'  Ele- 
vator" had  assigned ! 

Evergreen  is  one  of  the  many  small, 
one-horse  towns,  which  lie  dotted  along 
the  Canadian  Pacific  in  its  winding 
course  through  the  western  provinces. 
Five  tall  elevators  and  a  few  scattered 
houses  lie  on  one  side  of  the  track ;  and 
the  hotel,  the  stores,  and  the  three  little 
churches  occupy  one  long  main  street 
and  a  few  side  streets  on  the  other.  Dave 
Carter  was  buying  for  the  Prairie  Com- 
pany and  it  was  more  on  the  strength  of 
his  personal  reputation  than  on  that  of 
the  Company  itself  that  the  farmers  had 
stored  their  wheat  with  him.  They  had 
been  confidently  waiting  for  a  dollar  a 
bushel  and  never  thought  but  that  their 
wheat  would  be  safe  in  Dave's  hands. 

Knowing  that  George  Cheeseman  had 
his  whole  crop  of  eight  thousand  bushels 
stored  there,  the  banker  told  him  the 
news  first.  Now  Cheeseman  was  a  good 
Methodist  and  as  close  as  a  hen  on  a 
china  egg,  so  he  got  the  scare  all  right, 
forgot  his  bids  and  hitching  right  up 
hiked  for  town  hot-foot.  The  news  was 
not  slow  in  travelling,  and  Jack  Leech 
left  his  spring-plowing  and  hit  the  town 
about  the  same  time  as  Cheeseman.  His 
Scotch  blood  demanded  a  touch,  so  he 
brought  along  a  bottle  of  rye  for  com- 
panv.  Ten  thousand  bushels  of  wheat 
were  more  to  him  than  all  the  laws  of 
prohibition,  so  he  poured  some  down 
Cheeseman's  neck,  while  discussing  the 
problem  that  faced  them.  They  must 
act  immediatclv.  so  they  chased  round  to 


the  'phone  exchange  and  kept  the  rural 
lines  busy  Icjoking  up  Larter  and  his  ele- 
vator keys.  After  half  an  Ikhit's  wild 
ringing  of  half  the  "phones  in  the  muni- 
cij^ality.  they  heard  he  was  over  the  track 
in  his  im])lement  warehouse.  Leech  was 
there  first  with  Cheeseman  and  a  half- 
dozen   others   trailing  behind.- 

"What  are  we  to  do  about  it?"  he 
yelled  in  his  strongest  accent. 

Carter  bit  the  end  off  a  cigar,  rolled 
it  between  his  lips  and  then  sucked  it 
contemplatively  for  a  while.  Then  he 
looked  at  the  end  of  his  nose  antl  guessed 
that  cigars  generally  smoke  better  light- 
ed. He  was  a  thick  set,  clean  shaven 
fellow  with  good  nature  written  all  over 
him. 

"T  opine  it'll  rain  some  before  sup- 
per," was  all  he  said. 

"Come,  Dave."  Cheeseman  said,  "what 
about  my  wheat  ?" 

Carter  looked  at  him  as  though  he 
wondered  wdiat  aiicd  him. 

"Guess  it's  in  bin  number  twenty-three, 
far  as  1  know."  he  answered. 

"Then  I  want  it  out.  right  now." 
Cheeseman  snapped. 

"Kind  of  difficult  to  stow  away  eight 
thousand  bushels  in  that  buggy  of  yours." 
Carter  said  slowly,  "besides  it's  safer  by 
far  with  me  than  in  your  granary  just 
now." 

Cheeseman  siddled  up  to  the  buyer 
threateningly. 

"Can  I  have  it  or  not?"  he  demanded. 
Carter   gave   him   a    i)itying   look   and 
lit  his  cigar. 

"Now.  tieorge."  he  said  persuasivel> . 
"you'll  fiy  off  the  handle  in  a  minute  and 
then  the  preacher  will  put  you  in  his 
sermon  on  Sunday  for  an  e.xample.  Je^t 
cool  off  a  bit  and  tell  us  what's  eating 
vou." 

Leech  saw  that  his  brother  in  tli>iress 
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was  unequal  to  the  occasion,  so  he 
stepped  in  himself. 

"The  elevator  people  have  gone  up, 
haven't  they?"  he  asked. 

"Sure,"  smiled  Carter,  just  as  if  they 
did   it  every  day   for  exercise. 

"Then  they'll  get  our  wheat  and  we 
shall  have  to  be  satisfied  with  a  dividend 
that  won't  pay  for  seed." 

"Likely,"  Carter  smiled  again. 

"Best  thing  for  us  is  to  get  our  wheat 
while  we  can,  ain't  it?" 

"Why,  yes,  I  guess  so.  Xo  use  stand- 
ing around  doing  nothing." 

Leech  produced  his  flask  and  handed 
it  to  the  buyer. 

"Then  jest  let  us  have  it,  Dave,  like  a 
good  fellow." 

Carter  saw  that  the  flask  was  three- 
quarter  full  and  as  he  thought  the  others 
were  better  without  any  more  he  quietly 
finished  it.  Then  he  wiped  his  mouth, 
slowly  relit  his  cigar  and  smiled  in  a 
fatherly  manner  at  the  crowd. 

"Easy  as  rolling  off  a  log,"  he  grinned, 
"Come  in  and  fill  your  pockets."  And 
with  that  he  wandered  off  towards  the 
elevator. 

Most  of  the  farmers  whose  wheat  was 
in  the  elevator  had  arrived  by  this  time 
and  were  eagerly  discussing  among  them- 
selves ways  and  means  of  saving  their 
grain.  They  must  organise  and  bring 
Carter  to  reason,  so  they  elected  Will- 
son,  the  banker,  as  their  chairman  and 
wandered  over  to  the  bank  to  find  him. 
Willson  and  the  teller  were  playing  poker 
in  the  sitting-room  behind  the  office  with 
one  or  two  others.  He  took  no  notice  of 
the  visitors  but  just  looked  at  his  hand, 
opened  the  pot  and  drew  three. 

"Check  those  three  card  draws,"  called 
the  teller  and  raised  him  a  quarter. 

Willson  raised  him  back  and  froze  the 
others  out.  The  teller  looked  at  his  hand 
and  doubtfully  raised  him  again.  Will- 
son  without  hesitation  doubled  the  bet 
and  the  teller  called  him.  The  teller 
had  a  pair  of  tens  to  Willson's  pair  of 
queens,  and  the  hardware  man  had  frozen 
out  with  a  i)air  of  kings  at  the  start. 

Leech  informed  \\'iIlson  for  the  third 
time  that  he  was  elected  chairman  of  the 
meeting  and  sat  on  the  cards  and  chips 
to  call  the  meeting  to  order.    The  banker 


smiled  aft'ably  and  suggested  a  "smile." 
The  farmers  looked  willing,  so  he  went 
into  his  bedroom  at  the  back  and  handed 
out  a  small  keg  of  rye  from  under  his 
bed.  One  drink  had  to  be  seconded  and 
by  the  time  they  had  had  a  third,  the 
meeting  was  ready  for  business.  The 
teller  was  an  Englishman  and  green,  and 
the  three  drinks  had  driven  away  all  care 
from  him.     He  rose  unsteadily. 

"I  move  that  w^e  proceed  to  play  Guy 
Fawkes  with  the  blooming  elevator,"  he 
stammered. 

"Guy  Fawkes  be  sugared,"  roared 
Cheeseman,  whose  righteous  head  and 
stomach  were  unused  to  three  neat  drinks 
in  succession,  "what  about  my  Avheat?" 

\Mllson,  however,  was  hardened  and 
kept  his  head. 

"You  can't  have  it  without  your  stor- 
age tickets  anyway,"  he  said,  then  there's 
}our  storage  to  pay,  too.  Somebody  find 
Dave  Carter  and  I'll  talk  to  him  right 
here." 

The  buyer  was  duly  found  and  saunt- 
ered in  with  the  smile  still  on  his  face. 
He  saw  the  keg  and  didn't  mind  if  he  did, 
only  the  others  must  drink  "success"  too. 
No  one  objected,  so  business  was  post- 
poned for  a  few  minutes.  The  keg 
couldn't  last  out  like  the  widow's  curse, 
however,  so  business  came  up  again  and 
the  buyer  gave  his  advice. 

"Now,  you  see,  fellers,  it's  this  way.  a 
I  can't  give  up  the  wheat  until  you  give  i 
me  your  storage  tickets,  which  I  guess 
you've  all  got  in  j^our  stockings  at  home. 
Now  the  company  have  'phoned  me  to 
give  up  the  elevator  keys  to  their  agent, 
who  is  coming  up  on  number  three.  That 
train  is  due  right  now  and  if  he  gets 
those  keys,  bang  goes  your  wheat  and 
some  of  you  will  be  heeled." 

There  was  a  low  whistle  from  down 
the  track,  where  the  train  was  just  pass- 
ing the  mileboard.    The  crowd  groaned. 

"Guess  them's  the  cars,"  he  went  on. 
"so  we'll  meet  ]\Ir.  ]\Ian  and  see  what 
he  is  going  to  do.  Come  along  fellers, 
we're  in  for  a  deuce  of  a  good  time." 

They  followed  him  sheepishly  across 
the  main  street  to  the  depot  and  talked 
among  themselves  Avhile  the  train  drew 
in,  slowed  up  and  stopped. 

A     big,     pompous-looking     individual 
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alighted,  gave  up  his  grip  to  the  hotel 
porter  and  looked  up  and  down  the  plat- 
form. The  buyer  walked  up  to  him  and 
carefully  bit  the  end  off  a  new  cigar  and 
just  as  carefully  lit  it.  He  waited  there 
calmly  smoking,  for  the  stranger  to  speak 
and  the  train  drew  out,  westbound. 

"Mr.  Carter?"  the  big  man  enquired, 
and  Dave  nodded. 

"You  buy  for  the  I'rairie  h'armers' 
Elevator  here,  I  think?"  the  big  man 
asked. 

"You  can  stop  thinking  right  now  and 
be  sure  of  it,"  Carter  answered. 

"I  represent  the  Western  Office  of  the 
'  imipany  and  have  been  instructed  to 
ake  over  the  elevator  and  its  contents 
from  you,"  the  stranger  went  on  ;  "vou 
received  my  telephone  message,  of 
course  ?" 

"I  sure  did,"  answered  Carter;  "got 
the  keys   right  here,  too." 

He  jingled  the  keys  in  his  hand  and 
the  I'^armers  groaned.  The  big  man 
reached  for  them. 

"Then,   if  you   don't   object ?"   he 

began,  but  Dave  transferred  them  to  his 
coat  pocket. 

"Not  at  all,"  he  said;  "you're  Mr. 
Straker,   I   guess?" 

The  man  nodded. 

"Got  a  letter  of  introduction  from  the 
firm,  I  suppose?"  he  queried. 

The  stranger  was  getting  hot. 

"I  am  the  firm,"  he  blustered  ;  "I  need 
no  introduction." 

"That  so?''  asked  Carter,  very  calm- 
ly, "I'm  afraid  you've  missed  your  guess 
this  time  all  right.  Best  thing  you  can 
do  is  to  'phone  right  down  and  tell  them 
to  send  it  up  to  you." 

The  man  grew  hotter  still. 

"Preposterous,"  he  almost  shouted, 
"hand  over  those  keys  at  once." 

Carter  took  no  notice.  "If  you  phone 
right  now,  they  can  have  that  letter  up 
to  you  in  five  hours  on  the  way  freight." 

The  farmers  were  getting  terribly  un- 
easy. Here  was  Dave,  whom  they  had 
always  trusted,  fighting  against  them. 
But  if  he  was  really  against  them  and 
their  interests,  why  did  he  not  give  up 
the  keys  at  once?  Dave  did  not  keep 
them  guessing  long,  though. 

"Now  these  farmers  can  run  up  home 


and  get  back  here  witli  their  tickets  in 
less  man  an  hour,  most  of  them,  which 
just  gives  them  about  four  hours  to  get 
out  tlieir  wheat.  1  have  cars  enough  here 
on  the  track  to  take  all  the  wheat  I've 
g(jt  and  they  can  ship  it  in  their  own 
names  and  leave  tlie  eievator  full  of  wind 
for  the  company."  He  smiled  at  the  far- 
mers and  then  at  the  stranger  knowing- 
1\.  "I  reckon  it'll  be  a  mighty  interest- 
ing race."'  And  he  wandered  back  to 
the  implement  warehouse  chewing  the 
stump  of  his  cigar. 

Leech  and  Cheeseman  looked  at  each 
other  and  set  off  for  home.  They  must 
hustle  back  with  those  tickets  or  all 
would  be  lost.  Other  farmers,  who  were 
interested,  followed  suit. 

The  stranger  saw  the  uselessness  of 
argument  with  his  buyer  and  struck  for 
the  'phone  exchange  and  talked  for  ten 
minutes  at  sixty  cents  a  minute  at  red- 
hot  speed. 

W'ilison  went  back  to  the  office,  dis- 
covered another  small  keg,  and  proceeded 
to  skin  the  teller  and  the  hardware  man 
with  his  pat  iiands  and  bluff's  with  four 
flushes. 

Carter  was  adjusting  a  gang-plow  and 
smiling  to  himself. 

***** 

Fifty-five  minutes  later  George  Cheese- 
man  tore  past  the  cemetery,  down  the 
hill,  eastwards  past  the  I'resbyterian 
Church  and  drew  up  at  the  drug-store. 
His  horses  were  heated  into  a  white 
lather  and  he  hastily  hitched  the  lines 
round  the  tie-post  and  asked  for  Carter. 
Dave  was  still  working  at  the  gang-plow. 
Cheeseman  found  him,  hurriedly  endors- 
ed the  tickets  and  told  Dave  to  get  a 
move  on.  Three  minutes  later  Leech  fol- 
lowed him  ami  in  another  quarter  of  an- 
hour  the  town  was  astir  with  farmers 
demanding  their  wheat.  Ikey  Butler's 
sale  was  totally  forgotten.  Those  not 
having  enough  wheat  to  fill  a  car  of  their 
own,  clubbed  uj)  with  others  to  do  so. 
\\'illson  and  Carter  began  to  organise. 
Leech  being  the  largest  holder,  it  was  de- 
cided to  fill  his  cars  first ;  and  the  whole 
town,  young  and  old.  came  out  to  push 
the  cars  to  the  elevator  spouts,  shovel 
the  wheat  and  help  in  every  way.  Never 
was   the   town   so   excited.      Prohibition 
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was  overlooked  and  the  local  constable 
went  out  in  search  of  whiskey  and  such 
good  stuff  as  might  help  the  workers  and 
speed   the   work. 

Xo  train  was  due  for  four  hours,  the 
westbound  freight  being  the  next,  so  the 
station  agent  left  his  work  and  took  a 
shovel  also.  Wilison  left  the  office  in 
charge  of  his  English  teller  who  slept 
until  three  o'clock,  then  closed  the  bank 
and  insisted  on  helping  to  shovel  the 
grain.  In  two  hours  the  work  was  well 
on  its  way.  and  to  make  sure  all  the 
grain  should  be  saved  men  were  actually 
shovelling  it  out  of  the  bins  into  wagons 
at  the  back.  Could  they  get  through  in 
time?     That  was  the  question. 

Straker  was  looking  on,  realising  how 
helpless  he  was  until  his  letter  should 
come.  They  were  taking  away  twenty- 
five  thousand  bushels  of  wheat,  and  he 
was  powerless  to  stop  them. 

Suddenly  there  was  a  whistle  down 
the  track  to  the  east  and  Straker  saw  an 
engine  and  a  caboose  coming  along  and 
drawing  up  for  orders.  The  conductor 
was  leaning  out  of  the  caboose  and  wav- 
ing. There  was  his  letter,  which  might 
save  some  of  the  wheat  for  him,  anyhow. 
He  boarded  the  car  and  tried  to  grasp 
hold  of  the  letter,  which  the  man  held  out 
to  him  ;  but  before  he  could  get  it,  he 
was  grabbed  from  behind  and  the  letter 
taken  from  the  conductor.  Jumping  to 
his  feet,  Straker  saw  that  Wilison  had 
the  letter.  The  train  received  orders  and 
sped  on  w^estward. 

"Give  me  that  letter."  Straker  de- 
manded. 

Wilison  glanced  at  the  address  and 
carefully  placed  it  in  his  pocket-book. 
Straker  was  for  a  moment  dumbfounded. 

"Guess  it's  near  supper  time."  grinned 
be  sorry  for  it,"  he  shouted. 

"U  you  don't  hand  me  that  letter  you'll 
the  Banker.  "Come  on  and  have  one  on 
me.    Seems  (|uite  a  time  between  drinks.'' 

"Curse  you.  give  me  that  letter  or  I'll 
plug  you,"  and  the  stranger  drew  out  a 
revolver  and  covered  him. 

Wilison  seemed  to  take  little  n<:)tice  of 
him,  but  turned  and  called  the  half 
dnmken  constable  to  his  side. 

"Here,  Jack,"  he  said,  "(luit  that  drink- 
ing and  arrest  this  man.     Can't  you  see 


he  is  threatening  me  with  his  loaded,  lit- 
tle son-of-a-gun  ?  Constable  do  your 
duty." 

Now,  though  Jack  Bores  had  been  con- 
stable of  the  town  for  over  five  years, 
this  was  the  first  time  he  had  ever  been 
called  upon  in  his  offical  capacity,  so 
filled  with  zeal  and  bad  whiskey,  he 
promptly  became  vigilant.  A  strong  man 
at  any  time,  the  drink  had  made  him 
doubly  strong,  so  he  bore  down  upon 
the  luckless  Straker,  dashed  the  revolver 
from  his  hand  and  took  him  away. 

Evergreen  does  not  boast  of  a  lock- 
up ;  and  where  Jack  took  his  man  Will- 
son  didn't  know  or  care,  so  long  as  the 
farmers  were  able  to  save  the  wheat. 
The  men  were  getting  tired,  so  they  call- 
ed off  until  after  supper,  and  had  another 
meeting  when  WTllson  explained  what 
had  happened. 

Number  four  eastbound  w-as  due  in 
thirty  minutes,  so  they  brought  out  Stra- 
ker and  sat  him  on  the  platform  and 
talked  to  him.  Cheeseman,  though  a 
good  ^lethodist,  had  taken  some  drinks 
to  help  him  in  his  shovelling  operations, 
so  he  forgot  his  high  morals  and  went 
back  to  the  language  of  his  ranching 
days  before  he  found  words  really  befit- 
ting the  occasion.  Leech  followed  hhn 
and  in  broad  Scotch  cursed  the  abject 
looking  man,  cursed  his  near  and  distant 
relations,  cursed  his  ancestors,  descend- 
ants and  generations  yet  unborn,  and 
finally  cursed  his  elevator  and  personal 
property.  Such  invective  was  never 
heard  between  the  two  seas.  Carter,  his 
late  employee,  stepped  up  and  spoke  in 
the  language  of  Missouri  River,  most  po- 
litely and  adorned  with  the  indispensable 
urbane  smile.  Still  it  seemed  to  hurt 
the  big  man  all  the  same. 

Einally  Wilison  spoke,  "Give  him  those 
keys,  Dave,"  and  Carter  threw  them  at 
him,  "here's  your  precious  letter  of  in- 
troduction, though  heaven  knows  we 
don't  need  introducing  now,  and  none 
of  us  care  to  see  it  anyhow,  for  we  don't 
care  a  twopenny  cuss  who  you  are  or 
what  you  are,"  and  he  threw  the  letter 
down  at  him.  "Now  here's  number  four 
coming  right  along  and  if  you  don't  jump 
aboard  (the  hotel  man  is  right  here  with 
your  grip)  you'll  get  pulled  for  attempt- 
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cd  murder  under  the  laws  of  the  Uomin-  .carefully  drew     the  revolver     from  his 

ion  of  Canada  in  general  and  the  enact-  jjocket  and  having     ejected     the  shells, 

ments  of  the   Province  of   Manitoba   in  carefully     aimed   at   the     half-prostrate 

particular;    and  I  may  say  that  we  have  Mr.   Straker.  hitting  him   in  the   centre 

a  pretty  slick  magistrate  here  too.     You  of  his  vest. 

can   come   right   up  again   tomornnv   as  ..j.^^  ^,^^  ^,^^„^    ^^,^,  ^^^^^^  ..  ^^jj^.^, 

soon  as  we  ye  got  all  our  wheat,  and  pack  ^,^^  ,^^^^^^.^^     ^^^^^     ^^.^^^      •'because  you 

up  your  old  chicken-coop  of  an  elevator  ^  ^^..^^^^  ^^  ^,^^^^^  ^.^^^^^^^,j.  ^^^^,  ^j^^,^ 

on  a  tlat-car  and  take  it  home   tor  hre-  ^.^^;^.^j  ,^^  ^^^^^^.  ^^^^^  ^.^^^  ,^^^j  ^,^^^^^.  -^  ^^,, 

^^™-    ,        .             ,,    ,  .          ,   M      e.  be  angrv  with  me  for  it." 

Number  tour  pulled  m  and  Mr.  btra-  .^       ,'     r-                 1     .  .1    •                      1 

ker,   followed   bv  his   grip,   was  thrown  ^,  ^^^^'^  ^TiT' ,    n    ^'^'-^'•'  g^";^f  "^ 

uncWemoniously   aboard,   his   coat   torn,  the    farmers   bluffed   them   out   of   their 

his  hat  dented  bevond   recognition,  and  grain. 

his  boots  covered  with  mud.  As  the  cars  WiHson  returned  lo  find  another  keg 
drew  out  of  the  station  he  had  not  suffi-  and  skin  his  teller  afresh,  and  Uave  went 
cient  energy  left  to  shake  his  fist  at  the  l>ack  to  tighten  up  a  nut  on  his  gang- 
departing  town  and  its  inhabitants.     He  plow. 

just  sat  down  on  the  platform  of  the  par-  JJy  the  morning  the  elevator  was  emp- 

lor  car  at  the  rear  and  sobbed,  while  the  ty  and  the  grain  well  on  its  way  to  Fort 

black  attendant  lifted  him  up.  William  in  the  names     of  the     farmers 

As  the  car  passed  the  banker.  Willson  themselves. 

The  Passing  of  the  Year* 

Agnes  Lockhart  Hughes 

The  winds  were  sighing  wearily  ; 

The  chimes  began  to  play  ; — 
And  snow-clad  elfs  were  gathering. 

Along  the  year's  highway. 
The  icy  mirror  on  the  brook — 

Crashed  with  an  ominous  sound. 
And  clovers  sweet  with  grasses,  slept. 

In  frosty  fetters,  bound. 
A  knight  in  ermine  suit,  passed  by — 

With  helmet — snowy-white  ; 
While  low  the  hooded  grasses  knelt, 

And  said  their  prayers  in   fright. 
This  gay  young  princeling,  hummed  a  song — 

And  bore  a  rose  of  red. 
While  gleaming  like  a  sapphire  crown. 

Sweet  violets  wreathed  his  head. 
Then,  when  the  sunbeams  came  to  earth. 

To  warm  the  ground  grown  cold. — 
They  kissed  the  frosty  elfin  sprites, 

And  fused  their  hearts  with  gold. 
Now,  when  the  fire's  ruddy  gleam, — 

^\'ithin  the  maple  trees. 
And  bluebirds  pipe  a  sweet  farewell, 

To  Autumn's  chilling  breeze, — 
Just  hark, — the  knight  in  ermine  dressed, 

Who  laughs  without  a  care. 
And  dancing  down  the  aisle  of  Time. — 

Sings. — "Hail,  thou  glad  Xew  Year." 


Charles  S.  Douglas. 


Xenophon. 


THE  •'Builders  of  the  West"  is  cer- 
tainly a  most  alluring  theme  and 
it  transcends  in  interest  even  the 
"Anabasis"  with  which  the  name 
of  my  projenitor,  the  illustrious  Athenian 
Historian,  is  identified.  What  was  the 
Expedition  of  Cyrus  against  Artaxerxes 
n  compared  with  the  exploits  of  the 
Western  Pioneers  who  fought  their  way 
not  only  against  myriads  of  men  who  op- 
posed their  march  and  against  the  forces 
of  nature,  but  also  against  ignorance 
which  averred  that  the  Conquest  of  the 
Prairies  was  beyond  human  accomplish- 
ment and  that  the  penetration  of  the 
Rockies  was  as  quixotic  as  the  establish- 
ment of  wireless  telegraphy  with  ]\lars  or 
Saturn  ? 

These  Pioneers,  however,  were  ani- 
mated by  a  soul  and  spirit  both  of  cur- 
iosity and  courage  ;  and  they  scorned  to 
be  deterred  by  the  misanthropic  ravings 
with  which  their  ears  were  continually 
dinned.  They  refused  to  consult  any 
Oracle,  except  the  oracle  of  conviction 
and  determination ;  and  the  only  Star 
which  they  followed  was  one  which  re- 
fracted its  light  from  behind — the  Star 
of  Experience. 

As  quickly  as  they  advanced,  step  by 
step  as  they  progressed,  that  star,  con- 
stantlv  gathering  new  lustre,  sent  its  pos- 
terior light  in  alluring  rays  before  them 
until  the  Prairies  were  traversed;  and 
the  Rockies  and  Selkirks  relaxing  their 


stern  forbidding  frown,  smiled  sweetly 
at  the  prowess  of  the  Pioneers  and  re- 
vealed to  them  Vales  and  Valleys  of  sur- 
passing richness,  Rivers,  Lakes  and 
Streams  of  super-abundant  piscatorial 
wealth,  Forests  flourishing  with  the 
growths  of  centuries,  and  Mines  which 
contained  inexhaustible  stores  of  all  the 
minerals  which  have  been  the  quest  of 
mankind  ever  since  history  shed  its  faint- 
est glimmer  upon  their  insatiable  aspir- 
ation for  all  that  the  earth  contained. 

The  Pioneer  felt  instantly  requited  by 
his  discovery,  for  the  discovery  was  the 
vindication  of  a  mental  conception  which, 
until  realized,  was  more  poetical  than 
logical.  He  had  his  reward;  and  today 
he  has  the  reverent  admiration  of  every 
man  and  woman  in  the  Dominion  whose 
richness  is  now  the  conjoint  heritage  of 
a  progressive,  peace-loving  and  homo- 
geneous people. 

No  brighter  lustre  could  adorn  his 
brow,  no  star  in  his  victorious  diadem 
could  gleam  with  more  effulgence,  than 
the  beam  of  Happiness,  Contentment  and 
Prosperity  which  radiates  from  and 
through  every  heart  and  home  in  the  land 
which  his  first  white-foot  trod  amid  trials, 
vicissitudes  and  dangers  which  no  one 
knew  but  his  own  courageous  soul. 

But  great  as  were  the  deeds  of  the 
discovering  Pioneers  they  pale  before  the 
marvellous  achievements  of  the  men  who 
within  the  past  thirty  or  forty  years  have 
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made  Canada  the  Idol  of  Tiiii  Emimri:. 
I  use  the  word  in  its  noblest  sense ;  for 
the  land  to  which  the  ai)])ellation  is 
given,  is  beloved  by  her  own  peojile  and 
admired  by  the  stranfjer  in  the  remotest 
ends  of  the  earth. 

Intellect — C()ura,q;eous   and   stui)en(lous 
intellect — must  have  allied  itself  with  un- 


(Jne    U(jminiiMi   and   afterwards   a    Con- 
solidated  Xatifjn. 

Tatriotism.  I  have  always  held,  is  the 
creative  element  of  prf)phetic  genius :  and 
both  patriotism  and  prophecy  were  su- 
])erlatively  dennjnstrated  in  the  devoted 
deeds  of  Love  and  Loyalty  which  the 
men   of   the    Sixties   and   Seventies  and 


faltering  faith  to  invest  these  men  with 
the  almost  miraculous  power  of  grap- 
pling with  problems  which  varied  with 
the  varying  physical,  topographical  and 
climatic  phenomena  of  the  vast  domain 
which  thev  were  resolved  should  first  be 


Plighties  ])erfonned  to  advance  and  omi- 
sunnnate  the  project  on  which  they  had 
set  their  heart. 

Distance  which  "lends  enchantment  to 
the  view."'  always  discourages  the  faint 
and  feeble-hearted  ;   but  it  served  only  to 
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imbue  these  men  with  firmer  faith  in 
schemes  which  others  decried  as  the 
merest  erratic  trancendentalism. 

These  men,  however,  were  possessed 
of  hero  souls :  and  they  rose  to  the 
heights,  and  expanded  to  the  greatest 
demands,  of  their  gigantic  projects.  They 
stood  on  an  eminence  while  the  herd  of 
their  detractors  nmrmured  below  at  their 
supposed   infatuation   and  extravagance. 

There  is  nothing  more  entrancing  and 
entertaining  than  to  listen  to  one  of  the 
men  who  remembers,  and  participated  in, 
tlie  contests  for  Confederation  and  for 
making  the  first  Steel  Belt  around  the 
Dominion.  How  these  men  even  yet  in 
the  calm  surroundings  of  business  and 
private  life,  seem  to  be  transported  to 
another  sphere  when  an  inquisitive  friend 
or  a  ])ruricnt  interrogator  projects  a  con- 
undrum as  to  the  way  in  which  "the 
thing  was  accomplished."  "Accom- 
plished!" they  will  say;  "IVc  did  it!" 

I  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  one  of 
these  men  recently ;  and  as  his  face 
beamed  with  triumph,  I  shall  not  readily 
forget  the  force  and  eloquence  of  his 
words.  It  was  Mk.  C.  S.  Douglas, 
the  essential  type  of  man  described  by 
"Sana  mens  in  sano  corporc."  He  has 
passed  through  many  phases  of  life ;  and 
though  a  Scotchman  iDy  descent  and  an 
American  by  birth — neither  of  these  is 
his  fault  remember — he  became  in  his 
early  boyhood  an  adopted  son  of  Canada 
to  which  he  has  given  his  loyalty  and 
love  during  all  the  intervening  years. 
This  act  of  adoption  is  one  of  the  first 
evidences  of  that  virtue  and  wisdom 
which  still  denote  his  character. 

Lawyers  and  Journalists  have  contri- 
buted more  than  all  other  classes  of 
men  to  Canadian  Statesmanship ;  and 
Journalism  had  the  honour  of  perfecting 
Mr.  Douglas  for  the  great  work  in  which 
he  participated,  and  which  he  is  still 
hopeful  of  seeing  far  advanced  towards 
accomplishment. 

When  the  fierce  conflicts  were  pro- 
ceeding as  to  the  construction  of  the  C. 
P.  R.  and  as  to  whether  the  trade  of  the 
country  should  be  trended  from  East  to 
West  or  deflected  from  North  to  South 
Mr.  Douglas  was  the  Editor  and  i)ro- 
prietor  of  "The   International,"  a  daily 


paper  in  the  town  of  Emerson,  Mani- 
toba ;  and  as  he  sat  as  ^lember  for  Em- 
erson in  the  Legislative  Assembly  of 
Manitoba  from  1883  to  1889  he  had,  in 
his  two-fold  capacity  of  Journalist  and 
Legislator,  a  double  responsibility  in  for- 
mulating, and  influence  in  projecting,  the 
policy  which  has  made  Manitoba  the 
prosperous  Province  that  it  is  today.    . 

The  glow  of  his  cheek  and  the  sparkle 
of  his  eye — a  triumphant  sparkle — is  still 
before  me  as  he  recounted  the  arguments, 
pro  and  con,  in  relation  to  the  transcon- 
tinental railway  proposals.  Winnipeg 
then  was  only  a  hamlet,  more  western 
towns  mere  clusters  of  huts ;  and  even 
to  such  Statesmen  as  Edward  Blake, 
British  Columbia  was  "only  a  Sea  of 
Mountains."  Blake  is  an  Irishman,  and 
therefore  his  mixed  metaphor  was  in 
some  degree  comprehensible  to  Douglas ; 
but  the  narrow  pessimism,  and  the  blind 
disbelief  in  British  Columbia  which 
marked  many  of  Blake's  utterances,  Mr. 
Douglas  has  not  forgotten,  though  he  is 
generous  enough — victory  is  the  father 
of  generosity — to  say  they  are  long  since 
forgiven ;  for  Blake  and  his  friends 
lived  to  regret  and  retract  much  of  what 
they  had  said  and  done  in  frustration  of 
the  project  which  has  so  largely  contri- 
buted to  the  making  of  Canada. 

We  need  not  wade  through  the  years. 
Mr.  Douglas  at  least  had  faith  in  British 
Columbia  ;  for  he  relinquished  his  pub- 
lishing business  and  journalistic  work  in 
Manitoba  and  came  straight  to  Vancou- 
ver where  he  has  been  ever  since. 

His  old  profession  had  a  certain  fas- 
cination for  him ;  and  after  coming  here 
more  than  one  proposition  and  induce- 
ment were  held  out  to  him  to  continue  in 
the  field. 

But  feeling  that  he  was  destined  to  be 
a  N'ancouverite  almost  from  the  birth  of 
the  city  upward,  he  parted  from  jour- 
nalism and  became  what  he  is  today — a 
practical  and  fervent  believer  in  Van- 
couver, and  in  Vancouver's  Real  Estate. 
I  thought  he  had  exhausted  his  enthu- 
siasm and  eloquence  over  the  develop- 
ment of  the  interior ;  but  when  he  di- 
lated upon  British  Columbia  and  espe- 
ciall}-  on  \'ancouver  his  thoughts  ascend- 
ed,   his   outlook   widened,    and   his    Ian- 
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guage  expanded  to  cosmopolilan  dimen- 
sions. 

Vancouver  he  is  sure  must  be  the 
Liverpool  of  the  Pacific — aye  the  Lon- 
don, Liverjiool  and  Cllasgow  all  in  one. 
The  London  and  Liverpool  as  a  ship- 
ping centre,  and  the  (ilasgovv  as  a  con- 
structor of  the  magnificent  Mercantile 
Marine  which  he  predicts  Canadian 
Commerce  will  e'er  long  require  to  con- 
vey its  products  over  the  (ilobe. 

Belief  in  \'ancouver  as  the  greatest 
Pacific  Port  and  Harbour  of  the  future 
has  brought  before  Mr.  Douglas's  mind 
many  pressing  ])roblems  which  must  be 
presently  solved  or  at  least  projected  up- 
on lines  of  a  gradual  solution.  Some  of 
these  are  the  expropriation  of  private  in- 
dividuals, and  corporations  owning  and 
controlling  the  Foreshore  and  Riparian 
Rights ;  the  acquisition  by  the  city  of 
all  the  Water  Fronts ;  the  widening  and 
deepening  of  False  Creek ;  the  construc- 
tion of  a  Dry  Dock ;  and  the  constitu- 
tion of  a  Board  of  Harbour  Commis- 
sioners with  both  controlling  and  con- 
structive powers. 

These  with  several  ancillary  proposals. 
seem  absolutely  indispensable  to  the  fu- 
ture of  the  Harbour.  They  are  all  feas- 
ible:  and   Mr.   Douglas  has  worked  out 


the  financial  aspects  of  them  on  the  basis 
of  a  minimum  present  expenditure  in 
order  to  secure  an  ultimate  source  of 
enormous  revenue  to  the  city. 

A  Bridge  over  the  Second  Narrows  is 
also  in  his  opinion  necessary  in  view  of 
the  fact  that  the  Canadian  Northern  and 
(irand  Trunk  Pacific  Railways  will,  or 
rather  nuist,  make  Vancouver  their  final 
British  Columbia  destination.  These 
Railways  with  the  Canadian  Pacific  will 
trend  the  traffic  of  wheat  and  oil  other 
products  of  the  Northwest  from  as  far 
as  Moosejaw  straight  through  to  \'an- 
coiuer  which  Mr.  Douglas  says  will  be  a 
cheaper  point  for  Land  Transportation 
and  a  better  point  for  (Jcean  Shipment, 
than  even  the  best  of  the  Eastern  Ports. 

Mr.  Douglas's  proposals  are  huge,  but 
they  are,  like  himself,  essentially  prac- 
tical ;  and  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  his  suc- 
ceeding years  may  see  him  assuming 
positions  of  public  influence  and  import- 
ance to  enable  him  to  crown  a  successful 
business  career  with  valiant  achieve- 
ments for  the  development  and  expan- 
sion of  British  Columbia  and  the  eleva- 
tion and  extension  of  his  Idol  and  our 
Ideal  City,  l^ancoin'cr,  the  Gatcicay  of 
the  West'. 


28 


^Y  E  S  T  W  A  E  D    HO!     MAGAZINE 


Trapping  in  Northern  Wilds* 


Hon.  C.  H.  Mackintosh 


THE  Romance  of  the  Fur  Trade ! 
An  Empire  transferred  to  "The 
Company  of  Adventurers,"  com- 
prising a  galaxy  of  prismatic 
courtiers,  in  return  for  the  annual  con- 
tribution of  a  few  pelts,  fewer  promises 
and  fulsome  declarations  of  fervid  loy- 
alty. The  subject  has  already  been  di- 
lated upon  by  prolific  historians,  pro- 
foundly discussed  by  generations  of 
statesmen  and  pondered  over  by  philo- 
■^ophers  not  directly  afifected  by  financial 
results.  Doubtless  within  a  few  months 
the  Hudson's  Bay  Company,  with  all  its 
picturesque  past  will  cease  to  exist,  to 
l)ecome  a  powerful  commercial  concern, 
trading  as  well  in  lands  where  once 
roamed  myriads  of  fur-bearing  and  di- 
vidend yielding  specimens  of  animal  life. 
The  North-West  Company  long  ago 
[•assed  to  oblivion ;  the  army  of  traders, 
trappers  and  voyageurs  disappearing 
II  «m   the   Ottawa,   Lakes    Superior   and 


\\'innipegosis,  seeking  spheres  for  ac- 
tivity far  removed  from  the  original 
posts.  "Red  River"  (the  land  which  ex- 
cited Lord  Selkirk's  cupidity)  instead 
of  bufifalo,  beaver,  martin,  and  fox,  is 
now  pouring  millions  of  bushels  of  cer- 
eals into  the  world's  granary.  "Fort 
Garry"  has  indeed  dwarfed  the  prophe- 
cies of  its  founders,  Winnipeg,  a  mag- 
nificent city,  the  Capital  of  Manitoba, 
occupying  the  site  where  once  British 
and  French  half-breed  and  Indian  strove 
for  supremacy.  l-\irther  west  the  pre- 
sent Provinces  of  Saskatchewan  and  Al- 
berta, a  vast  expanse  of  prairie  extending 
from  the  boundi^ies  of  Manitoba  to  foot- 
hills of  the  Rockies,  are,  as  all  know, 
now  great  farming  and  stock  raising  cen- 
tres. Cities,  towns,  villages  and  hamlets 
cover  the  bufltalo  "wallows,"  hunters  and 
trappers  being  forced  to  seek  new  fields 
in  the  Northern  and  Western  confines  of 
the  Canadian  Territories  and  the  wilds 
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of  British  Columbia.  The  Indian,  relent- 
lessly active,  slaughtered  his  best  friend, 
the  bison,  ultimately  becoming  a  govern- 
ment ward  and  surrendering  his  primeval 
right  to  the  prairie.  Like  the  buffalo, 
he  too  is  disappearing,  but  neither  so 
suddenly  nor  so  rapidly,  and  too  often  is 
only  in  evidence  as  a  treaty-sustained  in- 
truder whose  glory  and  reminiscent 
prowess  have  crossed  the  Great  Divide. 
At  times  the  traveller  comes  across  "My 
Lady  of  the  Snows."  whose  knotched 
stick  shews  that  she  lived  in  the  grand 
old  days  of  the  Red  Man's  supremacy. 
The  following  was  taken  from  life  : 


An  Old  Timer. 

The  modern  Canadian  Indian  seldom 
distinguishes  liimself  as  an  expert  trap- 
per, never  a  considerate  or  reasonable 
hunter.  He  once  loved  the  plains,  his 
dogs  or  his  canoe,  but  the  morrow  to 
him  never  came.  He  killed  big  game 
with  pnnligal  indifference  :  today  in  Sas- 
katchewan and  Alberta,  he  stays  upon 
his  reserve,  sometimes  starts  out  as  a 
guide  or  on  a  hunting  expedition.  Too 
often,  he  is  discovered  extending  moral 
sup])ort  to  his  s(|ua\v,  haunting  railway 
stations,  selling  deftly  polished  cow 
horns,     jjassengers     bearing     these     oft' 


triumphantly  as  last  mementos  of  the 
buffalo  epoch.  It  is  marvellous  how  the 
supply  holds  out!  The  man  of  experi- 
ence, however,  is  well  aware  of  the  fact 
that  a  real  bison's  horn  or  head  is  as  dif- 
ficult to  procure  as  a  good  buffalo  skin 
or  overcoat.  Long  ago  car-loads  of 
horns  were  gathered  from  the  prairie 
and  conveved  to  various  phosphate '  fac- 
tories, being  converted  into  fertilising 
powder. 

Where  Indians  hunt  big  game,  they 
corral  and  indiscriminately  destroy  with 
a  relentless  avidity  commemorative  of 
the  "brave"  days  of  old.  The  British, 
American,  French  Canadian  and  half- 
breed  virtually  monopolize  hunting  and 
trapping  districts  at  the  present  time  and 
only  in  emergent  cases  are  Indian  guides 
brought  into  requisition.  One  of  these, 
Jonas  Benjamin,  and  another  called  Bea- 
ver, have  both  had  wide  experience  as 
guides.  Trapping  in  the  North-West 
Territories  and  across  the  continental  Di- 
vide has  become  not  only  a  popular 
source  of  amusement  for  those  who  can 
afford  to  indulge  in  this  sport,  but  has 
also  become  a  legitimate  industry,  many 
of  those  prosecuting  that  arduous  occu- 
pation, thinking  less  of  the  financial  pro- 
fits than  of  the  excitement  and  independ- 
ence of  their  calling.  When,  twenty- 
two  years  ago  the  first  transcontinental 
train  passed  from  Montreal  to  WinnipLL; 
and  across  the  prairies,  piercing  the 
Rockies  and  Selkirks,  the  prospector 
with  pack  and  pick  and  "gun"  ;  the  tour- 
ist in  knickerbockers  and  deer  stalkers, 
the  hunter  and  trapper  with  parapher- 
nalia common  to  the  mountains, — all  ex- 
perienced the  exhilirating  novelty  of  con- 
templating and  conquering  vvdiat  to  them 
seemed  a  new  world.  Today,  in  the  re- 
cesses of  the  mountains,  charming  cha- 
lets, Alpine  guides,  domestic  comforts 
and  romantic  environment  are  provided 
for  those  inclined  to  restful  methods.  In 
no  such  civilized  retreat  does  the  tra|i- 
per  seek  his  quarrv  ;  he  must  go  where 
Nature  reigns  supreme,  spurn  modern 
luxuries  and  accept  with  equanimity  cli- 
matic changes,  hand  to  hand  encounters 
with  grizzly  or  black  bear,  the  perils  of 
surmounting  glacial  obstacles  and  above 
all,   face  the  awful   solitude,   the  mvstic 
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quietude  of  a  six  months'  sojourn  in 
wilds  where,  mayhap,  human  foot  may 
never  have  trodden,  trusting  in  Provi- 
dence to  uncertainties  of  his  romantic 
existence. 

At  the  head  of  this  article  will 
be  found  a  "snap  shot"  of  William 
Sinii)son.  who  for  many  years  has  ex- 
plored the  country  and  for  some  time 
acted  as  guide  in  the  hunting  and  traj)- 
ping  grounds  hetween  Laggan  and  the 
Athabasca  river.  It  may  be  interesting 
to  accompany  Simpson  on  one  of  his 
expeditions  (luring  the  trapping  season. 


Route   Chart. 

ordinary  times,  late  in  the  Autumn 
^arly  in  the  Spring,  ui)on  arriving  at 
^iven  point,   what  is  called   a  "pen." 

'  instructed.    Two  trees,  in  close  prox- 

ly — say,  seven  or  eight  inches  apart. 

re  selected;  then  dead  logs  are  j^ro- 
rcd.  each  end  being  forced  into  the 
i'tch  between  the  two  standing  trees. 
'   long  ends  being  made  in  the  form  of 

inverted  "V."  The  bait  consists  of 
:  -e  flesh,  or  failing  that.  decom]iosing 


fish.  The  trap  is  placed  a  little  to  (»nc 
side  of  the  opening  in  the  "\  "  and  small 
stakes,  abtnit  four  inches  in  length,  dri- 
ven on  the  outside  of  the  jaws  of  the 
trap.  This  is  done  to  prevent  any  stray 
or  inquisitive  animal  stepping  into  the 
jaws  and  springing  the  trap.  The  trap  is 
then  covered  with  moss,  brambles  on 
grass.  Usually,  a  stick,  about  two  in- 
ches long  and  a  quarter  of  an  inch  thick, 
is  ])laced  under  the  pan  of  the  trap,  to 
prevent  small  animals  disturbing  it.  The 
prop  is  green  and  easily  broken  or  is 
sometimes  bent,  to  make  sure  that  bruin 
or  wolverine  or  linx,  once  in,  would  be 
held  fast  by  its  own  weight.  When 
horse  flesh  or  decompo.sed  fish  are  not 
handy,  beef  is  used  as  bait.  A  little  on 
one  side  of  the  trap  and  the  outside  open- 


In  the   Trap. 

ing  of  the  i)an.  some  dry  limbs,  about  an 
inch  thick  and  nearly  two  feet  in  lengl'n 
are  placed ;  this  is  done  to  i)revent  a 
bear  getting  on  the  outside  of  the  trap, 
the  animals  being  very  careful  as  to 
where  they  jjlace  their  paws,  frequently 
feeling  their  way  and  moving  cat-like 
towards  any  object  attracting  their  at- 
tention. The  "pan"  is  also  covered  with 
fine  grass,  as  the  (piarry  is  more  readily 
deceived  by  this  ])rocess.  The  log  to 
which  the  traj)  is  fastened  is  sound  and 
of  good  girth.  .\t  times  the  trapped  ani- 
mal remains  (piiet  for  consitlerable  time, 
studying  the  best  means  of  escape. 

The  accomi)anying.   is   from   a  photo - 
grai)h  t-iken  fron'i  life  by  Mr.  Simjjson. 
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On  one  occasion,  arriving  at  the  Saskat- 
chewan, early  in  the  spring,  Simpson 
found  that  a  trapped  bear,  had,  with  his 
hind  paws,  excavated  a  hole  half  his  own 
length,  and  from  that  vantage  point, 
raised  tlie  trap  and  pounded  it  ferocious- 
ly against  a  fallen  log,  the  huge  paws 
bristling  with  formidable  steel-like  claws. 
He  was  soon  despatched  and  added  to 
the  winter's  trophies. 

The  traps  in  general  use  are  Number 
5  or  15  Xewhouse,  mostly  manufactured 
at  present,  in  the  United  States.  They 
weigh  from  seventeen  to  twenty -two 
pounds.  Those  considered  most  tena- 
cious in  holding,  have  no  teeth  or  other 
indentation  or  have  what  is  termed  the 
olT-set  jaw.  These  latter  have  teeth,  but 
when  closed  there  is  a  space  of  about  an 
inch  between  the  jaws,  the  teeth  dove- 
tailing, leaving  a  little  space  for  play, 
preventing  the  bear  lacerating  limbs  or 
destroying  the  fur.  The  trap  is  held  by 
a  chain  eighteen  inches  long  and  on  the 
end  a  six-inch  ring,  although  some  trap- 
pers substitute  a  nine-inch  ring,  and  con- 
sider the  change  a  great  improvement. 
The  chain  is  then  attached  to  a  log  about 
eight  feet  long — thus  enabling  the  bear 
to  draw  it  after  him  through  the  brush. 
It  is  whittled  at  one  end,  to  permit  of  the 
ring  being  driven  over  and  fitted  tightly. 
The  trapper  is  then  ready  for  business  in 
other  directions. 

One  hundred  and  fifty  miles  north  of 
the  south  branch  of  the  Saskatchewan, 
big  game  trapping  has  hitherto  proved 
fairly  remunerative.  As  has  been  said, 
the  trapper  is  beyond  modern  civilization. 
For  six  months  in  the  year  he  travels  on 
snowshoes,  sleeps  sometimes  in  a  wolver- 
ine or  linx-lined  bag  and  frequently  is 
obliged  to  depend  upon  the  locality  for 
rations,  unless  having  an  appetite  for 
"pemmican."  Winter  traps  are  covered 
by  an  arch  of  spruce  bows,  thus  guarding 
the  traps  against  snowfalls  and  conse- 
quent disability  should  an  animal  step 
upon  them.  They  are  set  under  wide 
spreading  trees,  the  branches  of  which 
shed  the  snow  outside  the  radius  of  the 
traps.  This  does  not  apply  to  the  trap- 
ping of  small  game  and  fur-bearing  ani- 
mals ;  bear  traps  are  never  set,  until  the 
spring  opens,  usually  about  the  first  week 


in  April,  continuing  until  the  15th  of 
June.  After  that  bears  shed  their  coats 
and  possess  little  marketable  value.  No 
animal  is  more  vicious  than  a  trapped 
lynx.  He  will  tear  himself  to  pieces  in 
a  wild  efiiort  to  regain  liberty.  For  in- 
stance, Simpson,  visiting  his  trapping 
post,  on  one  occasion,  found  a  lynx  mak- 
ing frantic  movements  to  withdraw  from 
the  trap.  He  had  all  but  scraped  the 
fur  from  his  left  paw  and  had  gnawed 
with  might  and  main  at  the  stick, 
which  at  last  succumbed.  In  a 
second,  the  animal  was  climbing  an  ad- 
jacent tree,  but  came  to  earth  consequent 
■ipon  being  shot  through  the  head  by 
Simpson's  revolver. 


Trapped   'Lya-x.. 

As  many  hunters  know,  the  lynx  is  a 
species  of  big  w^ild  cat,  called  in  the 
United  States  "Bob-cat,"  a  much  smaller 
animal.  Formerly  the  Indians  gave  the 
lynx  the  name  of  Indian  Devil ;  possibly 
there  was  reason  for  it,  although  the 
Xorth-\\'est  lynx  is  a  cowardly  quadru- 
ped and  it  may  be  that  the  Cougar  or 
Mountain  lion  had  been  confounded  with 
the  lynx.  The  former  is  a  nasty  cus- 
tomer, hairy  but  not  furry,  and,  if  at  all, 
a  very  distant  member  of  the  lynx  family. 
The  wolverine  is  another  fur  contribut- 
ing denizen  of  North-West  wilds.  It 
will  steal  anything,  even  a  traveller's 
boots,  moccasins  or  snow^-shoes.  Cun- 
ning, it  will  undermine  a  cabin,  with  the 
instinct  of  a  trained  engineer;  it  can 
readily  break  from  a  bear  trap,  is  sav- 
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age  when  trapped,  but  never  anxious  to 
fight  its  captor.  Hunter's,  having 
"cached"  their  suppHes  in  the  crotches  of 
trees  and  bound  the  parcel  with  ropes, 
were  amazed  in  the  morning  to  (Hscover 
that  a  wolverine  had  eaten  through  the 
ru];es  and  made  off  with  their  '•grub 
stake."  The  wolverine  weighs  about 
forty  pounds,  has  a  long  body  and  short 
legs  and  has  been  found  at  times  minus 
one  paw,  or  all  his  claws  off — still  do- 
ing business  as  though  enjoying  full  phy- 
sical vigour.  This  beast  can  chew 
through  a  trap  anchor  and  the  only  re- 
deeming feature  about  him  is  that  his 
fur  is  a  capital  lining  for  sleeping  bags 


and  even  overcoats,  the  skin  being  light 
and  well  ccnercd.  The  average  'catch" 
of  a  trai)per  during  the  winter  season's 
work  (omitting  bear  skiiiN — which  vary 
in  value  and  number)  is  as  IcjUows: 
iMartin,  50  or  (lO,  value,  each.  .$«;.oo 

Lynx,  20,  value,  each 8.00 

VVolverine,  2,  value,  each  ....   7.00 
Fox   (red  and  cross)   average, 

value,   each    7.00 

( )r  about  $700  for  a  winter's  work,  and  it 
means  hardshi]),  toil  and  patience.  The 
man  ])ossessing  courage,  endurance  and 
intelligence,  sufficient  U)  be  a  g<Jod  trap- 
per, should  amass  a  fortune  in  any  other 
cabins:  of  life. 


A    Season's    Catch. 


Two  Typical  Knockers. 

Edgar  W.  Dynes 


I 


STOOD  at  the  foot  of  First  street, 

Edmonton,    Alberta.      At   my   back 

was  a  growing,  throbbing  city  that 

had  been  my  admiration  for  a  day. 

clore   me    stretched    one    of   the   most 

■autiful  of  landscapes.     Far  below  was 

ic  mighty    Saskatchewan,   and   far   be- 

md  were  miles  upon  miles  of  pictur- 

iue    poplar   and     interspersed     willow 

1  hundreds  upon  hundreds  of  acres  of 

ixinor  wheat  and  fifrain. 


What  a  picture!  And  I  had  f.)rg.)tten 
the  camera. 

"It's  not  too  bad."  said  a  man  at  my 
elbow.  "But,  then  it'll  never  ripen."  A 
month  later,  some  fields  averagetl  fi>rty 
bushels  to  the  acre! 

"Been  here  long?"  said  I  too  a  rather 
communicative  gentleman,  whom  I  met 
on  Jasper  avenue  a  little  later  in  the  same 
dav.     "Oh,  a  little  while.    Five  years." 

•'Seen  cpiite  a  lot  of  progress."!  com- 
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mented.  conning  over  in  my  mind  that 
in  the  period  named  Edmonton  had 
grown  from  a  town  of  five  thousand  to  a 
city  of  eighteen  thousand.  "Yes,  con- 
siderable."^ lie  drawled.  "I  wish  some 
one  had  pulled  me  into  a  real  estate  of- 
fice, when  1  first  came  here  and  made  me 
buv  a  few  lots.  But,  then  it's  only  a 
bubble— a  frozen  country— it'll  be  desert- 
ed in  five  years."  There  was  the  knocker 
again. 

1  drove  through  the  country.  How  I 
enjoyed  it!  I  had  never  seen  such  grain 
before;  I'm  not  sure  that  I  ever  will 
again.  Field  after  fie.d  that  would  yield 
thirty  to  forty  bushels. 

I  stopped  a  man  on  horseback  to  en- 
quire after  a  certain  house.  "Splendid 
crops,"  1  observed,  after  he  had  given 
me  the  direction.  "Oh.  fair,"  he  replied. 
"But,  wait  till  you  see  a  few  dry  years 
and  the  people  will  leave  this  country 
like  buflfalo  before  a  prairie  fire." 

"Would  I  never  get  clear  of  this  ilk, 
the  pessimist  knocker!" 

The  iron  horse  was  whisking  me 
through  one  of  the  most  beautiful  val- 
leys in  British  Columbia.  On  a  moun- 
tain just  above  was  a  mine  producing 
over  a  thousand  tons  of  copper  ore  per 
(lav ;  and  experts  have  estimates  that 
it  contains  ore  enough  to  warrant  pro- 
duction at  this  rate  for  the  next  one  hun- 
dred years.  It  is  even  now  paying  a  very 
good  profit. 

"Quite  a  mine."  I  said  to  a  fellow  pas- 
senger. "( )h.  yes.  but  it  will  soon  peter 
out." 

Good  fortune.  I  thought :  how  long  did 
he  expect  to  live  ?  The  inc\'itable 
knocker. 

Fruit  and  more  fruit !  Twenty-four 
boxes  on  a  seven-year-old  tree.  The  big 
red  ap])le :  juicy  and  luscious-  Trees 
bearing  a  fair  crop  three  years  after 
planting.  Just  like  the  old  farm  at  home, 
only  more  fruit  and  (|uicker  results.  I 
was  delighted. 

I    passed    a   bunch    of   loafers   on   the 


street  corner.     Listen     to  the     croaking 
comment ! 

"And  they  talk  about  growing  fruit  in 
this     country.     Pugh !     These     ten-acre 
fruit  ranches  will  only  be  a  cattle  pas- 
ture one  of  these   days."      My  knocker, 
friend  again,  of  course! 

But,  there  is  another  kind  of  knocker. 
He  is  as  different  from  the  knocker  I 
have  described  as  an  asp  is  from  an 
elephant  or  a  bumble  bee  from  a  giraflfe. 
He  is  the  knocker  wdio  wants  to  come 
into  and  help  to  develop  this  magnifi- 
cent heritage  which  the  other  knocker 
despises. 

I  like  to  call  him  the  new  knocker. 
Listen  ! 

He  is  knocking  at  the  door  of  Canada 
today.  The  wheat  grower  knocks :  he 
would  make  fruitful  our  western  plains. 
The  lumberman  knocks :  he  would  manu- 
facture our  forests  into  building  material. 
The  fruit  grower  knocks :  he  would  make 
our  fertile  valleys  to  blossom  as  the  rose. 
'I'he  manufacturer  knocks:  he  wants  to 
iiave  a  share  in  the  production  of  our 
factories  and  supplying  at  first  hand  the 
aants  of  the  people.  All  are  hopeful, 
optimistic,  conquering  men  who  do 
things.  They  are  men  of  will  and  men 
of  force  and  are  coming  from  here  and 
there  and  everywhere  by  the  thousand- 
Open  the  door!  The  new  knocker  mean 
Canada's  growth  and  crowning  glor_, 
even  within  the  lives  of  the  present  gen- 
eration. 

Thus  the  optimistic  annihilated  the  pe^ 
simestic,  and  so  I  have  recovered  somt, 
of  the  discomfiture  engendered  by  my 
first  experience  of  the  chronic  grumble 
and  grunter. 

One  knocker  offsets  the  other,  efifaces 
him.  and  transcends  him;  and  soon  I 
trust  that  Canada  will  be  so  busy  w4th 
the  prosperity  and  industry  inaugurated 
and  promoted  by  the  new  knocker  that 
there  will  be  neither  time  to  attend  to 
nor  place  for  the  pessimistic  specimen 
either  in  the  office  or  warehouse,  on  the 
street  or  on  the  farm. 


A  Cathedral  Romance. 


Christine  Barrett 


I   I  IAD  received  an  invitation  to  a  din- 
ner i)arty  at  the  Dean's.     1   live  in 
a  small  Cathedral  City,  where  dis- 
sipation, even  in  tlie  mild   form  of 
iiig-  out.   is  rare,   so   I   accepted   with 
lity  and  at  once  began  to  ponder  over 
,   '    j)Ossibilities  of  my   wardrobe.      I'ar- 
■~.  lis"  daughters  are  seldom  overburdeneti 
,  ill   tnis  world's  goods,  and  my  choice 
that   of   Hobson's.     The   important 
!it   of  costume   being  rapidly   settled, 
1   turned  my  thoughts  to  the  Dean,  and 
al-ii   to  *a   certain   nephew   of  that   kind. 
•iiid    reverend    old    gentieman.    whom    I 
had  met  at  various  local   functions,  anrl 
i   found  myself  hoping  with  an  earnest- 
ness quite  out  of  {proportion   to  the  oc- 
casion,  that   he   would  be  at   the   dinner 
party. 

The  much-lookecl-forward-to  night  ar- 
rived in  due  time,  and  I  set  forth  with 
the  dear  old  Dad,  for  the  Deanery.  It 
was  a  glorious  moon-lit  evening,  with  a 
suspicion  of  frost  in  the  still  air.  and  the 
grand  old  Cathedral  showed  towering 
and  majestic  against  the  invisible  blue 
of  the  sky.  Often  as  Dad  and  I  see 
it.  its  beauties  are  always  new  to  us,  and 
we  paused  now.  and  gazed  up  at  its 
mighty  centre  tower,  with  its  splendid 
contrasts  of  inky  shadows,  and  shining 
whiteness. 

"In  all  England  there  is  no  Cathedral 
like  our's.  Dad,"  I  said.  '"You're  right. 
my  dear."  he  answered,  "and  the  old 
place  is  at  its  best  tonight.  But  come. 
it  is  chilly,  and  I  am  sure  you  don't 
want  young  Neville  to  see  you  with  a 
pink-tipped  nose."  and  he  chuckled  sly- 
ly. "Oh,  Dad,  do  you  think  it  will  get 
red?  Come  on  at  once,  or  we  shall  be 
late."  And,  seizing  him  by  the  arm. 
I  hustled  the  dear  old  man  along  at  a 
pace,  which  I  thought,  even  if  it  did 
make  mv  nose  red.  would  at  any  rate 
paint  my  cheeks  to  match ! 


We  were  a  little  late,  and  everyone 
was  assembled  in  the  Drawing  Room, 
when  we  went  in.  The  Dean,  a  dear, 
comfortable  <jld  bachelor,  came  forward 
to  greet  us.  I  am  rather  a  favourite 
of  his.  so  it  was  some  time  before  he 
gave  me  a  chance  to  look  about  me,  and 
see  if  his  nephew  had  come  to  supjjort 
his  uncle  in  the  duties  of  host.  1  had 
not  far  to  look ;  he  was  c.ose  behind  me 
talking  to  Dad.  The  ne.\t  minute  my 
hand  was  in  his,  and,  I  knew  it  was  go- 
ing to  be  a  nice  dinner  party.  I  forgot 
all  about  my  nose,  I  don't  think  it  was 
very  red  after  all.  I  only  knew  that  his 
eyes  were  grey  and  tender,  and  that  his 
hand  held  mine  tightly  and  long.  His 
greeting  was  mundane,  however.  "It 
is  ages  since  I  saw  you.  but  I  am  to  take 
you  in  to  dinner;  so  if  you  aren't  very 
hungry,  we  will  make  up  for  all  the  con- 
versations we  have  missed  in  the  last — 
Oh!  ever  so  long."  It  was  only  a  fort- 
niglit  since  we  had  met.  but  it  filled  me 
with  an  imbecile  joy  that  he  should  think 
it  long. 

Striving,  however,  to  cast  a  decent 
veil  over  my  feelings,  I  answered  with 
rii]il)ancy,  as  I  laid  my  hand  on  his  im- 
maculate broadcloth  arm.  "I  have  a 
hunger  that  would  jnit  the  stoutest  yokel 
to  shame,  and  1  think  not  even  the  most 
thrilling  conversation  could  harden  my 
heart  to  the  very  delicious  provender 
the  Dean  always  places  before  his 
guests."  "Yes,  my  uncle  is  a  positive 
old  epicure,  isn't  he?  I  am  always  ex- 
l)ecting  him  to  invent  some  marvellous 
li(|ueur.  like  the  monks  of  old:  but  it  is 
Inirrid  of  you  to  be  hungry,  surely  no 
soup  ever  invented,  and  no  fish  ever 
hooked,  could  be  as  interesting  to  you  as 
my  enlightened  conversation."  "I  am 
not  at  all  sure  of  that,"  I  answered,  as 
we  seated  ourselves  at  the  table,  "how- 
ever,  vou  can  talk  while   I   eat.  and  bv 
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t'lie  time  dessert  is  put  on,  1  may  be 
able  to  give  a  decided  opinion."  "How 
can  you  be  so  unkind,"  he  murmured, 
"when  I  have  deserted  the  great  Baby- 
lon, at  the  imminent  risk  of  losing  many 
clients"  (he  is  a  lawyer)  "simply  and 
solely  for  the  pleasure  of  taking  you  in 
to  dinner."  "How  did  you  know  you 
would?"  I  couldn't  help  asking.  "I 
haven't  been  nephew  to  my  uncle  for  30 
years,"  he  replied,  "without  learning  how 
to  get  things  I  want  out  of  him."  "So 
I  am  a  thing!"  I  murmured  rashly.  "If 
you  are,"  he  began  eagerly,  "you  are 
tiie  sweetest  thing  I  know  and  I  want 
you  more  than  anything  else  in  the  world, 
Maisie  dear,  will  you?  "Mr.  Neville, 
you  will  join  the  glad  throng,  won't 
vou?"  cried  a  loud  and  cheerful  voice 
from  the  other  side  of  the  table,  "or 
don't  you  like  the  interior  of  Cathedrals 
bv  moonlight?  Arthur  (he  had  called 
me  .Maisie,  so  I  thought  I  might  at  any 
rate  think  of  him  as  Arthur)  muttered 
something  into  his  serviette,  that  might 
have  shocked  the  Dean,  had  he  heard 
him,  and  answered  after  a  scarcely  per- 
ceptible pause,  "I  shall  be  delighted  to 
join  any  glad  throng,  Mrs.  Harvey,  but 
don't  quite  grasp  the  plot;  what  throng? 
and  what  interior?"  "Why  we've  been 
persuading  the  Dean  to  take  us  into  the 
Cathedral  after  dinner,  and  see  how  the 
moonlight  shows  up  stained  glass,"  said 
Mrs.  Harvey,  the  cheery  Canadian  wife 
of  a  minor  Canon.  "I  guess  it  will  look 
just  fine,  and  all  those  frightful  gargoyles 
and  other  graven  images  may  look  hand- 
some for  once,  though  I  doubt  even  the 
moon  being  able  to  work  such  a  trans- 
formation ;  I  wouldn't  be  left  in  that 
place  alone  all  night,  not  for  a  million 
dollars,  I  guess  I  should  just  die  with 
fright.  Dean,  I  shall  hitch  myself  on 
to  you  all  the  time  we  are  in  there  to- 
night, and  don't  you  leave  me  for  a  mo- 
ment, or  my  brain  may  give  way,  Fred- 
dy," (to  her  husband  across  the  table) 
"I  guess  you  can  be  rear-guard,  I 
shouldn't  feel  safe  with  nothing  I  know 
of  behind  me,  and  you  are  better  than 
a  gargoyle  anyhow." 

A  roar  of  laughter  greeted  this  wifely 
remark  under  cover  of  which  Arthur  be- 
gan,   "Maisie,    darling" — but    again    the 


shrill  Canadian  voice  stopped  him :  "Mr. 
Neville,  you're  a  brave  man  aren't  you? 
I  reckon  you  look  as  if  it  would  take 
more  than  a  carved  face  to  frighten  you, 
so  you  can  watch  out  the  other  side  of 
me,'  then  I  shall  feci  fixed."  Poor  Ar- 
thur! he  made  a  desperate  effort,  but 
his  voice  was  certainly  not  very  cordial 
as  he  answered,  "I  shall  be  charmed. 
Mrs.  Harvey.  With  so  many  protectors 
I  don't  think  you  can  feel  very  nervous." 
I  was  prevented  hearing  Mrs.  Har- 
vey's reply  by  a  voice  on  my  other  side. 
"Miss  Dering,  as  everyone  seems  to  be 
choosing  partners  for  this  nocturnal 
church-going,  may  I  offer  myself,  I  am 
warranted  steady,  and  free  from  vice.  ' 
It  was  one  of  the  senior  curates,  who 
had  an  annoying,  and  quite  unrecipro- 
cated affection  for  me.  I  had  more  than 
once  told  him  that  it  was  so,  but  he  de- 
clined to  be  refused,  and  stuck  to  me 
with  a  persistency  worthy  of  a  burr,  or 
a  better  cause.  "I  didn't  know  people 
were  choosing  partners,"  I  said  rather 
snappishly,  "it's  not  a  game,  and  I  think 
the  outside  of  the  Cathedral  would  be 
much  less  creepy,  and  quite  as  inter- 
esting as  the  inside,  in  the  middle  of  the 
night."  "Stay  outside  then,  with  me," 
said  Mr,  W'orth,  rather  diffidently,  a? 
if  he  were  expecting  a  snub,  "and  we 
will  study  astronomy  instead  of  stained 
glass."  "No  thanks,"  I  answered  brus- 
quely "neither  stained  glass,  nor  astron- 
omy interests  me  much,  but  of  the  two, 
stained  glass  is  the  warmest,  as  one  can 
study  it  under  cover."  But  my  heart 
sank  as  I  spoke,  for  I  knew  that  Mt. 
Worth  would  exercise  his  adhesive  qual- 
ities either  in  or  out  of  the  Cathedral, 
and  I  wanted  to  finish  my  conversation 
with  Arthur  so  much.  There  was  no 
chance  of  it  for  the  rest  of  the  dinner 
at  any  rate  for  Mrs.  Harvey  was  keep- 
ing him  employed  answering  her  lively 
sallies  across  the  table ;  and  once  Mr. 
Worth  had  got  my  unwilling  attention,  I 
knew  him  too  w^ell  to  hope  he  would 
let  it  go  until  the  ladies  left  the  dining- 
room.  He  must  have  thought  me  more 
than  usually  snubbing,  and  absent  mind- 
ed, for  I  was  racking  my  brain  for  a 
plan  to  rid  myself  of  him  in  the  Cathe- 
dral,  and   despoil   Mrs.   Harvey  of   Ar- 
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;  thur.  But  I  was  ever  a  poor  plotter, 
'  and  by  the  time  dinner  was  over,  and 
we  ladies  alone  in  tiie  drawing-room,  my 
ideas  were  still  unhatched.  I  felt  em- 
bittered towards  Mrs,  Harvey  too, 
though  I  will  do  her  the  justice  to  say 
she  seemed  quite  unaware  she  was  a 
spoil-sport.  She  sought  me  out  in  the 
quiet  corner  where  I  had  established  my- 
self, within  view  of  the  door,  so  that 
Arthur  could  see  me  as  he  came  in. 
"Whv,  Miss  Bering,  I  guess  you  are  like 
a  possum  stowed  away  here.  May  I  sit 
down?"  She  did  so  without  waiting  for 
permission,  on  the  scat  that  I  had  hoped 
would  be  occupied  by  another,  and  man- 
lier form. 

"And  who  is  going  to  protect  you  in 
the  trip  round  the  Cathedral  ?    Well  now, 
I've  left  you  the  pick,  so  you  needn't  look 
so  cross ;  but  I  guess  if  I  had  one  glass 
eye    and   the   other   bunged    up    with   a 
green  shade,  I  could  see  who  it  was  go- 
ing to  be.     Well,  I  hope  he's  worth  his 
name,  my  dear,  if  you  will  overlook  the 
horrid  pun.       Ah,  there  now,  how  you 
blush  child !     Yes,   I  saw  it  all  at  din- 
ner ;   that's    why    I    kept   young   Neville 
occupied,  so  he  shouldn't  spoil  the  fun. 
►  '■Aren't  you  grateful  to  me?"    "But,  Mrs. 
j Harvey,"   I   began  protestingly   yet  un- 
liable  to   help   laughing,   as   the  humour 
[jjf  the  situation  struck  me,  "It  is  not, 
Ij— I  mean  I  don't — "     "Tut,  child,  don't 
^, hell   me,   I've   been  there   myself,   and   I 
[jjust  love  to  help  young  folks  all  I  can; 
['11  see  you  have  a  good  chance  tonight, 
never  fear.    Ah,  here  come  the  men,  and 
Mr.  Neville  is  making  straight  for  this 
:orner,  the  wretch  !  I'll  fix  him"  :  and  she 
uas  gone  like  a  flash  and   "fixed"   Ar- 
thur half  way.  while  I  had  the  unspeak- 
able exasperation  of  seeing  Mr.  Worth 
^ink  his  long  person  into  the  depths  of 
Arthur's  chair,  and  beam  upon  me  with 
a  suavity  quite  undiminished  by  the  sight 
)f  my  sour  countenance. 

"The  Dean  will  soon  say.  "Gentlemen, 
:hoose  vour  partners,"  he  began  amiably 
and  then  everyone  will  make  a  dash 
for  their  respective  enslavers,  so  I 
thought  I  would  save  time  and  trouble 
\v  coming  here  at  once."  I  smiled  a 
e:rim,  embittered  smile.  "How  thought- 
ful of  vou.  but  how  do  vou  know  that 


in  the  rush  which  will  surely  ensue  in 
my  direction  you  will  not  be  over- 
whelmed, and  the  i:)rize  borne  off  by  some 
apparent  outsider?"  "I  have  no  fear," 
he  answered  gaily,  "An  Englishman's 
house  is  his  castle ;  possession  is  nine 
points  of  the  law ;  finding's  keeping ;  and 
so  on.  No  man  would  dare  invade  a 
territory  which  is  so  obviously.  fi)r  the 
time  at  least,  mine." 

I  looked  round.  Alas !  he  spoke  truth. 
We  were  almost  hidden,  save  for  that 
view  of  the  door,  by  tall  palms,  while  a 
group  of  statuary  (The  Dean  has  a  pas- 
sion for  statuary,  draped,  of  course)  and 
a  beautifully  wrought  Chinese  screen, 
added  to  the  impression  of  concealment, 
and  love-making,  which  we  must  inevit- 
ably have  presented  to  the  rest  of  the 
room.  Well,  I  was  caught  in  my  own 
trap,  and  with  a  sigh  of  resignation,  I 
turned  to,  and  made  the  best  of  it. 

I  began  to  flirt  with  Mr.  Worth,  at 
the  imminent  risk  of  his  proposing  again, 
but  nothing  seemed  to  matter  much  just 
then,  and  I  should  rather  have  enjoyed 
refusing  him.  He,  poor  man,  was  de- 
lighted at  my  change  of  manner  and 
grew  more  and  more  confidential,  and 
to  the  outward  eye,  accepted-lover-like. 
I  saw  Arthur  cast  several  ferocious 
glances  in  our  direction,  but  he  was  held 
fast  by  the  fluent  tongue  of  Mrs.  Har- 
vey, who  doubtless  thought  her  scheme 
was  ])rocceding  admirablx.  and  that  I 
was  getting  the  wished  for  proposal  out 
of  Air.  Worth  several  times  over.  At 
last,  when  I  was  getting  to  a  positively 
hysterical  pitch,  and  should  probably 
have  accepted  ]\lr.  Worth,  if  he  had 
screwed  up  sufficient  courage  to  propose 
for  the  third  time,  the  Dean  rose,  and 
going  to  Mrs.  Harvey,  said.  "Now  shall 
we  sally  forth,  and  brave  the  gargoyles? 
Mrs.  Harvey.  I  think  I  am  your  chosen 
knight  on  this  occasion."  and  he  offered 
his  arm.  "Yes.  Dean  dear,"  responded 
she.  gaily,  "but  you  are  not  the  only 
one,  there's  safety  in  numbers  you  know. 
Mr.  Neville,  here's  my  other  hand,  clam- 
ouring for  an  arm  to  snuggle  into.  Hub- 
by dear,  get  my  cloak,  and  then  to  your 
post  in  the  rear-guard.  Now.  I  guess 
we're  fixed. 

Her  laughing  voice  trailed  away  into 
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the  hail, — the  Dean  and  Arthur  with  her. 
The  other  guests  paired  themselves  off, 
and  disappeared  in  the  same  direction. 
Then  1  rose  with  a  flounce,  and  looking 
with  sudden  wrath  at  Mr.  Worth  still 
stretched  indolently  in  his  chair,  "I 
thought  you  were  so  anxious  to  act  as 
my  cavalier  on  this  auspicious  occasion, 
yet  you  don't  seem  to  be  burning  with 
excitement  now."  I  said,  with  some  acri- 
mony. "But  you  didn't  want  to  go  at 
dinner,"  he  said,  lazily  lifting  his  eye- 
brows, "Why  not  stay  here  in  the  warmth 
with  me,  instead  of  going -into  the  cold, 
though  chaste,  moonbeams  with  a  crowd. 
Much  better  stay  where  we  are  Maisie, 
they'll  never  miss  us."  "You  pay  a  great 
compliment  to  my  social  charms  as  well 
as  your  own. "I  responded  tartly.  I 
wasn't  going  to  sta}-  there  with  him 
whilst  Arthur  was  stained-glass  gazing 
with  Mrs.  Harvey.  Not  I!  "I  am  tired 
of  staying  here,  besides  I  have  talked 
to  you  the  whole  evening  and  change  is 
good  for  us  all.  Get  up  and  don't  look 
so  horribly  lazy,"  and  I  moved  towards 
the  door  without  waiting  for  him. 

He  was  by  my  side  directly.  "Your 
wish  is  my  wish,"  he  murmured,  arrang- 
ing my  shawl  for  me  with  most  unde- 
sirable tenderness.  "You  know  that, 
Maisie."  "\'ery  well."  I  said  unkindly, 
"be  quick  with  my  shawl,  and  don't  call 
me  .Maisie."  He  said  nothing  to  this,  but 
looked  hurt  and  surprised,  as  perhaps 
is  not  to  be  wondered  at,  considering  mv 
previous  behaviour.  I  was  sorry  direct- 
ly, and  slipped  my  hand  through  his  arm 
as  soon  as  we  got  outside,  as  a  mute 
apology.  He  took  the  hand  in  his,  and 
held  it  tightly,  nvhich  was  more  than  I 
meant,  but  I  said  nothing,  and  let  it  stay 
there,  only  walking  with  great  speed 
across  the  close,  on  pretence  of  cold. 

We  went  in  through  the  Dean's  side 
door,  and  I  insisted  on  joining  the  others, 
who  were  in  the  choir,  though  Mr.  Worth 
made  desperate  efforts  to  detain  me  in 
the  unpeopled  parts.  H  he  had  been 
Arthur  he  wouldn't  have  had  to  exert 
himself ;  I  should  have  stayed  without 
any  pressure  being  brought  to  bear. 

The  sight  of  .\rthur  still  pinioned  to 
Mrs.  Harvey's  side,  made  me  frantic ; 
and   T   again   began   to  concoct  plans   to 


drag  him  thence.  But  the  first  thing 
was  to  lose  Mr.  W'orth.  This  I  found 
almost  impossible,  but  at  last,  after  many 
fruitless  efforts,  I  got  him  entangled  with 
a  fat  and  fluent  doctor  of  divinity,  and 
his  equally  fleshy  and  conversational 
daughter.     Then  I  flew  ! 

I  slipped  through  the  west  door  into 
the  nave,  and  although  somewhat  d'aunt- 
ed  by  its  vast  majestic  silence,  made 
positively  eery  b}-  the  moonbeams,  I  sped 
down  the  whoie  of  its  tremendous  length, 
nearly  to  the  great  west  door.  Then  1 
sat  down  in  a  chair,  in  the  shade  of  a 
pillar,  and  waited.  My  intention  was  to 
wait  there  for  the  rest  of  the  party ;  for 
I  felt  sure  they  would  come  down  the 
nave,  to  see  the  moon  through  the  great 
rose  window  ;  to  let  Arthur  get  alongside, 
and  then  to  calmly  join  him,  and  then  I 
felt  sure  fifty  Mrs.  Harveys  would  not 
keep  him ! 

I  sat  revolving  these  thoughts  in  my 
head  for  some  time,  when  suddenly  the 
intense  silence  of  everything  struck  me. 
Where  were  they  all?  They  had  left  the 
choir,  and  must  be  coming  my  way  now, 
but  I  could  hear  no  sound  of  feet,  or 
whispering  voices.  A  sudden  terror 
shook  me.  Surely  they  were  not  goii'i 
out  by  the  little  side  door,  which  \\:i:- 
so  far  off,  right  on  the  other  side  '>'< 
the  great  building !  I  sprang  to  my  fe(  t, 
and  started  down  the  nave.  I  had  onl\ 
gone  a  yard  or  two  when  a  distant  bang 
took  the  breath  from  my  lips.  I  paused 
in  agony.  They  had  gone  out  and  net 
noticing  I  was  missing,  had  shut  and 
locked  me  in.  Only  a  second  I  stopped  : 
then  fear  lending  wings  to  my  feet,  j 
simply  flew  towards  the  side  door.  Oh  ' 
what  a  long  way  it  seemed ;  and  ever\ 
second  they  were  getting  farther  off  and 
I  more  utterly  alone.  When  I  reached 
the  door,  panting  and  trembling,  it  was 
close  shut  and  locked.  I  pulled  at  it 
madly,  and  beat  on  it  with  my  hands, 
but  with  no  result ; — they  were  all  too 
far  off.  I  could  not  hear  the  slightest 
sound  of  their  footsteps,  though  I  held 
my  breath  to  listen.  There  I  was,  alone 
in  that  awful  edifice,  and  I  mightn't  be 
missed  for  hours,  not  until  Dad  wanted 
to  go  home.    What  should  I  do  ? 

Already  the   utter  silence   was  begin- 
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iiinj,^  to  tell  on  my  nerves,  and  ever\  thinj; 
looked  so  weird  and  strange  in  the 
ghastly  moonlight.  Then  a  glatl  thought 
struck  me.  Perhaps  the  great  west  duor 
was  not  lockeil.  It  might  W  only  bolted 
on  the  inside,  and  1  could  get  out  that 
way.  1  rushed  back  as  c|uickly  as  1  had 
come ;  and  reaching  the  great  door,  fev- 
erishly pulled  back  the  heavy  bars  and 
bolts,  and  seizing  the  ponderous  handle, 
turned  and  puiled  with  all  my  strength  , 
but  it  did  not  move  a  jot.  It  too  was 
locked,  and  my  only  chance  of  getting 
out  gone !  I  sat  down  in  a  chair,  witii 
the  cold,  unsympathetic  moon  peeping 
at  me  through  a  mullioned  window,  and 
cried  like  a  child,   from  sheer   fright. 

You  may  think  me  very  silly  and  ner- 
vous, but  1  really  think  most  girls  in  the 
same  situation  would  have  done  the  same. 
1  cannot  explain  the  immense  overpow- 
ering emptiness  and  loneliness  of  the 
place. 

How  long  1  sat.  drenching  my  hand- 
kerchief, and  spoiling  my  complexion,  I 
do  not  know ;  but  suddenly  a  horrible 
feeling,  worse  than  the  loneliness,  and 
silence,  came  over  me — a  feeling  of  be- 
ing watched.  I  removed  the  handker- 
chief from  my  swollen  eyes,  and  looked 
an  lund.  Nothing  but  great  white  pillars, 
and  rows  upon  rows  of  empty  chairs. 
Tiien  I  looked  up,  up  at  the  great  vault 
above  me.  Merciful  Heaven!  What 
A  as  that?  But  before  I  describe  what 
I  >aw  let  me  explain  that  in  the  Cathe- 
dral, there  are  three  great  stone  galleries, 
one  above  the  other  running  along  one 
side  of  the  nave  at  the  top.  On  great  fes- 
tivals some  of  the  choir  are  sent  up  to 
these  galleries,  and  the  effect  of  their 
voices  floating  down  from  that  great  al- 
titude, is  very  sweet  and  strange.  Pro- 
bably by  reason  of  this  custom  the  gal- 
leries are  called  the  Angel  Choir. 

My  terrified  glance,  in  looking  ui), 
lighted  on  the  toj)  gallery,  and  there, 
full  in  the  path  of  the  moon,  and  ap- 
parently gazing  intently  down  at  me,  was 
a  face — white,  weird,  and  horrible.  I 
gazed  paralyzed  with  terror  for  a  full 
half  minute.  The  face  did  not  move, 
but  continued  its  stony  stare  in  my  di- 
rection. I  felt  the  hair  upon  my  head 
beginning  to  stand  up,  and  the  blood  in 


my  veins  turning  chill,  when  an  over- 
powering wave  ot  reassurance  swept  over 
me.     (  )t  course,  it  was  a  gargoyle! 

1  sank  back  in  my  chair  with  a  sigh 
of  reliet.  My  nuisdes  reiaxed.  and  my 
eyes,  before  almost  starting  from  their 
sockets,  closed.  Then  swift  fear  return- 
ed. 1  had  never  seen  a  gargoxle  or  anv 
graven  image  up  there  before;  and  1 
knew  the  Cathedral,  as  a  child  its 
mother's  face.  Had  my  eyes  deceived 
me  ?  I  looked  up  again ;  the  face  had 
disappeared.  1  blinked  my  eyes  and 
again  looked.-  Most  certainly  there  wa^ 
nothing  there  now,  but  the  cold,  pale 
moonlight,  turning  the  old  grey  stone 
into  whitest  marble.  I  stared  with  breath 
suspended,  and  heart  thumi)ing.  What- 
ever the  thing  was,  it  IkkI  gone:  and, 
horrible  thought !  might  be  coming 
nearer  every  moment. 

My  eyes  dropped  to  the  second  gallery. 
If  terror  kills,  I  should  have  died  that 
moment,  for  even  as  1  looked,  there  sud- 
denly appeared  the  face  again,  still  in 
the  light  of  the  moon,  which  cast  an 
eery  path  diagonally  across  the  three  gal- 
leries. Once  more  it  fixed  its  fuh  gaze 
upon  me.  As  I  sat  shivering  and  hmp 
with  indescribable  fear,  it  disappeared  in- 
to the  shadow.  I  seemed  to  see  a  dim 
form  Hit  along  the  gallery  a  moment, 
then — nothing. 

For  a  second  or  two  1  felt  powerless 
to  move.  Then  the  instinct  of  fiight. 
always  great  in  the  feminine  breast,  over- 
came even  my  terror,  and  I  rose  and 
slipped  noiselessly  into  the  shadows  be- 
hind a  pillar.  FVom  there  i  fixed  my 
gaze  upon  the  third  gallery,  for  by  some 
instinct  I  knew  the  face  would  appear 
again  there.  1  found  myself  repeating 
again  and  again  in  a  whisper.  '■The 
third  time  is  fatal,  the  third  time  is 
fatal.'"  Then  1  pulled  myself  up  with 
a  jerk.  Was  terror  depriving  me  of 
reason  ?  I  felt  almost  like  it.  but  I  must 
at  any  cost  keep  calm,  for  if  this  horror 
1  was  imprisoned  in  the  Cathedral  with, 
was  to  assume  tangible  shape,  I  nujst 
have  all  my  wits  about  me  to  evade  it. 

I  pinched  one  of  my  arms  until  under 
ordinary  circimistances  I  should  have 
shrieked  with  pain.  The  present  effect, 
however,  was  to  stop  the  chattering  <»f 
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my  teeth,  and  the  whirling  feeUng  in  my 
head.  I  wiped  the  cold  dews  from  my 
forehead  and  hands,  then  with  a  des- 
perate calmness,  I  looked  up  at  the  third 
gallcrv.  What  was  that?  A  shadow 
darker  than  the  ones  cast  by  the  moon 
moved  swiftly  along  the  gallery,  and 
then — the   face   agam. 

Nearer  now,  and  I  could  distinguish 
features  and  wild,  glittering  eyes.  It 
leaned  over  the  side,  and  looked  down 
to  the  place  where  I  had  been  sitting. 
For  a  moment  it  gazed,  then  laid  a  long 
white  hand  on  the  parapet  and  leaned 
over  dangerously  far,  sweeping  all  the 
part  below  lit  by  the  moon  with  its  wild 
gaze.  I  could  see  it  well  now,  and  it  was 
a  man, — thin  and  attenuated,  apparently 
by  the  look  of  the  hand;  mad,  by  the 
look  in  the  face.  My  horror  was  in  no 
wise  lessened  by  the  evident  fact  that 
he  was  looking  for  me.  He  moved  a 
little  further  along  the  gallery,  and  again 
leaned  over,  searching  the  space  below, 
then  straightened  himself,  and  stood  a 
moment  as  if  thinking. 

A  sound  like  a  laugh  smote  my  ears, 
and  then  he  disappeared  once  more  in^j 
the  thick  darkness.  What  in  the  name  of 
all  that  w^as  ghastly  was  going  to  hap- 
pen next?  Was  he  coming  right  down 
into  the  nave  to  look  for  me?  At  the 
thought  I  turned  cold  and  sick,  and 
leaned  against  the  pillar  with  shaking 
limbs.  Then  a  distant  sound  brought  me 
back  to  stiff,  agonized,  attention.  Foot- 
steps, hurried  and  loud,  were  echoing 
along  the  pavement,  and  drawing  every 
moment  nearer.  They  seemed  to  beat 
into  my  brain,  setting  every  nerve  on 
edge.  I  gathered  up  my  skirts,  even  in 
that  moment  of  terror  thanking  Provi- 
dence, and  the  sparscness  of  my  ward- 
robe, that  they  were  black,  and  un-rust- 
ling,  and  stealing  from  behind  my  pil- 
lar, fled  down  the  shadows  past  the  great 
locked  west  door,  and  into  one  of  the 
side  aisles.  My  hope  was  to  get  to  one 
of  the  vestries,  or  some  such  haven, 
without  being  seen,  w-here  I  could  lock 
myself  in. 

I  stopped  to  listen  again.  The  ring- 
ing footsteps  had  ceased ;  but  above  the 
heavy  beating  of  my  heart  I  could  hear 
a  soft  ])ad-pad,  and  know  the  creature 


was  coming  down  the  strip  of  matting 
laid  along  the  aisles.  I  had  stopped  be- 
hind a  pillar,  around  which  I  peered,  and 
saw  a  figure  coming  down  the  middle 
aisles. 

Wild  and  maleviolent  it  looked — mov- 
ing in  a  semi-crouching  position,  with 
one  hand  at  its  throat,  and  turning  it? 
head  from  side  to  side  in  a  restless,  hun- 
gry way.  Which  way  would  he  turri 
when  he  got  to  the  great  west  door: 
Oh!  merciful  God!  which  way?  If  tc 
the  left,  I  might  still  have  time  to  find 
a  safe  hiding  place;  if  to  the  right- 
but  of  that  I  dared  not  think. 

When  he  reached  the  door  he  stopped 
and  looked  from  side  to  side  hesitating- 
ly. I  was  perhaps  unwise  not  to  seize 
the  opportunity,  and  fly  at  the  risk  of 
his  hearing  me;  but  I  was  fascinated, 
and  stood  staring  like  a  bird  at  a  snake. 
Then  lie  turned  to  the  right,  and  came 
swiftly  in  my  direction. 

The  spell  was  broken,  and  I  turned. 
and  ran  like  a  hare.  Further  down  the 
aisle  was  a  window,  through  which  the 
moonliglit  streamed.  Across  this  be- 
traying path  I  must  go.  Would  the 
horror  behind  see  me?  It  was  no  time 
for  hesitation.  I  could  hear  the  scudd- 
ing of  feet  not  far  behind  me.  Across 
the  white  stream  I  flew.  A  horrible 
sound  behind  me  told  me  I  was  seen. 
A  yell  of  triumph,  ending  in  a  chuckling 
laugh ! 

Then  began  such  a  ghastly  game 
hide  and  seek,  as  surely,  never  had  been 
played  before.  I  dodging  behind  pillr.rs. 
with  panting  breath,  and  bursting  heart, 
and  the  maniac  silently  gaining  upon  me. 
Finally  I  reached  the  iron  gates  leading 
into  the  choir.  By  some  heaven-sent 
luck  one  was  open,  and  I  burst  through, 
flinging  it  to  behind  me.  It  snicked  ;  and 
I  heard  the  rattle  as  the  maniac  flung 
himself  upon  it. 

Opening  it  delayed  him  a  second  or 
two,  and  I  had  time  to  fly  between  the 
choir  stalls, — the  carved  angels  with 
their  mild,  sweet  faces  looking  benign- 
antly  down  upon  me — on  through  the 
right  hand  door ;  on,  past  dead  brave 
knights  and  their  illustrious  dames — 
past  horrible   carved   faces  of  men  and 
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hcasts,  but  none  so  dreadful  to  nie  as  the 
li\ing-  one  behind. 

I  )ear  heaven  !  What  a  way  it  seemed  ! 
Shi.uld  I  ever  reach  that  little  vestry 
imkcd  away  in  a  corner,  the  door  of 
which  1  knew  was  never  locked?  Now 
iii\  legs  were  beginning  to  tremble  un- 
ilcr  me,  and  my  breath  to  come  in  chok- 
111:;  sobs.  1  must  get  there  if  I  died 
111  doing  it, — better  that  than  the  horror 
0.  lining  behind.  I  could  hear  the  mad 
wretch's  feet  again  now,  nearing  and 
iR.iring;  and  then,  just  as  I  thought  he 
iiui>t  reach  me,  1  heard  a  door  clash,  a 
\nice  cry  "Maisie,  Maisie,  where  are 
un'?"'  I  gave  a  wild  shriek  "Arthur," 
I'hinged  blindly  forward  a  few  more 
-tciis,  and  fell  into  Arthur's  arms! 
'  n  what  happened  then  I  have  a  very 
'-tinct  and  confused  recollection.  I 
^lit  a  glimpse  of  Air.  Worth,  Dad, 
one  or  two  other  men  whom  I  did 
11  it  know,  rushing  past  me.  There  was  a 
.(.li.  and  a  dreadful  sound  of  scuffling; 
lu  II  silence.  Then,  while  I  hid  my  face 
■11  Arthur's  very  starched  and  uncom- 
ii 'liable  shirt-front,  I  heard  one  of  the 
-traiige  men  say.  "AX'e  were  only  just 
ill  lime.  Sir.  Nothing  could  have  saved 
lu-  young  lady  if  once  he  had  got  hold 
'i'  licr.  He's  the  most  dangerous  case 
'i'  homicidal  mania  we've  got,  and  as 
unning  as  a  fox." 

1  felt  Arthur's  arm  tighten  round  me, 

tii'l  safe  in  that  shelter  took  courage  to 

"  k  up.     Someone  had  lit  a  flaring  gas 

1 1  near  by,  and  I  saw  my  waking  night- 

iiarc  stretched  upon  the  pavement,  one 

•ur!y  stranger     holding     his     arms,  the 

•ihcr  sitting  stolidly  upon  his  legs.  Dad 

\a->   standing,  very  pale,   looking   down 

ipiMi  him,  and  Mr.  Worth,  holding  his 

landkerchief  to  a  rapidly  blackening  eye, 

looking   with   the   other   at   Arthur 

:ie.  while  various  expressions  chased 

-  ..  other  over  the  portion  of  his  face 

nil   visible. 

I    moved   towards  Dad,  and  held  out 

reiiihling  arms:  "Dad,  Dad,     take     me 

■  K."  I   whimpered.     The     instant     I 

near  him,  the  maniac  became  fur- 

y  excited,  foam  broke  out  upon  his 

and  he  wrestled  and  writhed  with 

ling     strength.     Arthur     and     Dad 

iLi"  forward  and  seized  me  and  Mr. 


Worth,  dropping  his  handkerchief,  Jlcw 
to  the  assistance  of  the  kx.'ejK'rs.  who, 
burly  giants  though  they  were,  had  great 
difficulty  in  subduing  the  wretched  man. 

"|^t.'tter  take  the  young  lady  away, 
Sir,"  gasped  one  of  them.  "This  ain't 
no  sight  for  her,  and  she  seems  to  make 
him  worse."  Dad  put  liis  arm  around 
me,  and  hurried  me  to  the  do(jr,  while 
Arthur,  with  a  hasty  word  in  my  car, 
and  a  tender  ])ressure  to  my  hand,  went 
to  help  Mr.  Worth  and  the  keepers,  who 
were  still  struggling  desperately. 

Dad  explained  things  to  me  as  he  led 
me  across  the  Close.  The  party  had  not 
noticed  I  was  missing  for  some  time,  but 
thought  I  was  ensconced  behind  the 
palms  and  statuary  with  Air.  Worth 
again,  as  he  too  had  disappeared  (to 
smoke  a  pipe  in  the  moonlight,  he  told 
me  after),  and  when  people,  Arthur  es- 
pecially, began  to  enquire  as  to  my 
whereabouts,  it  was  yet  longer  before 
it  dawned  upon  them  I  must  have  been 
left  in  the  Cathedral.  When  this  struck 
them,  Arthur,  Dad  and  Mr.  Worth  in- 
stantly set  forth  to  liberate  me.  As  they 
hastened  across  the  close  the  two  keep- 
ers met  them  and  informing  them  that 
a   dangerous   lunatic   had   escaped    from 

the  asylum  at  B ,  asked  if  they  were 

going  to  the  Cathedral,  and  if  so,  might 
they  take  a  look  round  there,  as  though 
it  was  scarcely  probable  he  could  have 
got  in  without  being  discovered,  still  no 
stone  must  remain  unturned  in  searching 
for  him.    The  rest  1  knew  only  too  weil. 

When  we  reached  the  warm,  lighted 
Deanery,  everyone  instantly  crowded 
round  us  asking  quQStions.  ( )ur  white, 
scared  faces  silenced  them  however,  and 
I  further  distinguished  myself  by  sitt- 
ing down  on  the  nearest  chair,  and 
bursting  into  tears  for  the  second  time 
that  night.  Dad  explained  as  quickly  as 
he  could,  and  the  men  immediately  rush- 
ed out  to  the  Cathedral.  Never  had 
they  displayed  such  haste  to  reach  the 
holy  edifice,  I  feel  sure !  Then  I  was 
taken  in  hand  by  Mrs.  Harvey  and  the 
other  marrietl  women,  and  petted  and 
cosetted  as  if  I  had  been  a  hurt  child. 
I  longed  privately  for  Arthur's  shirt 
front,  and  Dad's  kind  voice,  but  it  was 
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very  ungrateful  of  me.  for  they  all  were 
gentleness  and  kindness  itself. 

It  seemed  ages  before  we  heard  the 
men's  voices  in  the  Hall  again,  sounding 
muhied.  but  excited.  "By  Gad,  how  he 
fought,  it's  no  wonder  they  sent  the  keep- 
ers out  by  two's  to  look  for  him.  He 
would  have  knocked  one  galley-west  in 
no  time."  were  the  first  words  we  heard 
as  the  door  opened,  and  they  streamed 
in  "'That's  a  nasty  eye  you've  got.  Worth 
my  boy,"  1  heard  someone  say.  "Can  t 
appear  at  Matins  on  Sunday,  I  fear. 
looks  so  bad  you  know."  "Yes,  it  is 
"swelling  wisibly,'  "  answered  the  victim  : 
■"that  fellow  must  have  learned  boxing 
in  his  sane  days,  and  he  hasn't  forgotten 
the  art  now.  But  where  is  Miss  Dering? 
How  is  she.  Mrs.  Harvey?  Her  experi- 
ence tonight  was  too  horrible  to  even 
think  of  with  cahnness.  By  Jove !  Miss 
Dering.  most  ladies  would  have  fainted 
a  dozen  times  over  by  now.  Do  you 
mean  to  say  you  haven't  even  gracefully 
swooned  once  ?  Well  I  call  that  too  bad, 
here  we  have  all  the  necessities  for  a 
most  blood-curdling  drama,  and  you  de- 
prive us  of  one  of  the  greatest  esseniials. 

"'Please  faint  at  once." 

I  knew  he  was  babbling  on  in  this  wav 
to  give  me  a  chance  to  recover  myself. 
for  I  was  still  half  hysterical.  I  gave 
him  a  glance  as  expressive  of  gratitude 
as  the  swollen,  and  puflfy  state  of  mv 
features  would  permit,  and  took  Dad. 
who  had  come  up  to  me.  by  the  arm. 
"Dad.  take  me  home,"  I  whispered.  "Yes. 
dearie,  yes,"  he  answered,  "the  Dean  has 
ordered  his  carriage  round  for  you. 
W^orth.  would  you   mind  seeing  if  it  is 


ready  yet.  The  sooner  I  get  this  little! 
woman  home  the  better.  Her  nerves  willf 
be  all  over  the  place  tomorrow."  Mr. 
W^orth  disappeared,  and  I  was  led  oft' 
by  Mrs.  Harvey  to  be  wrapped  up. 

When  we  came  down  the  carriage  was 
w^aiting,  and  after  a  confused  jumble  of 
good-b}"es,  everyone  pressing  round  and 
all  trying  to  shake  my  hand  at  oiice.  I 
was  hustxcd  in  by  Dad.  Just  as  we  wert 
about  to  start.  Arthur  fled  down  the 
steps  bundling  on  his  great  coat,  and 
sprang  in  after  us.  "I  must  see  you  safe 
home,"  he  said,  "you  don't  mind,  Mv. 
Dering?"  "Xot  a  bit  my  boy,  delighted.' 
answered  my  well-brought-up  old  Dad, 
and  considerately  looked  out  of  the  other 
window,  whereupon  Arthur  instantl} 
took  possession  of  my  hand. 

The  last  glimpse  I  had  of  Mrs.  Har- 
vey she  was  excitedly  pointing  after  us, 
and  apparently  trying  to  push  poor  Mr. 
Worth  down  the  steps.  She  evident)} 
thought  I  had  got  the  wrong  man  again .' 

Well,  she  found  out  her  mistake  the 
next  day,  wdien  she  came  to  ask  after 
me,  for  Arthur  and  I  managed  to  finish 
our  interrupted  dinner  conversation  '' 
the  drawing-room  at  home,  wdiile  1) 
was  getting  cigars  out  in  his  study,  av 
it  w^as  quite  the  nicest  conversation  1 
have  ever  had! 

So  my  Cathedral  adventure  ende! 
happily,  though  it  was  long  before  ' 
got  over  the  effects  of  that  awful  nig!' 
and  even  now.  wdien  Arthur  and  I  ha^ 
been  married  three  happy  years,  tn. 
sight  of  a  Cathedral  by  moonlight  turn^ 
me  cold  all  over. 


A  Lake  of  the  West, 

Orville  Bertly 

It   lies  twixl   tut)  miii»1<\    llilllllllaln^ 

All  covered  with  tirs  and  pines. 
Its  waters  are  still,  and  traiujuil. 

And  its  g^lossy  surface  shines, 
'lis   bordered    by   drooping   wdlows. 

That  fall  to  the  water's  brinx 
As  if  they  were  searching  vaguely 

For  a  cool  and  soothing  drink, 
'inhere,  where  the  water  is  shallow 

l>y  the  Gdg(;,  tall  rushes  grow, 
.And  yonder  there  comes  the  murmur 

( )f  a  stream's  unceasing  flow — 
.\  stream  that  for  years  and  ages 

Has  emptied  into  that  lake. 
Winding  its  way  unweariedly 

'rhrt)ugii  the  woods  without  a  break. 

.\t  last  the  stillness  is  broken 

Hy  the  tlaps  of  Mallards'  wings; 
They  light  on  the  placid  waters, 

Sending  forth   a   thousand   rings. 
There's  a  spiash — a  moment's  silence ; 

They've  gone  to  the  bottom  sand ! 
They   rise  again  to   the   surface — 

There's  a  shot  from  off  the  strand  I 
Another — and  still  another ! 

They  start  to  the  airy  height ; 
There's  a  quack — a  sudden  flapping. 

And  the  rest  have  taken  flight. 
And  the  three  poor  bleeding  ducklings. 

That  fell  by  the  sportsman's  gun. 
Roll  on  the  trembling  waters 

That  glitter  in  the  sun. 

(  )ut  over  the  wid'ning  circles 

The  water-dog  wends  his  way. 
And   brings   at   his   master's   bidding 

The  spoils  of  the  weary  day. 
Only  a  few  bleeding  Mallards — 

Three  fowls  that  are  limj)  and  damp  I 
The  himter  smiles  as  he  takes  them. 

And  hurries  aw^ay  to  camp. 
For  a  moment  there's  a  rustle 

Where  the  tall  green  rushes  grow  : 
Then  there's  nothing  but  the  murnnir 

Of  a  stream's  imceasing  t1ow — 
.\'  stream  that  for  years  and  ages 

Has  emptied  into  that  lake. 
Winding  its  way  unweariedly 

Through  the  woods  without  a  break. 


Under  the  Northern  Lights, 


Mabel  L.  Stuart 


IN  the  smoke-grimed  kitchen  of  the 
minister's  shack  a  roaring  wood  fire 
blazed  merrily,  casting  a  moving 
patchwork  of  light  and  shadow  over  the 
dingy  rafters  and  blackened  walls. 

Full  in  the  path  of  its  ruddy  glow  a 
girl  was  seated,  leaning  forward,  chin 
on  hands,  staring  absently  into  the  flick- 
ering flames.  She  seemed  utterly  out 
of  place  in  her  comfortless  surroundings, 
like  a  beautiful  cameo  in  a  dull  and  ugly 
frame ;  yet  her  sweet  face  expressed  such 
perfect  contentment  that  her  old-fash- 
ioned name  of  "Joy"  seemed  abundantly 
justified. 

It  was  not  without  some  trepidation 
that  she  had  come,  but  a  few  months 
before,  to  keep  house  for  her  favorite 
brother.  But  the  call  of  the  West  had 
come  to  her  with  such  force,  that  she  had 
yielded,  as  have  most  of  us,  who  have 
felt  that  deep,  inexplicable  longing  for 
the  great,  new  land,  with  its  mysteries 
and  hardships — its  glories  of  success. 

Outside  on  the  lonely  trail,  the  white 
moonshine  beat  down,  pitilessly  cold ; 
frosty  stars  glittered  intensely  through 
the  clear,  biting  air,  reflected  from  a 
myriad  diamond-points  of  snow.  Long 
shadows  of  majestic  pines  fell  across 
the  clearing,  and  the  moonlit  path  into 
the  dim  recesses  of  the  forest  looked 
ghostly,  and  uninviting  in  the  utter  still- 
ness of  the  night. 

At  the  edge  of  the  clearing  a  man's 
figure  appeared,  stumbling  slowly,  and 
painfully  up  the  gradual  incline  toward 
the  little  homestead.  In  the  shadow  of 
the  trees,  he  stood  a  moment,  straining 
his  eyes  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  distant 
light — then  with  a  cry  of  thankfulness, 
staggered  forward. 

"Fll  do  it  yet,"  he  muttered,  "if  only 
I  can  reacli  the  shack,  the  miuiaier'U  ;ec 
that  the  parcel  gets  to   the  Head,   and 


Miss  Joy  can  fix  up  frozen  fingers  bet- 
ter than  the  doctor  himself." 

He  put  forth  all  his  strength ;  nearer 
and  nearer  grew  the  light — only  a  few 
steps  more ;  a  last  desperate  effort  and 
he  reached  the  door,  falling  forward  on 
the  steps  with  a  despairing  cry,  and  sink- 
ing into  blissful  oblivion. 

The  sudden  crash  brought  the  inmate 
of  the  shack  to  her  feet  with  a  start  of 
surprise.  Instantly  she  divined  its  cause. 
It  was  not  the  first  time  that  winter  that 
a  solitary  wayfarer,  travelling  the  lonely 
trail  to  Deer's  Head,  had  fallen  exhaust- 
ed at  their  very  door.  A  moment  later, 
she  had  the  door  open,  and  was  bend- 
ing pitifully  over  the  prostrate  figure. 

"Poor  chap,"  she  murmured,  raising 
the  drooping  head,  "I  wonder  if  he's 
badly  frozen;  I  must  get  him  in,  some 
way."  And  straining  every  muscle,  she 
dragged  him  over  the  threshold  into  the 
light  and  warmth  of  her  haven  of  re- 
fuge. 

As  she  unwound  the  woollen  muffler, 
she  gave  an  exclamation  of  surprise. 
"Why  it's  Long  Bob,  from  the  Lumber 
Camp,  and  what  is  this  that  he  is  clutch- 
ing so  tightly  in  his  poor,  stiff  fingers?" 
Deftly  she  unclasped  the  clinging  hands, 
and  drew  the  box  out  into  the  light.  It 
bore  the  simple  inscription — "Dr.  Jack." 
Joy  understood  at  once.  "The  poor  soul 
has  snow-shoed  all  the  way  to  Helton 
for  the  medicine,"  she  commented,  "It's 
no  wonder  he  fell  exhausted;  but  I  be- 
Heve  he's  coming  to,  now." 

The  heavy  eyelids  raised,  and  the  man 
looked  at  her  vaguely.  "That  you.  Miss 
Joy?"  he  whispered,  "Is  the  box  all 
right?"  "\"es.  Bob,  but  never  mind  the 
box.  Your  hands  are  badly  frost-bitten ; 
just  drink  this,  and  don't  think  of  any- 
thing but  going  to  sleep,  for  the  rest  of 
:'.'.-  ■'■:::ht." 

Bob  fixed   his   eves  anxiouslv  on  her 
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face,  "W'liere's  the  Minister,"  he  said. 
"1  got  ter  get  that  box  to  the  Doctor, 
this  very  night ;  it's  anty-soniething  ter 
the  dyptherie,  and  there's  tive  ot  the 
boys  dead  already  up  at  the  tlead." 

■'My  brother  went  over  this  afternoon, 
to  help  the  Doctor,  but  don't  worry  about 
the  box ;  I'll  take  it  over  myself,  as  soon 
as  I  have  made  you  comfortable.  There 
must  be  a  terrible  outbreak  at  the  Head." 

"It's  fearful.  Miss,  but  Dr.  Jacks  a 
white  un.  He's  give  his  life  a  dozei: 
times  over,  fer  the  lads  up  at  the  Mines. 
But  you  can't  go  that  long  trip  alone  ; 
'tisn't  safe.  It's  more'n  tive  mdes,  and 
the  w — .  Well,  it  just  isn't  safe  at  nights, 
Miss." 

"I'm  the  only  one  to  go,  iJob,  and 
I'm  not  in  the  least  afraid.  Why,  I 
simpl}  must  go.  Those  poor  fellows 
can't  be  left  to  die,  w^ith  help  so  near." 

"Well,  I've  been  all  the  way  to  Halton 
and  back,  fer  this  stuff,  since  yesterday, 
and  it's  fifty  mile,  easy.  I'm  just  bush- 
ed; can't  go  another  step." 

"I  should  think  not,  poor  fellow,  and 
1  am  very  thankful  that  you  reached 
our  door,  alive.  Now  you  lie  still,  and 
rest.  Your  hands  are  better  already,  so 
I  can  leave  your  supper  ready,  and  you 
can  enjoy  yourself  while  I'm  gone.  As 
for  me — I  have  my  rifle  and  plenty  of 
warm  furs,  and  can  do  the  trip  in  no 
time.  What  are  five  miles  on  a  moon- 
lit night,  with  a  good  pair  of  snow- 
shoes  ?" 

Bob  looked  doubtful ;  but  it  was  the 
only  way,  and  if  she  was  willing  to  face 
the  dangerous  trail  for  the  sake  of  the 
score  of  suft'erers  at  the  mining  camp — 
it  was  not  for  him  to  stop  her. 

"Well,  Miss  Joy,  you're  a  hero,  and 
us  boys  always  said  so ;  and  if  you  do 
this,  why  they'll  call  you  a  saint,  fer 
sure.  Xever  you  mind  me ;  I'll  be  all 
right,  and  if  you  git  away  while  the 
moon's  up,  you  can  make  the  Head  be- 
fore midnight." 

He  watched  the  girl  anxiously  as  she 
buttoned  her  fur  collar  tight  around  her 
throat,  and  strapped  her  snow-shoes  se- 
curely to  her  gaily-moccasined  feet. 
"Your  rifle  loaded.  Miss?"  he  inquired. 
"Yes,  it's  all  ready  for  action,"  replied 


tne  g. 


it  over  her   shoulder. 


and  taking  the  precious  box  in  her  hand. 
"Now  don't  be  afraid  to  shoot  anything 
that  threatens  you.  Don't  be  tender- 
hearted ;  it  doesn't  i)ay,  miles  away  from 
a  human  being,  out  on  the  lonely  trail. 
And  God  bless  you,  Miss;  you're  a 
brick." 


"What  a  bitter  night,''  Joy  murmured 
as  she  strode  unhesitatingly  into  the  dark 
shadows  of  the  wood.  The  snow  was 
crisp  and  fine,  and  her  snow-shoes  bore 
her  lightly,  and  swiftly  over  the  heavy 
crust.  A  keen  north  wind  blew  icily 
through  the  pine  branches,  and  her 
cheeks  tingled  in  the  clear,  bracing  air. 
"Uh,  the  joy  of  living,"  she  thought; 
"and  yet  I  may  never  see  Deer's  Head ; 
for  I  know,  and  Bob  knew,  that  the 
wolves  have  been  out  lately,  and  though 
they  avoid  human  beings  at  most  times, 
they  are  ravenous  this  year, — and  one 
never  knows." 

The  long  shadows  grew  denser,  and 
the  gloom,  deeper,  as  she  tramped  fur- 
ther, and  further  into  the  forest.  Then 
the  trail  lay  over  an  open  plain,  white 
and  empty  in  its  lonely  winter  sleep. 
On  went  Joy,  catching  her  breath  at  ev- 
ery sound,  listening  intently  for  the  low, 
distant  wail,  which  she  dreaded  each 
moment  to  hear. 

Never  an  instant,  did  she  slacken  her 
pace.  One  mile — two  miles,  glided  by, 
and  yet  no  sign  of  lite  on  the  desolate 
plain,  or  the  tangled  underbrush.  Joy 
took  courage ;  after  all  the  wolf  story 
had  been  but  an  idle  tale. 

Three  miles  passed,  and  her  breat'n 
came  more  quickly.  The  strain  of  the 
rapid  pace  was  telling,  so  she  slackened 
a  little,  and  glanced  at  her  watch ;  eleven 
o'clock,  and  two  miles  still  to  go ;  she 
was  doing  splendidly,  if  only  her 
strength  would  hold  out.  She  did  feel 
rather  tired,  she  was  forced  to  admit. 

Suddenly  she  stood  still.  Far  away, 
faint  and  indistinct,  but  unmistakable, 
rose  the  dreaded  sound;  a  sound  which 
chills  the  blood,  even  when  the  listener 
is  seated  by  his  comfortable  fireside,  safe 
behind  barred   doors. 

"Wolves !"  she  cried,  "God  help  me." 
and  summoning  all  her  strength,  she  bent 
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her  head  and  sped  along  die  snowy  path, 
for  her  hfe. 

Another  mile  slipped  away ;  still  she 
could  hear  the  hunting-cry  of  the  hun- 
gry pack,  driven  by  sheer  starvation 
from  their  northern  home,  nearer  to  the 
liaunts  of  men.  Yet  the  mournful  wail 
seemed  no  nearer  than  before,  and  the 
girl's  courage  began  to  revive.  "They 
haven't  got  tiie  scent  yet,"  she  told  her- 
seL.  "if  onl}-  I  can  reach  the  village. 
L')Ut  ni}-  breath  is  gone  ;  this  pace  is  kill- 
ing— and  still,   1  dare  not  rest." 

Now  the  trail,  gleaming  silvery- 
white  in  tile  brilliant  moonshine,  led  over 
heavily-wooded  hills,  down  into  a  long 
valley,  and  over  a  frozen  river  to  the 
tiny  village,  nestling  on  the  mountain- 
side. The  gloom  of  the  forest  enveloped 
joy  once  more,  and  with  a  painfully  beat- 
nig  htart.  she  recognized  that  the  dis- 
tant wail  was  growing  nearer — the 
wolves  were  on  her  trail  in  hot  pur- 
suit, gaining  on  her  at  every   step. 

She  was  nearing  the  end  of  the  for- 
est. In  a  moment  she  would  be  abie 
to  look  down  on  the  distant  lights  across 
the  river.  But  a  soft  patter,  and  snuf- 
fing breaths  warned  her  that  the  time 
had  come  to  turn  at  bay.  With  a  quick 
motion,  she  unslung  her  ritie,  and  lean- 
ing back  against  a  huge  pine,  awaited 
her  pursuers. 

There  were  four  of  them — lean,  grey, 
dcg-like  creatures,  with  gleaming  eyes, 
and  lolling  tongues.  They  stood  hesitat- 
ing. The  scent  of  the  humankind,  filled 
them  with  vague  terrors.  They  hardly 
dared  risk  an  attack — and  yet  famine 
had  made  them  desperate.  The  leader 
sneaked  forward.  It  was  his  place  to 
investigate  .this  unusual  enemy.  Then 
with  a  vicious  snarl,  he  prepared  to 
spring. 

A  Hash — a  sharp  report — and  the  rifle 
burst  into  flame ;  the  huge  beast  sprang 
into  the  air,  and  roiled  over — dead.  This 
only  maddened  his  comrades,  and  with 
howls  of  rage,  two  more  drew  near,  the 
fourth  hanging  warily  in  the  background. 

Joy  fired  quickly,  shot  after  shot ;  an- 
other wolf  fell  heavily  to  the  ground, 
but  the  third  sprang  aside,  unhurt,  and 
began  to  sneak  up  behind  her. 

The   horror  of   it   all   swept   over   the 


girl  with  a  sudden,  dreadful  reality.  Thi= 
was  not  a  dream ;  she  was  not  sitting 
in  her  cozy  home  in  Old  Ontario,  read- 
ing the  adventures  of  some  poor  way- 
farer on  the  Steppes  of  Russia;  it  was 
she — Joy  McLaren,  fighting  for  her  life, 
alone  m  the  dreary  forest  of  the  North- 
land— dreadfully  alone.  With  a  groan, 
she  realized  that  her  last  shot  had  been 
fired  ;    she  was  at  their  mercy  now. 

She  raised  her  rifle  over  her  head, 
and  brought  it  down  with  all  her 
strength,  as  the  third  wolf  with  snapp- 
ing jaws,  sprang  towards  her.  For  a 
moment  he  was  stunned,  and  in  that  mo- 
ment there  arose  a  sound  in  the  forest 
behind  her— a  sound  which  caused  her 
heart  to  cease  beating,  then  brought  the 
blood  to  her  face  in  a  throb  of  joy.  It 
was  a  whistle,  clear  and  sweet,  and  she 
knew  its  note  ;  six  long,  lonely  years  had 
not   dimmed   its  memory. 

"Jack,"  she  cried,  "Jack !  Help,"  and 
the  world  grew  black. 

When  she  opened  her  eyes,  she  was 
lying  on  a  somewhat  lumpy  bunk,  the 
hum  of  a  steaming  kettle  in  her  ears, 
and  the  light  from  a  green-shaded  lamp 
falling  sottly  on  her  face.  Beside  her 
sat  a  grave-eyed  man.  a  watch  in  his 
hand,  and  fingers  on  lier  wrist. 

The  girl  lay  languidly,  watching  him.  . 
Could  this  be  the  gay,  debonnaire,  youth 
from  whom  she  had  parted  but  a  few 
years  before — this  bronzed,  sad-faced 
man,  with  square-set  jaw  and  unsmiling-^ 
nioutii  ?  What  a  wonderful  change  those 
years  had  wrought !  Yes,  it  was  he ; 
tliey  had  met  again  at  the  ends  of  the 
earth. 

"Jack,"  she  said  softly,  "You  saved 
my  life." 

The  man's  hand  closed  over  her's,  as 
he  laid  the  watch  on  the  table,  and  turned 
toward  her,  his  eves  softening  wonder- 
fully. 

"A  poor  reparation.  Little  Girl,"  he 
said  bitterly,  "after  ruining  both  our 
lives." 

"Not  ruined.  Jack — never  that.  I 
have  come  through  the  furnace  unscath- 
ed, and  you — you  are  a  great  man  now." 

"A  poor,  doctor  in  a  rough  mining 
town — truly,  a  great  career  for  an  honor 
graduate,  eh,  Joy?" 
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■'\'ou  are  a  great  man.""  she  insisted, 
'more  truly  great  than  any  of  your 
wealthy,  self-satisfied  class-mates.  Why. 
\ou  have  given  your  life  for  these  ])eo- 
plc ;  they  adore  you;  Dr.  Jack's  name 
is  always  on  their  lips.  You  have  chang- 
ed since  that  miserable  night  six  years 
i-o.  What  is  it.  Jack?  What's  the  rea- 
-<'n  ?'" 

The  man's  face  brightened.  "\'ou  re- 
member why  we  parted,  Joy,"  he  said, 
bending  over  her.  "You  said  that  any 
man  who  scoffed  at  (jod,  was  not  fit  tn 
live  on  God's  earth.  And  I  wasn't  fit. 
Little  Ciirl ;  I  know  it  now.  So  you  toid 
me  to  go — and  I  went.  I  sank  down, 
down  to  the  lowest  depths.  Then  it  w-as 
"Deo  IVofundis,'  and  I  vowed  to  devote 
mv  life  to  making  reparation.  That  was 
five  years  ago.  and  I  have  tried  to  do 
mv  best." 


'im  jinnul  of  you.  Dr.  Jack."  said  the 
girl.  "1  always  knew  you  were  made  of 
the  right  material— the  stuff  that  heroes 
are  made  of;  and  heroes,  like  precious 
stones,  are  found  in  the  most  unlikely 
places." 

Dr.  Jack  shook  his  head.  "Vou  rate 
me  too  high,"  he  .said,  dejectedly.  '"And 
Joy,  I  cant  ask  you  to  share  this  wild, 
rough  life  with  me.  ^'ou  aren't  used  to 
it ;  you  couldn't  stand  the  hardships." 

Joy  took  his  big,  brown  hand  in  both 
her  own.  "But  /  prefer  'The  Simple 
life,"   she   whisi)ered. 

The  secjuel  needeth  not  my  pen 
To  tell  to  gods  or  even  men. 
Ihit  Joy  infused  Jack's  heart  anew 
With  thrills  revived  and  ever  true. 
And  nothing  could  o'ercloud  their  life 
All  full  of  Love — all  free  from  strife. 


A  Threat- 

By  Pete 

I  want  you  to  understand  clearly. 

That  tho'   I  repine, 
And  though  in  this  world  you  are  cruel. 

In  the  next  you'll  be  mine, 
I  know  in  the  years  that  have  vanished, 

Hundreds   of   years   before, 
You    loved   me   and   I    was   unfeeling. 

In  the  ages  of  yore, 
And  now,  oh  I  love  you  so  madly. 

The  rapture   would  be, 
Live  Heaven  to  Hell's   shade   returning. 

Should  vou  come  to  me. 


Yet  1  know  that  you'll  come  not.  and   1   must 

Just  love  to  the  end. 
Till   Death   shall   take  pity   and  gently. 

Her  messenger  send. 
And  then  when  on  earth   I'm   returning 

I  know  for  my  pain. 
Your  heart  will  be  mine  for  the  taking. 

For  aye  to   remain, 
And  so  though  I   suffer  in  torment. 

Just  loving  in  vain. 
I  try  to  be  patient  in  waiting. 

The  ])rize  for  my  pain. 


The  Stolen  Necklace, 

L.  Harward 


THE  Post  Office  clock  struck  six  as, 
with  a  sigh  of  rehef,  and  a  rue- 
ful glance  at  a  pile  of  still  unan- 
swered correspondence,  the  oc- 
cupant of  the  little  office  in  Pitt  Street 
reached  for  his  hat.     As  he  did  so  the 
bell  of  his  desk  telephone  rang  furiously. 
"Yes !" 

"Is  that  Harkley  Clinton?" 
"Yes." 

"I  am  James  Sturdy,  of  Sturdy  Bro- 
thers, George  Street.  Can  you  come 
around  at  once?" 

Clinton,  who  had  been  looking  forward 
to  a  long  evening  spent  on  a  cool  ver- 
andah  with   a   book   and   pipe,   made   a 
forcible  remark  of  one  syllable. 
"Eh?"  said  the  telephone. 
"I'll  be  with  you  in  ten  minutes." 
Probably  there  is  no  better  knowai  firm 
in  Australia  than  Sturdy  Bros.,  Sydney. 
Disdaining  the     modern     fashion  which 
leads  other  jewellers  to  make  glittering 
shows,  this  old-established  firm  contents 
itself  with  a  shop  of  very  modest  dimen- 
sions. 

Mr.  James  Sturdy,  whose  appearance 
and  dignity  of  bearing  would  do  credit 
to  a  bishop,  met  Clinton  at  the  shop  door 
— hatless,  coatless,  and  with  his  tie  un- 
der his  left  ear. 

"A  mysterious  business,  Mr.  Clinton !" 
said  the  old  man,  as  he  led  the  way  to 
his  office.  "Sturdy  Brothers  have  been 
robbed — robbed  in  broad  daylight!  A 
diamond  necklace  valued  at  twelve  hun- 
dred pounds  has  been  stolen  from  our 
window-case  today,  though  how,  or  by 
whom,  it  is  quite  impossible  to  say." 
"Window  broken?"  asked  Clinton. 
"No.  The  glass  is  of  extra  thickness, 
and  supposed  to  be  practically  unbreak- 
able. It  is  not  our  custom  to  make  a 
display.  A  few  specimens  of  really  ar- 
tistic workmanship  and  jewels  of  es- 
pecial beauty  are  taken  from  the  strong- 
room every  morning  in  the  presence  of 


either  my  brother  or  myself  and  placed 
in  the  window-case.  It  is  a  rule  of  the 
establishment  that  only  one  of  th  epart- 
ners  or  Mr.  Dyson,  our  head  salesman, 
who  has  been  with  us  for  thirty  years, 
shall  open  that  case.  In  the  evening,  the 
articles  are  returned  to  the  strong  room,, 
under  supervision.  This  morning  I 
chose  for  a  centrepiece  a  diamond  neck- 
lace, which  we  have  just  completed  for 
one  of  our  clients.  I  designed  it  my- 
self and  am  a  little  proud  of  the  work. 
As  my  brother  is  taking  a  holiday,  I  re- 
mained on  the  premises  the  whole  day, 
having  luncheon  sent  in  to  me.  This 
evening,  at  closing  time,  I  went  to  the 
window,  and  w^as  horrified  to  find  the 
necklet  had  disappeared,  though  the  cas- 
ket stood  just  where  I  had  seen  it  placed 
at  nine  o'clock  this  morning." 

"Was  the  window-case  opened  during: 
the  day?" 

"Not  to  my  knowledge." 
"Who  attended  the  shop?" 
"The  junior  salesman  took  some  order 
for  repairs,  and  Mr.  Dyson  made  a  few 
sales.     I   spent  the   greater  part  of  the 
day  in  my  office  which,  as  you  see,  com- 
mands   a    full   view   of   the   shop.      Mr. 
Dyson  and  Mr.  Neil,  his  junior,  are  still 
here  if  you  care  to  question  them." 
"Have  3-0U  sent  for  the  police?" 
"Yes,  and  here  comes  Sergeant  Han- 
nan  now,"  replied     Sturdy,     as  a  man,, 
whose  profession  was  immistakeable  in 
spite  of  his  mufti,     strode     through  the 
shop. 

It  was  evident  from  the  sergeant's 
curt  greeting  that  he  regarded  Clinton 
as  an  interloper,  and  Clinton  on  his  part 
waited  with  ill-concealed  impatience, 
whilst  the  official  questioned  and  cross- 
questioned  Mr.  Sturdy  and  made  volu- 
minous notes  in  a  fat  pocket-book. 

Presently,  at  the  sergeant's  request. 
Sturdy  produced  the  velvet  case  which 
had  contained  the  necklet,  and,  as  Han- 
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nan  laid  it  down.  Clinton  pounced  upon 
it. 

"Was  this  mark  here  this  morning. 
Mr.  Sturdy?"  he  asked,  pointing  to  a 
slight  but  distinct  scratch  extending  right 
across  the  purple  velvet. 

"1  don't  think  so.  Xo,  1  am  sure  it 
was  not." 

■'.Made  by  die  thief's  nail  as  he  snatch- 
ed the  necklace,"  said  Hannan. 

"The  thief  had  pretty  long  nails, 
then."  retorted  Clinton,  "for  in  the  cen- 
tre the  velvet  is  almost  torn.  1  beg 
your  pardon  for  interrupting,  sergeant. 
You  were  going  to  question  Dyson  and 
Neil,  were  you  not?" 

The  examination  of  the  employees  dis- 
closed nothing  of  note.  Dyson  asserted 
that  the  window-case  could  not  have  been 
opened  without  nis  knowledge,  except 
during  the  luncheon  hour,  when  Mr. 
Sturdy  took  his  place.  Both  men  de- 
clared that  to  the  best  of  their  belief 
the  window-case  had  not  been  opened, 
and  that  it  was  utterly  impossible  that 
the  theft  could  have  been  committed  by 
any  person  concealed  about  the  pre- 
mises. 

The  cross-examination  which  followed 
was  so  wearisome  to  Clinton  that  he  took 
up  a  newspaper  which  lay  on  the  office 
table  and  began  to  read  it — a  proceed- 
ing which  Hannan  noted  with  a  con- 
temptuous  smile. 

"Any  questions  you  wish  to  ask,  'Sir. 
Clinton?"  said  the  sergeant  at  last. 

"Your  catechism  has  been  so  exhaus- 
tive that  you  have  left  me  nothing  to 
say,  sergeant.  By  the  way,  Mr.  Sturdy, 
did  you  see  this  lunatic  on  a  lamp-post 
this  morning?  Here  is  a  paragraph  about 
him  in  this  paper.  Ah !  here  it  is,"  and 
Clinton  proceeded  to  read : — 

"Strange  Freak  of  a  Drunkard.' 
"Considerable  excitement  was  caused 
in  George  Street  this  morning  by  the 
strange  conduct  of  a  young  man  who.  af- 
ter parading  the  street  with  a  coil  of 
rope  over  his  arm.  suddenly  swarmed  u]) 
the  iron  standard  which  supports  the 
electric  light  in  front  of  Messrs.  Real's 
Music  Warehouse.  Making  one  end  of 
the  rope  fast  to  the  branch  whence  the 
lamp  depends,  he  tied  the  other  in  a  run- 
ning noose  round  his  own  neck,  and  hav- 


ing loudly  announced  his  intention  of 
■l)utting  an  end  to  it' — presumably  mean- 
ing his  life — he  .seated  himself  astride 
the  lamp  bracket,  and  jjroceeded  to  har- 
angue the  assembled  crowd,  it  was  not 
wiliiout  considerable  difficulty  that  he 
was  induced  to  f(jreg(j  his  suicidal  in- 
tention and  descend,  when  he  was  at  once 
taken  charge  of  by  the  police.  From 
incjuiry  at  the  police  station  we  learn 
that  the  culprit  is  a  young  bushman,  who 
has  come  from  i lack's  Beyond  on  a  holi- 
day." 

"Oh,  yes !  There  was  a  great  to-do," 
replied  Sturdy.  "It  was  fully  half  an 
hour  before  they  could  get  him  to  come 
down,  and  the  street  was  fairly  blocked 
by  the  crowd." 

"Do  you  think  the  man  really  meant 
harm  to  himself?"  asked  Clinton,  turn- 
ing to  Dyson. 

"I  can  hardly  say.  He  had  obviously 
been  drinking,"  replied  the  foreman. 

"I  fancy  1  know  the  man,"  remarked 
Clinton  thoughtfully.  "You  are  the 
youngest  here,  Mr.  Xeil,  and  your  eyes 
should  be  the  best.  What  was  he  like  ?" 
"A  square-built  fellow,  with  a  fair 
moustache,"  began  Xeil. 

"Really,  Mr.  Clinton,"  interrupted 
Sergeant  Hannan.  "1  don't  think  these 
questions  have  any  bearing  on  the  case. 
A  man  might  see  the  necklace  from  the 
lamp-post — it's  just  opposite  Mr.  Stur- 
dy's  window — but  he  couldn't  steal  it. 
He  couldn't  reach  across  the  street,  you 
know." 

"I  stand  reproved,"  said  Clinton,  with 
a  smile. 

The  moUitied  officer  proceeded  to  ex- 
amine the  window-case,  which  was  one 
of  the  ordinary  box-like  erections  of 
wood,  lined  with  mirrors,  extending  from 
the  wall  to  the  door,  but  only  half  way 
up  the  window. 

"You  see,"  explained  Sturdy,  "the  only 
access  to  the  case  is  by  this  sliding  panel 
behind  the  counter,  and  that  is  in  full 
view  of  any  person,  either  in  the  shop 
or  in  my  office." 

Sergeant  Hannan  poked  his  head 
through  the  panel,  withdrew  it  and  shook 
it  sagely. 

"(  )ne  moment."  he  said.  .I'-iwn-  (  hn- 
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ton  aside.    "Do  you  know  what  the  Stur- 
dy's  financial  position  is?'' 

"Worth  from  twenty  to  thirty  thous- 
and, I  should  think.  Vou  don't  suspect 
him  of  making  away  with  his  own  neck- 
lace?"' 

"Such  things  have  happened,  Mr.  Clin- 
ton, but  it  is  my  belief  that  one  or  both 
of  the  salesmen  are  in  this  affair.  I  shall 
make  further  inquiries  about  them.  I  am 
oft  now.     Are  you  coming?" 

"Not  immediately." 

"You  have  a  clue?"  demanded  Han- 
nan  suspiciously. 

"I  haven't  commenced  to  look  for  one 
yet!" 

"Well,  if  you  come  across  anything, 
let  me  know.     Good-night." 

"Air.  Sturdy,"  said  Clinton,  as  the  door 
closed  behind  the  sergeant,  "please  turn 
off  the  electric  light  and  give  me  a 
strong  lamp.  I  want  to  examine  this 
window-case.  The  necklet  certainly  zvas 
there,  and  that  gives  us  a  starting  point." 

Provided  with  the  lamp,  Clinton  first 
narrowly  scrutinized  the  outside  of  the 
case,  then  stood  on  the  counter  to  in- 
spect the  top  of  it,  afterwards  lying  on 
the  tioor  to  peer  at  its  bottom:  then 
wriggled  himself  head-first  into  the  re- 
ceptacle. 

"When  were  the  mirrors  cleaned  last?" 
he  demanded,  as  he  backed  out  of  the 
case. 

"Yesterday  morning."  replied  Sturdy. 

"Ah!  Who  owns  this  building?" 

"This  shop  and  the  next  on  the  left 
belong  to  the  Royal  Bank.  The  next 
shop  is  merely  a  single  room,  as  our 
workshops  extend  behind   it." 

"Who  is  the  occupant?" 

"Kelly,  the  newsagent,  had  it  until 
lately ;  but  it  has  been  taken  by  the  Lon- 
don Cycle  Company.  It  is  being  refitied 
for  them,  and  tiie  noise  is  almost  un- 
bearable at  times." 

"Please  don't  allow  the  window-case 
to  be  touched  at  present,  iVlr,  Sturdy.  I 
have  work  to  do  outside,  but  Pll  see  you 
tomorrow." 

When  the  "drunken  bushman  "  was 
brought  up  at  the  I'olice  Court,  the  day 
after  the  robbery,  Clinton  quietly  slipped 
into  a  seat  at  the  solicitors'  table,  next 


to  that  of  the  inspector  of  police,  who 
was  to  conduct  the  prosecution. 

"You  are  charged  with  attempting  to 
commit  suicide  yesterday.  How  do  you 
plead?"  asked  the  magistrate. 

"Your  worship,"  said  Inspector  Allen 
rising,  "with  permission  of  the  Bench  the 
police  will  withdraw  that  charge  and  pro- 
ceed on  the  minor  count — that  of  creat- 
ing a  disturbance  in  a  public  place." 

"I  plead  guilty  to  that,  your  worship," 
said  the  man  eagerly.  "I've  come  down 
from  the  bush  for  a  bit  of  a  spell,  and 
I  had  had  a  nip  too  much.  I  am  very 
sorry,  and  if  your  worship  will  deal  len- 
iently with  me.  I'll  leave  the  town  at 
once." 

"This  is  a  serious  matter,"  objected' 
the  inspector.  "The  traffic  was  stopped 
for  half  an  hour  or  more,  by  this  man's 
foolish  antics.  Still,  we  know  that  bush- 
men  are  like  schoolboys  let  loose  when 
they  get  into  town,  and  if  we  had  surety 
that  the  man  would  leave  town  we  might 
not  press  for  the  full  penalty.  Have  you 
anvone  who  would  speak  on  vour  be- 
half?" 

A  gentlemanly-looking  individual,  at- 
tired in  well-made  town  clothes,  and 
wearing  blue  glasses  and  new  tan  gloves, 
stepped  forward. 

"Your  worship,  my  name  is  Ronald 
Chirmside.  The  defendant  has  worked 
for  me  for  some  time  at  Kamelroi.  As 
I  found  him  a  very  decent  sort  of  fel- 
low, I  shall  be  pleased  to  give  him  a 
job  again.  I  am  leaving  for  my  sta- 
tion tonight,  and  if  you  will  let  the  man 
oft  with  a  fine  I  will  take  him  home  with 
me." 

Clinton  whispered  something  to  the  in- 
spector. 

"Your  worship,  this  is  evidence  as  to 
character  and  must  be  taken  on  oath," 
said  the  inspector.  "Will  you  step  into 
the  box,  Mr.  Chirmside?" 

Though  evidently  taken  by  surprise. 
Chirmside  complied  with  the  request. 

Remove  your  gloves,  whilst  being 
sworn,"  said  a  constable. 

Chirmside  obeyed  and  Clinton,  watch- 
ing the  operation,  noted  with  satisfaction 
a  fresh  cut  extending  half  across  the 
palm  of  the  witness's  right  hand. 

At  the  close  of  the  evidence  the  bush- 
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man  was  tiiicd  ten  pounds  and  treated 
to  a  homily  on  the  evils  of  drink.  t(j 
which  he  hstened  with  respectful  atten- 
tion. Having  thanked  the  mag;istrate  po- 
litely, he  withdrew.  acct)m])anied  hy  a 
constable  to  whom  he  would  ])ay  the  tine. 

Chirmside.  strollinij^  (|uietl\  out  of  the 
Court,  was  lapi)i'(l  on  the  shoulder  hv  a 
sergeant. 

"Ronald  Chirmside.  alias  William 
Apsworth.  1  arrest  you  (ju  the  charjj^e 
of  stealing  a  diamond  necklet,  the  pro- 
perty of  Sturdy  IJrothers.  in  (ieorge 
Street." 

"It  is  an  exceedingly  neat  capture.  .Mr. 
Clinton,  and  1  congratulate  you."  said 
Inspector  Allen.  "Do  you  think  we  can 
convict  ?" 

"Sure  of  it !  There's  evidence  that 
Apsworth,  posing  as  Manager  of  the 
London  Cycle  Company,  emjjloyed  little 
Cohen,  the  agent,  to  visit  the  sliop  next 
to  Sturdy's.  1  had  Cohen  in  Court  this 
morning,  and  he  signalled  to  me  that  the 
supposed  Chirmside  was  the  man.  We 
know  that  only  two  workmen — Apsworth 
and  the  supposed  bushman.  no  doubt — 
were  engaged  in  refitting  the  shoj).     The 


digging  <.ut  of  the  bricks  in  the  wall  is 
an  old  trick,  but  it  was  pretty  daring  to 
move  the  mirmr.  and  abstract  the  neck- 
let in  daylight.  (  )f  course,  .\psworth 
did  that,  whilst  the  bushman  distracted 
attention  by  jjlaying  the  fool  on  the 
lam])-post. 

"Sturdy.  Dy.son.  and  .\'eil  were  all 
watching  the  man's  antics  for  some  time, 
and  it  was  then  the  theft  was  commit- 
ted. The  scratch  across  the  velvet  Cas- 
ket showed  that  the  necklet  was  pulled 
from  its  bed  by  means  of  a  metal  in- 
strument, which  would  not  have  l)een 
necessary  if  the  robber  had  u.sed  the  slid- 
ing panel.  The  side  of  the  window-case 
next  the  wall  is  lined  by  two  mirrors 
joined  in  the  centre  by  a  line  of  beading. 
just  at  the  beading  I  found  a  faint  trace 
of  blood,  and  I  guessed  at  once  that  the 
side  of  the  case  had  been  tam])ered  with, 
which  could  only  be  done  through  the 
wall." 

The  necklet  being  recovered,  as  well 
as  many  other  missing  valuables,  a  pa- 
ternal (iovernment  decided  to  accord  the 
l)air  free  board  and  lodging  for  a  lengthv 
perio(l. 
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r  was  a  dismal  i)art  of  the  city,  where 
two-storey  houses  stretched  in  long 
lines  with  a  sameness  that  grew 
monotonous — they  were  plain,  ugly 
and  substantial.  The  music  of  the  street 
was  the  song  of  the  old  clothesman.  of 
the  milkman,  and  of  the  baker,  with  the 
shrill  screech  of  the  grocery  boy's  whis- 
tle.. The  interiors  of  the  houses  were 
blessed  with  turkey-red  carpets,  cheap 
tinselled  chandeliers,  and  shaky  bannis- 
ters that  led  to  rooms  fitted  with  loose- 
jointed  locks  that  persistently  defied  the 
uncertain  keys  of  lodgers  who  were 
prone  to  return  at  uncertain  hours.  The 
bath-tub  was  an  ancient  relic,  and  the 
hat-rack  a  modern  nuisance. 


These  details  hatl  been  noticeil  by  Su- 
san when  she  first  came  to  Mrs.  Cim- 
ple's,  but  Susan,  though  fastidious,  was 
neither  the  leailer  of  a  lost  cause  nor  a 
reformer.  Slie  was  somewhat  of  an. 
iconoclast  in  regard  to  breaking  dishes, 
but  that  was  nK>re  a  matter  of  careless- 
ness than  of  ct)nscience.  Susan  was  the 
maid  of  all  work — the  drag  horse  that 
.Mrs.  (iimple  stirred  to  renewed  activity 
when  afifairs  in  the  boarding-house  did 
not  arrange  them.selves  as  peacefully  as 
they  should,  and  Susan,  mindful  of  the 
almighty  six  shillings  and  her  little  room 
at  the  top  of  the  house,  kept  her  obser- 
vations under  cover,  as  all  evils  slH)uld 
be  kejjt  in  a  well-ruled  nuinicipality. 
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Susan  laboured  unceasingly,  which  in 
many  cases  is  a  virtue ;  from  her  stand- 
point, a  necessity.  She  was  a  fair  look- 
ing girl  of  neat  appearance  and  looked 
quite  the  part  of  a  modest  servant  girl, 
and  no  one  would  have  suspected  that 
she  had  ambitions.  Her  dialogue  was 
couched  in  fairly  good  English  and  had 
a  touch  of  the  romantic ;  whether  it  was 
from  the  books  she  read  or  on  account 
of  her  board-school  education,  was  of 
no  concern  to  ^Irs.  Gimple,  so  long  as 
Susan  did  not  get  flighty  and  fall  in 
love  with  the  butcher  boy  or  with  Mr. 
Locke,  of  second  floor  back.  Susan  was 
free  to  do  as  she  liked  after  hours — and 
if  "eddicashun"  was  what  she  wanted, 
it  was  all  right,  "Pervidin',''  of  course, 
she  did  not  try  it  on  her  mistress. 

In  the  middle  of  an  afternoon  when 
the  last  dish  from  lunch  had  been  washed 
and  placed  upon  the  shelf,  Mrs.  Gimple 
deemed  it  no  waste  of  time  to  gossip  with 
Susan.  Artistes  of  the  Vaudeville  stage 
doubtless  spend  much  of  their  time  in 
houses  presided  over  by  ladies  like  Mrs. 
Gimple,  for  they  always  bandy  a  joke 
between  them  just  as  this  good  lady  al- 
ways repeated  the  theme  of  her  argu- 
ment, and  Susan,  listening  carefully, 
gave  approval  at  the  proper  time.  For 
several  weeks  her  mistress  had  been  re- 
volving the  idea  of  questioning  Susan 
on  the  exact  state  of  her  feelings  to- 
wards Mr.  Locke,  and  Susan,  not  sus- 
pecting this,  was  continually  praising 
that  gentleman.  Mrs.  Gimple  being  no- 
thing of  a  diplomat,  and  Susan  merely 
a  servant,  the  good  lady  deemed  it  her 
duty  to  speak  out  her  mind. 

"Susan!"  she  said  sharply,  "are  you 
gone  on  Mr.  Locke  ?" 

Now  this  being  unexpected,  and  Su- 
san in  no  way  prepared  to  avoid  it,  the 
poor  girl  could  only  stammer  and  mum- 
ble something  about  his  being  so  dif- 
ferent. 

"He  ain't  different,"  retorted  ]Mrs. 
Gimple. 

Susan  blushed  and  tried  to  defend 
herself.  "He  doesn't  seem  like  a  com- 
mon working  man,"  she  ventured. 

"Susan,  why  don't  you  talk  tiiu  -.'••ly 
common-sense  folks  talk?"  said  Mrs. 
Gimple.     "You  talks  like  a  book  and  I 


tell  you  it  ain't  right.  No,  Susan,  it 
ain't  right  trying  to  improve  on  the  nat- 
teral  gifts  of  God." 

Susan  refrained  from  a  direct  reply, 
and  her  silence  seemed  proof  conclusive 
to  Mrs.  Gimple  that  the  girl  was  really 
in  love,  so  changing  her  tactics,  she  de- 
cided to  show  how  ordinary  and  com- 
mon-place was  Mr.  Locke,  the  hero.  Not 
that  she  disapproved  of  Mr.  Locke,  but 
rather  that  she  might  show  Susan  he 
was  but  an  ordinary  man. 

"Why  ain't  Mr.  Locke  like  a 
workin'  man?"  she  began. 

"Oh,"  said  Susan,  "his  manners  and 
his  polished  style." 

"Well,  if  he  is  perlite  and  has  his 
shoes  shined — there  ain't  nothing  new 
in  that." 

"He  reads  so  much." 

"Better  than  drinking,"  commented 
Mrs.  Gimple. 

"And  his  wonderful  command  of  lan- 
guage." 

"There  you  go  again,  Susan,  I  do  de- 
clare you  talks  awful.  His  eddicashun, 
you  mean,  may  be.  Why,  Susan,  that 
ain't  nothin'  but  night  school,  and  tend- 
in'  lectures  at  the  Lyceum  wot's  known 
as  the  'ot-bed  of  anarchy.  I  'spect  Mr. 
Locke's  a  anarchist.  He  shure  will  read 
himself  plumb  crazy  and  you  won't  be 
far  behind  when  they  trundles  up  the 
ambulance  to  carry  him  off." 

"I  like  an  ambulance,"  mused  Susan. 

"Well,  if  you  don't  beat  the  Dutch, 
I  don't  know." 

"It  wouldn't  take  much  intelligence  to 
beat  some  Dutch  people,  I  know." 

"My  groceryman  is  Dutch,  Susan,  and 
I  ain't  never  been  able  to  beat  him." 

"That  would  not  be  fair,  would  it?" 
replied  the  girl. 

"I  don't  know  as  whether  it's  fair  or 
not,  but  I'd  do  it  if  I  got  the  chance, 
but  I  suppose  your  being  such  a  eddu- 
cated  ladv  vou  wouldn't  hurt  the  skin- 
flint." 

"I  am  not  a  lady,"  said  Susan,  "only 
a   Socialist." 

"And  what's  a  socialist,  Susan?" 

"Oh,"  said  Susan,  "that  is  a  secret." 

On  a  morning  in  the  seventh  month  of 
his  residence  in  the  house  of  Mrs.  Gim- 
ple, Llenry  Locke  came  down  to  break- 
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fast  at  a  late  hour.  Mrs.  Giniple  thought 
at  first  he  was  out  of  work,  until  she 
recalled  that  it  was  a  bank  holiday. 

Mr.  Locke  sat  down  in  no  easy  frame 
of  mind,  for  he  was  facing  the  great 
crisis  which  comes  at  some  period  to 
every  man.  He  was  tall,  strong,  and  had 
the  firm,  square  jaw  of  a  man  of  power. 
His  hair  was  tinged  with  grey  and  the 
circular  spot  was  spreading  in  an  alarm- 
ing manner. 

"Susan  is  a  working  girl,"  he  was 
thinking  to  himself,"  and  i  am  a  labour- 
ing man.  I  think  she  likes  me,  and  I  be- 
lieve I  know  her  fairly  well — but,  hang 
it,  I  wonder  if  she  loves  me."  Then 
he  squared  his  shoulders  as  though  he 
had  decided  to  take  a  desperate  step. 
"Yes,  I  shall  ask  her,"  he  said  aloud. 

Susan  heard  his  voice  and  came  into 
the  dining-room.  "How^  will  you  have 
your  eggs,  Mr.  Locke?"  she  asked. 

"What  is  that?"  he  said,  in  confu- 
sion. 

"How  do  you  wish  your  eggs  prepared 
this  morning?" 

"Oh,  my  eggs,"  he  replied.  "I  think 
1  will  have  them  palatable." 

"Sorry,"  she  retorted,  "but  Mrs.  Gim- 
ple  won't  allow  me  to  serve  whiskey 
punch." 

"In  that  case  I  will  try  them  fried," 
he  responded  gravely. 

When  Susan  returned  with  the  break- 
fast she  blushed  deeply,  so  fixedly  did 
Locke  gaze  at  her. 

"Susan,"  he  said  abruptly,  "there  is 
something  I  have  made  up  my  mind  to 
say  to  you." 

"Do  you  want  to  take  another  picture 
of  me?" 

"No,"  he  said. 

"You    must    have    about    eighteen." 
"Yes,"  he  stammered.     "I  know  it  was 
an  imposition,  but  you  see  I  am  a  fiend 
on  this  subject." 

"You  certainly  are  a  nuisance." 
"Now  Susan,  didn't  you  take  one  of 
me  for  each  one  of  you  I  snapped  ?" 

"It  was  a  fair  exchange,"  she  retorted, 
"and  you  proposed  the  thing." 

"That  is  quite  right.  Su^a..,  and  T 
suppose  we  are  even.  Now  I  want  to 
speak  to  you  about " 


"Why  did  you  take  so  many  photo- 
gra])hs?"  she  questioned. 

"iJecause,  Susan,  1 — 1  care  so  nujch 
for  you." 

"In  that  case  why  don't  you  take " 

She  stopped  abruptly  and  turned  to  leave 
the  room. 

"Take  you,  Susan?  Do  you  really 
mean  it?  Could  you  care  for  me?  Su- 
san, if  you  only  knew  how  much  I  loved 

}OU." 

"Please — please  don't,"  said  Susan, 
holding  up  her  hand  as  though  she  would 
prevent  him  saying  more. 

"But  I  must  tell  you." 

She  looked  down.  "If  you  love  me, 
please  say  nothing  until  the  twenty- 
third?"     Then  he  gave  an  exclamation. 

"Do  you  know  ?"  she  questioned. 

He  recovered  and  looked  her  square 
in  the  eyes.  "I  know  it  will  be  the 
greatest  day  in  my  life.  " 

"You  may  despise  me,"  she  ventured. 

"And  on  the  twenty-third  you  may 
hate  me,"  he  answered. 

"Is  it  a  secret?" 

"Yes,  Susan,  a  secret,  perhaps  a 
crime." 

"You  do  not  look  like  a  criminal." 

"The   ink  marks  may  not   show." 

"Ink  marks!"  she  gasped,  then  glanced 
quickly  at  her  own  hands. 

"Susan,"  he  continued,  "ever  since  I 
have  known  you  my  preconceived  ideas 
of  the  working  girl  have  undergone  radi- 
cal changes." 

She  looked  at  him  sharply.  "I  sup- 
pose you  miss  the  bangles  and  the  col- 
ogne, but,  speaking  of  the  working  man. 
I  have  never  seen  you  carry  a  dinner 
basin." 

"No,  Susan,  I  am  a  master  mechanic. 
The  dinner  pail  is  the  badge  of  the  la- 
bourer— or  of  the  married  man.  My  \)n- 
sition  is  not  very  exalted,  but  I  ima- 
gine I  gain  more  from  life  than  many 
wealthier  people.  Susan,  tell  me.  what 
is  your  idea  of  life?" 

"Life,"  responded  Susan,  "is  a  comic 
paper." 

"Of  course,  be  funny.  Women,  as  a 
:  iilc.  are  feather-brained." 

"Do  you  think  so?  Lif*-,  1  think,  is 
rather  a  limitless  subject  and  too  wcightv 
for  vou  and  me  to  discuss. 
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I  believe  Henry  George  says  of  life : 
'To  me  it  seems  only  intelligible  as  the 
avenue    anrl    vestibule    to   anothr   life."  " 

"Henry.  George!",  he  .exclaimed. 
"What  do  you  know  of  Henry  George?" 

"1  have  read  'Progress  and  I'overty."  " 

"What!"  he  shouted,  jumping  from 
his  chair. 

Susan  retreated  towards  the  door. 
"And  a  bit  of  Carl  Marx,"  she  retorted. 

"I  suppose  you  have  likewise  heard 
of  Schopenauer?" 

"Yes,  and  of  Xietzche."  she  Ikmg  back 
at  him  as  she  closed  the  door. 

At  diis  moment  Mrs.  Gimple  came  in 
from  the  kitchen,  "Who  is  Mr.  Nietz- 
che?"  she  said,  "a  friend  of  yourn,  ]vlr. 
Locke." 

"Xo,"  he  said  tersely,  as  he  took  his 
hat  and  started  for  the  street.  "Xietz- 
che, inv  good  woman,  is  a  friend  of  the 
devil."' 

"Well,  1  never  in  my  born  days  heard 
the  likes,"  gasped  Mrs.  Gimple. 

On  the  twenty-third  Susan  showed  un- 
due signs  of  nervousness,  and  was  so  ab- 
sent-minded that  she  worked  on  the 
nerves  of  Mrs.  Gimple  until  that  good 
lady  overpaid  the  butcher  and  did  not 
argue  with  the  gasman. 

As  soon  as  the  work  was  finished  Su- 
san donned  her  hat  and  left  the  house. 
Straight  to  "the  nearest  bookshop  she 
walked,  and  in  a  short  time  found  the 
new  book  she  sought.  Dimly  she  heard 
the  platitudes  in  praise  of  the  book  spo- 
ken by  the  wary  clerk.  She  stood  by 
the  counter  turning  over  the  pages  and 
did  not  look  up  until  the  insistent  sales- 
man had  placed  another  book  within  her 
hand. 

"This  might  interest  you.  miss,"  he 
said,  and  Susan  took  in  the  name  of  the 
work  at  a  glance. 

It  certainly  would  interest  her,  and 
she  handed  the  man  half  a  sovereign. 
Then  she  opened  it  and  gave  an  exclam- 
ation of  astonishment,  and  the  book  fell 
from  her  trembling  hands  to  the  floor. 

"Are  you  ill,  miss?"  questioned  the 
clerk. 

"No,  no."  she  said,  faintly. 

"Here  is  your  change."  In   ^:u(\. 


"Keep  it,"  she  replied,  and  tied  in  dis- 
may from  the  shop. 

'rhe  clerk  gazed  at  her  in  astonish- 
ment.   "Mad."  he  muttered,  "stark  mad." 

"And  to  think  he  would  do  this,"  mut- 
tered Susan,  as  she  fled  on  her  wa\-  t^ 
the  house. 

Locked  safely  wathin  her  room  she 
tried  to  look  at  the  affair  in  a  rational 
manner,  but  it  was  a  difficult  thing  to  do. 
His  act  was  certainly  not  that  of  a  gen- 
tleman; then  she  stopped  and  reviewed 
many  preceding  events.  Her  final  con- 
clusion that  it  was  unjust  and  unfair 
was  clapped  by  the  stern  resolve  never 
to  forgive  him,  though  circumstance- 
might  be  mitigating  and  though  he  plea 
ever  so  bravely. 

When  the  well-known  step,  somewhai 
earlier  than  usual,  and  a  little  lower, 
sounded  on  the  outer  steps,  Susan  wa^ 
prepared  for  battle,  and  Mr.  Locke  wa~ 
greatl}-  surprised  when  she  opened  the 
door  and  requested  that  she  might  speak 
with  him  alone  in  the  dining-room. 

"Mr.  Locke,"  she  said,  holding  up  oik 
of  the  new  books,  "do  you  recogni>c 
this?" 

"Yes,"  he  said,  wearily,  "my  new 
book." 

"So  this  is  why  you  wished  my  phot. 
graphs.     How  could  you  do  it  ?     Doulji 
less  you   thought   I   would  be   honoure 
bv  these  pictures  of  myself  as  the  modern 
ViOrking  girl." 

"Susan,  I  give  you  my  word  1  am  ver 
sorry  that  this  has  happened.  Only  late 
ly  did  it  occur  to  me  that  I  should  have 
asked  your  permission  and  I  have  tried 
everything  within  my  power  to  have  the 
photographs  discarded — but  it  was  too 
late.  I  do  not  suppose  you  will  ever  for- 
give me.  There  is  something  I  should 
like  to  show  you."  He  unwrapped  the 
book,  the  counterpart  of  Susan's  first 
purchase.  "This  l30ok  on  the  modern 
working  man  was  doubtless  written  b\ 
you,  as  my  person  is  used  to  illustrate 
the  story." 

"Surely  you  do  not  care?  A  man  doe^ 
not  feel  about  these  things  like  a  woman. 
I  am  sure." 

"Xo,  Susan,  1  don't  care  except  thai 
everyone  in  my  publishing  house  has 
showed    these   ])ictures   to   me   and    said 
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what  a  shanic  it  was  that  llic  wonuin 
had  been  writing  of  an  amateur." 

Susan  grew  faint.  "Uo  you  mean  to 
tell  me  that  you  are  not  a  working  man?' 

"\o,   Susan,   1   am   merely   a   writer." 

"1  suppose  m\-  publisher  has  likewise 
discovered  that  your  type  oi  tne  work- 
ing girl  is  my  mi.seraoie  seii.  Henr\  — 
we  are  imposters." 

"And  the  worst  of  it  is  that  the  witrld 
will  know  it." 

"I'erhaps  cnir  respective  publisher.-, 
may  compromise  by  both  remaining  cpiite 
silent." 

"Uut  the  respective  office  hoys  will 
not." 

"Henry,  you  must  bribe  those  boys." 

"1  will  do  my  best,  dear.  Te  1  me. 
Susan,  you  do  not  hate  me." 

"Xo,  Henry,  1  shall  have  to  forgive 
you,  and  we  must  try  to  think  of  some 
plan.  \\  hy  not  sue  each  other's  pub- 
lishers for  using  our  pictures  ?" 

"What,  Susan!  Ruin  the  financial 
standing  of  our  ])ublishers  and  cut  ofif 
our  royalties?  Xo,  I  see  where  we  can 
make  a  noble  use  of  those  forthcoming 
funds." 

"in  what  way?" 

"Let  us  ask  for  an  advance  payment — 
and — and " 

"Yes,  and — " 

"And  go  on  a  long  honeymoon." 

"But,   Henry,   you   haven't   asked   me 

"15ut  I  have  intimated,  and  1  felt  sure 
that  you  understood." 

"But  a  proposal  from  a  lover  is  worth 
a  hundred  hints  from  an  admirer." 

"Susan,  you  confuse  me  so  that  I  for- 
get all  the  things  I  would  like  to  say. 
1  am  not  good  at  this  sort  of  thing,  but 
give  me  a  chance  and  I  will  prove  to  you 
how  tleep  and  strong  is  my  love  for 
you." 

"1  will,  on  condition  that  you  pro- 
mise never  again  to  use  me  as  the  hero- 
ine of  vour  stories." 


"1  promise,  Susan,  and  1  think  it 
would  be  a  wise  thnig  lor  us  not  to  be 
so  secretive  about  our  writings  in  the 
luture.  i,et  us  call  Airs,  unnple  and 
ten  her  tiie  good  new>,  and  Susan,  in 
tne  meantime,  1  should  like  to  congratu- 
late you  upon  \our  rirst  book.  No,"  he 
contmued,  as  slie  held  out  her  hand.  "1 
want  to  show  my  approval  in  a  more  de- 
cided manner." 

Hush:"  said  Susan,  as  he  clasped 
l>er  witliin  nis  arm>.  ".Mrs.  dimple  is 
coming." 

"(  'li.  Su.san,  1  love  you  very  dearly." 

"And  I  iove  you,  Henry,"  she  said, 
looking  at  him   with  shining  eyes. 

.As  Locke  heard  the  ai)proaching  steij> 
of  .Mrs.  liimple,  he  Hung  open  the  door. 

".Mrs.  (iimple,"  he  shouted.  "Susan 
and  1  are  to  be  married." 

"1  knowed  it,"  said  Mrs.  C iimple. 

" '^  on  knew  it!"  they  exclaimed. 

"Yes,  1  knowed  it,  and  1  says  G<^d 
bless  you  both.  Susan  is  a  good  girl.  Air. 
Locke,  and  1  knows  yi)U  don't  drmk — 
at  least.  1  ain't  never  seen  you  that  way. 
Yes,  I  knowed  it  a  long  time — that  s  w  hy 
1  got  another  girl  today.  Didn't  1  iiear 
you  two  about  a  month  back  a-talkin" 
something  about  the  twenty-third.  When 
I  hears  that,  says  1  to  myself,  they  arc 
going  to  splice.  And  so  I  engaged  for 
a  new  girl  to  come  on  the  twenty-third, 
and  I  hope  to  goodness  she  ain't  no  so- 
cialist." 

"Don't  you  like  socialists?" 

"Yes,  I  s'pose  I  likes  them  ail  right 
when  there  ain't  no  anarchists  in  the 
house." 

".Mr.  Locke  is  not  an  anarchist,"  sai<l 
Susan. 

"Xo."  interrupted  Locke.  "I  am  an 
author." 

".And  a  photographer."  said  Susan. 

"Well,  I  guess  you  are  both  that 
spoonev  like  you  don't  know  what  you 
is.  lUit  I'm  glad  you're  going  to  be 
married,  and  I  sure  wish  you  joy,"  con- 
cluded   Mrs.   dimple. 


A  NEW  YEAR'S  WISH. 

\\'hat  shall  I  wish  in  the  glad  New  Year, 

\\'hat  shall  I  wish  for  you? 
I  wish  all  joy  and  never  a  tear, 
Never  a  cloud  and  never  a  fear. 
And  the  smile  of  Fortune  too ! 

Yes !  I  wish  all  this  in  the  glad  New  Year, 

I  wish  all  this  for  you : 
May  Love  encircle  and  guard  you  dear, 
And,  one  more  wish  with  a  heart  sincere, 

May  all  that  I  wish  come  true! 

THE   Editor   of   -'Westward   Ho!" 
like  Caesar  of  old,  has  issued  a 
decree — it  is  this — that  this  cor- 
ner of  his   delightful   magazine 
shall  be  dedicated  for  ever  and  a  day, 
to  the  greatest  of  all  the  world's  great 
empires,  the  Empire  of  Woman. 

As  members  of  the  Empire  of  Wo- 
man— although  when  one  considers  the 
question  every  woman  is  an  empire  in 
herself — we  will  meet  month  by  month 
in  this  our  own  domain,  and  discuss  the 
affairs  of  the  feminine  body  politic.  Now, 
as  every  woman  knows,  the  ramifica- 
tions of  the  feminine  body  politic  are 
manifold  in  design  and  limitless  in 
measure,  so  that  our  choice  of  subjects 
is  practically  endless. 

I  have  decided  that  the  very  best  way 
to  enjoy  our  monthly  chat,  is  to 
introduce  a  little  imagination.  Jou- 
bert  has  said,  "Imagination  is  the  eye 
of  the  soul,"  and  I  want  you,  my  dear 
fair  readers  (of  course  you  are  equally 
dear    and    fair,    because    no    mere    man 


would  think  of  reading  a  woman's  page) 
I  want  you  to  open  that  inner  eye  of 
\ours  W'ide,  and  see  much  more  than 
just  the  printed  words  on  this  page.  It 
is  your  inward  vision  that  w-ill  make 
these  little  meetings  of  ours  real  and 
joyous,  as  w^ell  as,  I  hope,  mutually 
helpful  and  entertaining. 

I  will  tell  you  what  I  think — let  us 
all  have  tea  by  proxy  once  a  month.  I 
know  that  tea  by  proxy  is  rather  tan- 
talizing and  not  very  revivifying,  but 
just  imagine  the  chatter  we  can  indulge 
in — "the  feast  of  reason  and  the  flow  of 
soul" — and  how  nice  it  will  be  through 
this  medium  to  grow  in  time  to  know 
each  other  better.  Not  for  one  single 
moment  must  you  think  that  I  want  to 
do  all  the  chattering — that  would  be  too 
monotonous :  I  want  every  w^oman  who 
is  interested  in  other  women  to  write  to 
me,  so  that  we  may  have  the  benefit  of 
many  opinions,  and  in  this  way  obtain 
the  broadest  possible  outlook  on  the 
things  pertaining  to  our  kingdom — or 
rather  our  Queendom ! 

While  I  cannot  promise  to  talk  of 
everything  at  once,  any  question  sub- 
mitted that  is  of  paramount  interest  to 
the  Empire  of  Woman  will  be  dealt  wath 
in  its  own  turn ;  and  in  this  way  we 
shall  reap  the  harvest  of  each  other's 
thoughts. 

This  month  we  will  talk  of  ideals  :  we 
will  begin  at  the  top — in  the  heights 
where  the  sun  is  always  shining,  no 
matter  how  much  the  clouds  obscure  or 
the  shadows  dim.  Carlyle  has  said : — 
"Ideals  must  ever  lie  a  great  w^ay  off," 
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but  methinks  the  eye  of  the  soul  brings 
them  very  near ;  and  akhough  in  a 
mundane  world  we  cannot  perhaps  al- 
ways realise  our  ideality,  we  can  idealise 
the  reality  which  is  the  next  best  thing, 
and  in  this  way  come  nearer  to  the  lofty 
conceptions  of  which  we  dream. 
.MY  IDEAL  WUMAX. 
It  is  not  my  intention  to  write  of 
ideals  in  the  abstract,  at  least  just  now. 
I  am  going  to  deal  with  something  more 
tangible  and  real,  and  tell  you  about  my 
ideal  woman,  and  how  she  appears  to 
me.  Ideal  woman !  did  I  hear  somebod\' 
say — does  she  really  exist  after  all?  She 
certainly  does  exist  in  my  imagination, 
and  1  am  going  to  write  her  down  in 
all  the  beautiful  adornment  1  have  pre- 
pared for  her. 

We  hear  quite  a  lot  about  Woman 
now-a-days,  and  man}-  are  the  com- 
parisons drawn  between  ourselves  and 
our  grandmothers :  but  in  spile  of  tiie 
many  unkind  things  that  are  often  said 
about  her,  1  believe  the  woman  of  to- 
day is  just  as  sweet  and  womanly  at 
heart,  as  was  the  woman  of  "the  good 
old  days,"  who,  like  Lady  Teazle  played 
Pope  Joan  with  the  curate  for  recrea- 
tion, and  fainted  on  the  slightest  pretext 
because  she  thought  it  the  right  thing 
to  do.  The  woman  of  today  is  made  of 
sterner  stuff,  but  that  need  not  neces- 
sarily detract  from  her  womanliness. 

Of  course,  ideals  depend  entirely  on 
the  idealist.  As  there  is  no  perfect  uni- 
formity between  any  two  things  in  the 
natural  world,  so  there  are  no  two  ideals 
quite  alike — the  endless  variety  of  ideals 
regarding  women  conclusively  proves 
this.  Writers,  poets  and  painters  have 
vied  with  each  other  in  attempting  to 
portray  her;  but  no  one  appears  to  have 
really  fixed  the  ideal.  "Quot  homines, 
tot  sentiae,"'  but  so  far  as  the  outward 
aspect  is  concerned,  the  ideal  woman  is 
the  woman  who  most  nearly  realises 
that  ideal  of  life  which  the  idealist  is 
cherishing.  No  two  artists  have  as  yet 
agreed  on  the  perfect  contour  of  her 
face,  or  the  s}mmetry  of  her  form ;  nor 
have  poets  achieved  a  much  greater  suc- 
cess, although  Wordsworth  gives  us  an 
ideal  woman  in  the  lines : — 


"A  creature  not  too  bright  or  good,  for 
human  nature's  daily  food : 
lor   transient   pleasures,   simple   wiles, 
praise,  blame,  love,  kisses,  tears  and 
smiles." 

***** 

"The    reason    firm,    the    temperate    will, 
endurance,    foresight,    strength,    and 
skill, 
A    perfect    woman,    nobly    planned,    to 
warn,  to  comfort,  or  command." 

in  all  nations  and  ages  the  ideal  re- 
mains i)ractically  the  same,  although  race 
or  latitude  may  cause  a  diflferent  stand- 
ard to  be  set  up. 

We  hear  much  about  the  social 
equality  of  the  sexes,  but  the  true  equal- 
it\-  of  man  and  woman  will  be  found 
only  in  their  relation  to  one  another. 
Each  is  supplementary  to  the  other,  and 
has  in  it  the  elements  of  completion  to 
the  other.  Each  is  as  excellent  as  the 
other  in  its  own  sphere.  They  meet  on 
the  true  equality  of  worth  and  not  kind, 
and  when  this  complementary  standard 
is  best  maintained,  then  does  the  rela- 
tion between  the  sexes  approach  nearest 
the  ideal. 

■'He  is  the  half  part  of  a  blessed  man 
Left  to  be  finished  by  such  as  she : 
And  she  a  fair  divided  excellence 
Whose  fulness  of  perfection  lies  in  him." 

Together  they  lost  their  Eden ;  surely 
it  is  together  they  will  find  it  again.  I 
am  convinced  of  it.  It  is  no  use  for 
Adam  and  Eve  to  start  off  by  different 
roads  to  regain  their  lost  Paradise :  the 
journey  must  be  undertaken  together, 
and  hand  in  hand.  The  path  is  the  same 
old  path  trodden  in  by-gone  ages  by 
millions  of  pilgrim  feet  who  have  passed 
that  way.  and  yet  it  is  as  fair  and  fresh 
today  as  when  the  first  lovers  followed 
its  alluring  route  to  the  goal  of  their 
desires. 

But  these  are  generalities.  I  must  get 
back  to  my  ideal !  What  is  she  like  ? 
She  is  like  herself,  and  therein  lies  her 
chief  charm.  She  is  just  her  own  sweet 
self  and  not  an  imitation  of  anybody 
else.  With  regard  to  exteriors,  she  is 
nice  to  look  at.  and  although   she  need 
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not  necessarily  be  possessed  of  faultless 
features,  I  say  with  Max  O'Rell,  "Good 
figure? — Decidedly!"  About  her  face 
lingers  an  indescribable  charm  and 
witchery  ;  l)ut  it  lurks  more  in  the  gen- 
eral expression,  that  intangible  some- 
thing that  is  so  elusive,  than  in  the  or- 
dinarily accepted  lines  of  beauty.  It 
ripples  around  the  soft,  mobile  lines  of 
her  mouth,  and  peeps  out  roguishly  from 
the  clear  depths  of  her  eyes.  Sweet  eyes 
they  are — truthful  and  brave ;  the  very 
mirrors  of  her  soul.  Xow  they  are  danc- 
ing with  fun — now  they  are  thoughtful 
and  serene — now  they  are  humid  w'ith 
sympathy,  the  limpid  homes  of  tender- 
ness and  love. 

So  much  for  those  qualities  which 
more  directly  make  their  appeal  to  the 
senses,  but  there  are  more  potent  charms 
than  these.  I\Iy  ideal  woman  possesses 
a  beautiful  "soul-side,'"  rich  in  those 
higher  attributes  which  delight  the  mind, 
and  wherein  lies  the  intrinsic  worth  of 
true  w-omanhood.  But  this  "soul-side" 
is  not  public  property;  it  is  reverently 
reserved  for  the  one  to  whom  she  gives 
her  life  and  love.  However,  she  does 
not  make  marriage  the  one  aim  and  ob- 
ject of  her  life,  although,  hidden  awav 
in  the  secret  recesses  of  her  heart  there 
may  linger  the  sweet  hope  that  some  day 
perhaps,  she  may  find  favor  in  some- 
body's eyes,  and  rest  secure  in  some- 
body's love.  She  remembers  that  until 
the  somebody  comes,  she  has  her  little 
life  to  live  independent  of  anybody :  and 
that  she  has  a  little  barque  of  her  own 
to  navigate  across  life's  treacherous  sea. 
With  eyes  fixed  on  the  stars,  and  hands 
firmly  grasping  the  helm,  she  shapes  her 
course  through  stress  and  storm,  through 
calm  and  sunshine :  and  if  she  never  finds 
an  anchorage  in  the  harbor  of  an  earthlv 
love,  she  still  smiles  and  steers  straight 
on  toward  the  fair  haven  of  her  highest 
hopes. 

My  ideal  is,  above  all  things,  essen- 
tially a  womanly  woman,  and  she  never 
attempts  to  make  of  herself  a  feeble 
imitation  of  a  man.  She  realises  that 
she  is  portion  of  a  great  universal  wo- 
manhood :  and  rising  to  the  true  dignitv 
of  her  position,  she  does  her  best  to 
uphold  in  all  its  grandeur  and  perfection, 


the  mighty  fabric  of  which  she  is  a  part. 
She  also  goes  in  largely  for  "Woman's 
Rights,"  exercising  to  the  full  the  rights 
divine  that  God  and  Nature  have  en- 
dowed her  with.  These  rights  constitute 
the  strongest  plank  in  her  platform — the 
most  potential  power  in  her  possession. 
From  this  platform  she  issues  her  mani- 
festo— not  on  Universal  Suffrage,  or  "the 
Final  Extinction  of  the  Masculine  Gen- 
der— but  on  the  highest  and  noblest  des- 
tiny of  her  sex,  that  of  the  Makers  of 
Home,  and  the  Mothers  of  Men ;  the 
real  power  behind  the  intricate  w'orkings 
of  this  often  bewildering  old  world.  In 
spite  of  the  manifold  manoeuvres  of  the 
so-called  "militant  sisterhood,"  she  knows 
in  her  own  heart  that  "women  will  in- 
deed find  their  place,  but  it  wall  neither 
be  that  in  which  they  have  been  held, 
nor  that  to  which  some  of  them  aspire. 
Nature's  old  Salic  law  will  not  be  re- 
pealed, and  no  change  of  dynasty  will 
be  effected." 

Heigho !  for  my  ideal  woman  with  her 
cheery  greeting  and  happy  smile  f^r 
everybody.  She  realises  that  the  All- 
Fatherhood  of  God  means  the  All-Bro- 
therhood of  ]\Ian ;  and  she  possesses  in 
all  its  subtle  sweetness,  the  "heart  at 
leisure  from  itself  to  soothe  and  sym- 
pathise." In  times  of  sorrow,  distress 
or  suffering,  she  is  indeed  a  ministering 
angel.  She  wins  the  love  of  everybod;-; 
by  that  charm  of  manner  which  has  it- 
root  in  unselfishness  and  a  sincere  de- 
sire to  please  and  make  others  happy. 

She  has  plenty  of  common-sense.  She 
does  not,  when  a  man  makes  a  confi- 
dante of  her,  telling  of  hopes  and  fears 
that  have  connection  with  the  practical 
side  of  things,  and  which  are  so  often 
uppermost  in  his  mind — chime  in  with 
irrelevant  questions  and  inconsequent  re- 
marks— she  listens  with  interest,  and 
bringing  her  commonsense  to  beac  on  the 
subject,  counsels  and  advises  to  the  best 
of  her  ability. 

She  does  not  condemn  the  weak  nor 
point  scornfully  at  the  fallen — her  heart 
is  full  of  pity  and  a  divine  compassion 
for  such  as  they.  She  remembers  the 
"veined  humanity"  running  through  all. 
and  in  a  human  w^orld  she  gives  human 
sympathy.     Her  hand  is  the  saving  line 
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^t^ctcl^ecl  out  (ner  the  waters  of  despair, 
strong  to  help  weary,  despondent  souls 
to  the  shore  of  Hope. 

Dear  nie !  there  seems  to  be  (|uite  a 
lot  in  my  ideal  woman.  Did  1  hear 
somebody  say,  "'Ves,  everything  but  tlesh 
and  blood?"  You  are  wrong.  Air.  Some- 
body; (of  course  you  are  a  man,  because 
no  woman  would  make  so  disi)araging  a 
remark)  this  ideal  woman  of  mine  is  not 
at  all  a  vague,  shadowy  unreaUty,  ami 
1  can  assure  you  that  if  you  pmched  her 
it  would  hurt!  1  snouldu't  wonder  if 
she  iiad  the  powers  of  retaliation  and 
pinched  you  back  again,  or  perhaps  pull- 
ed your  hair  by  way  of  varying  the  pro- 
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Why,  my   ideal  is  real  joll}. 


and  can  see  a  joke  before  the  joke  can 
see  her.  She  is  a  veritable  gleam  of 
sunshine,  flitting  here  and  there,  and 
brightening  up  the  dull  corners — yes, 
even  if  she  has  to  use  a  brush  and  duster 
to  do  it  with !  She  believes  in  looking 
for  the  beauty  and  goodness  in  life,  not 
in  grovelling  among  dust-heaps  to  find 
the  rubbish.  She  is  a  philosopher  too: 
she  knows  that  there  is  nothing  like 
a  draught  of  wholesome  philosophy,  ju- 
diciously administered,  with  which  to 
swallow  the  bitter  pills  of  life. 

Althougli  I  have  said  much  about  my 
ideal  woman,  I  feel  she  must  be  known 
to  be  really  appreciated.  Why  did  1 
write  of  my  ideal  woman,  rather  than  of 
my  ideal  man?  Wed,  you  see,  I  know- 
most  about  women :  I  am  a  w'oman  my- 
self, which  in  itself  is  an  independent 
education  on  the  subject!  However,  I 
have  an  ideal  man  also,  and  ne.xt  month 
I  will  array  him.  like  Solomon  in  all  his 
glory,  so  that  you  may  see  him.  and  tell 
me  what  you  think  of  him.  When  my 
ideal  man  marries  my  ideal  woman,  then 
indeed  will  ""Love  take  up  the  harp  of 
life."  and  as  the  tremulous  chords  are 
struck,  each  one  grander,  sweeter,  purer, 
and  clearer  than  the  last,  then  two  people 
at  least  in  this  w^ork-a-day  world  will 
catch  a  strain  of  the — 

1-lysian  music — that  diviner  theme 

Love  wakes  within  the  soul ; 
Until     the   Dreamer   and     the   splendid 

Dream, 
I '.lend  in  one  perfect  whole. 


W.\.\  TED  THK  OTIIKK  \LRSli:RV. 

An  an.xious  mother  determines  to  ring 
up  the  day  nursery  to  ask  for  some  ad- 
vice as  to  her  cliiUl.  Calling  for  the  nur- 
sery, she  is  given  (iotlfried  liluber.  Horist 
and  tree-dealer.  1  he  following  conver- 
sation ensues : — 

"1  called  for  the  nursi-ry.  Is  this  tlie 
nursery?" 

■'\  es,  ma'am." 

"1  am  >o  worric'(l  aimui  iii\  lillle 
Rose." 

"\'at  seems  to  be  der  madder?" 

"Oh,  not  so  very  much,  perhaps,  but 
just  a  general  listlessness  and  lack  of 
life." 

■'.Ain'd  growing  righd.  eh?" 

"Xo.  sir." 

••\ell.  I  vill  dell  you  vat  U)  do.  You 
(lake  der  scissors  und  cut  otif  abound  two 
inches  from  der  limbs  und " 

'"Wha-a-at?" 

"i  say,  dake  der  scissors  und  cut  ofT 
aboud  two  inches  from  der  limbs,  und 
den  turn  der  garten  hose  on  it  for  aboud 
four  hours  in  der  morning " 

•'Wha-a-at?"  .And  the  receiver  vi- 
brated at  her  tone. 

"Turn  der  garten  hose  on  for  aboud 
four  hours  in  der  morning,  und  den  pile 
a  lot  of  plack  dirt  all  around  und  sprinkie 
mit  insegt  powter  all  ofer  der  top " 

"Sir-r-r!" 

"Shprinkle  mit  insegt  powter  all  ofer 
der  top.  You  know  it  is  usually  nodilings 
but  pugs  dot " 

"How  dare  you.  sir?  \\'liat  do  you 
mean  by  such  language  to  me?" 

"Xoddings.  but  pugs  usually  causes 
der  troubles,  und  den  you  vant  to  vash 
der  rose  mit  a  liquid  breparations  I  haf 
for  sale  here " 

"Who  in  the  world  are  you.  any- 
wav  ?"  .     „ 

"Gottfried  (iluber.  der  fiorist.  ' 

"O-o-oh!"  rather  weakly.  "Cood-bye." 


1'ri:tty  ciooD  at  stlllixi;. 

Mr.  I  ones  was  writing  a  letter.  Writ- 
ing is  "not  his  strong  point,  neither  is 
spelling,  and  he  called  on  .Mrs.  Jones, 
who   was   sewing  in  the   room. 

"Maria."  he  said,  suspen.ling  his  pen 
in  the  air  and  catching  a  globule  «'t  "ik 
on  his  nose,  "is  there  any  Mi"  in  sota.' 
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"Of  course  there  is !"  answered  Mrs. 
Jones,  taking  from  her  mouth  a  button 
that  she  was  going  to  sew  on  Wilhe's 
best  jacket.     "S-o-p-h-a,  sofa." 

"Thanks !  That's  the  way  I  always 
speh  it,  come  to  think  of  it,"  said  Jones, 
airily.  Then  there  was  a  silence.  Sud- 
denly he  asked : — 

"Are  there  two  'g's'  in  sugar,  Maria?" 

"Mercy,  no!"  said  Mrs.  Jones,  sharp- 
ly. "I  should  think  you  could  spell  a 
little  word  like  that,  Jeptha.  S-h-u-g-a-r, 
sugar." 

"That's  so,"  assented  Jones,  "but  I 
forgot  the  'h' ;  thought  the  word  didn't 
look  right,"  and  he  scratched  in  the  mis- 
sing aspirate.  Then  he  folded  his  letter 
and   set  about  directinsf  it. 


"How  many  'i's'  in  Pimlico  ?"  he  asked, 
balancing  a  postage-stamp  on  his  tongue. 

"About  a  dozen !"  snapped  Mrs.  Jones, 
who  had  just  discovered  that  both  heels 
of  Willie's  stockings  needed  repairing. 
"You  ought  to  keep  a  dictionary,  Jeptha, 
and  not  depend  upon  me  for  everything." 

"I  don't  need  one  when  you're  around, 
dear,"  said  Jones,  with  a  sly  wink  at  the 
ceiling. 

"I  always  was  a  pretty  good  speller," 
said  Mrs.  Jones,  complacently.  "It 
comes  natural  for  some  folks  to  spell, 
and  I  suppose  I'm  one  of  them,"  and 
she  proceeded  to  darn  Willie's  heels, 
while  Jones  went  out  and  posted  his 
letter." 


THE  authorities  who  have  dealt 
with  the  last  stage  of  Simon 
Fraser's  journey  to  the  Pacific 
(3cean  do  not  all  agree  as  to  the 
starting  point  of  the  expedition,  but  it  is 
iii't  necessary  here  to  enter  the  contro- 
\t-rsial  lists  in  suj^port  or  defence  of  the 
aimunents  set  forth  by  different  writers. 
1  "I"  all  intents  and  purposes.  Fort 
'  '«-•'  irge,  at  the  confluence  of  the  Nechaco 
and  Fraser  Rivers,  was  the  point  from 
which  the  fur  trader  started  on  his  bold 
and  hazardous  undertaking.  In  passing 
\\r  will  quote  one,  and  but  one.  authority 
ni  favour  of  this  contention.  John 
Stuart,  who  by  the  way  was  Lord  Strath- 
coiia's  maternal  uncle,  in  the  "notes" 
which  were  appended  to  A.  C.  Ander- 
son's manuscript  history  of  the  North- 
west Coast  remarks  that  "The  establish- 
;u  nt  on  McLeod's  Lake  was  founded  in 
3.  those  on  Stuart's  and  Fraser's 
K<-s  in  1806;  that  of  Fort  George  in 
'''^iC.    and    it  was    from    there    that,    in 


1808,  the  expedition  that  traced  the  Jac- 
kanet  (Fraser)  River  of  Sir  Alexander 
^lacKenzie  down  to  its  mouth,  in  latitude 
49  north,  took  its  departure."  As  John 
Stuart  accompanied  Fraser.  it  would  cer- 
tainly appear  that  he  would  be  entitled 
to  speak  with  authority  in  the  premises. 
Moreover,  David  Thompson,  another 
pioneer  whose  achievements  have  al- 
most been  forgotten  by  the  present  gen- 
eration, in  his  great  map  entitled  "Map 
of  the  Northwest  Territory  of  the  Pro- 
vince of  Canada  from  actual  survey  dur- 
ing the  years  1792  to  181 2,"  embodied 
Stuart's  plan  or  survey  of  the  newly  ex- 
plored river,  upon  which  plan  or  survey 
we  find,  on  the  line  of  the  54th  parallel 
of  latitude,  where  it  intersects  the  Phra- 
ser, the  legentl — "The  place  of  Mr.  Si- 
mon Fraser's  and  Party's  departure.  " 
Peculiarly  enough  Fort  (icorge  is  not 
mentioned  on  the  chart. — aithough  its 
position  is  indicated  by  tlie  letters  "N. 
W.  Co.",  by  which  abbreviation  we  infer 
tliat  Thompson  denoted  the  sites  of  posts 
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— and.  more  strangely  still,  the  Xeciiaco 
does  not  appear  at  all. 

David  Thompson's  map,  an  invaluable 
record,  is  still  preserved  in  the  I'arlia- 
ment  IJuildings  at  Toronto.  Not  the 
least  interesting-  part  of  it  is  the  follow- 
ing note  appended  to  the  title,  "This 
map  made  for  the  Xorth-West  Company 
in  1813  and  1814  and  delivered  to  the 
Honourable  William  AlcGillivray  then 
agent  embraces  the  region  lying  be- 
tween 45  and  60  degrees  North  Latitude 
and  84  and  124  degrees  West  Longti- 
tude  comprising  the  surveys  and  dis- 
coveries of  twenty  years,  namely,  the 
Discovery  and  Survey  of  the  Oregon 
Territory  to  the  Pacific  Ocean,  the  sur- 
vey of  the  Athabasca  Lake,  Slave  River 
and  Lake  from  which  flows  MacKenzie's 
River  to  the  Arctic  Sea,  by  AJr.  Philip 
Turner,  the  route  of  Sir  Alexander 
^lacKenzie  in  1792  down  part  of  Era- 
ser's River,  together  with  the  survey  of 
this  River  to  the  Pacific  Ocean  by  the 
late  John  Stuart  of  the  North-West 
Company  by  David  1  hom|)son.  Astron- 
omer and  Surveyor."  Here  it  will  be 
observed  that  the  cartographer  specific- 
ally acknowledges  his  indebtedness  to 
John  Stuart  for  information  respecting 
the  course  of  the  Eraser  River.  From 
the  wording  of  the  note  above  recited 
it  would  appear  that  Thompson  merely 
inserted  Stuart's  plan  in  his  own  map, 
without  altering  or  correcting  any  part 
of  it.  The  knowledge  of  the  official  sur- 
veyor of  the  Northwest  Company  con- 
cerning the  newly  discovered  waterway, 
from  personal  experience,  could  not  have 
been  extensive  because  the  field  of  his 
labours  in  the  West  lay  south  of  the 
Fraser  River,  in  the  Rocky  Mountains, 
in  the  Valley  of  the  Columbia,  in  the 
plateau  of  the  Kamioops  country.  Simon 
Eraser's  Journal  and  notes  were  appar- 
ently considered  of  little  value  from  a 
cartographical  point  of  view,  at  least  one 
would  infer  as  much  because  David 
Thompson,  a  man  of  high  ability  and 
reckoned  in  those  days  of  some  worth 
in  his  profession,  does  not  even  refer  to 
the  information  gathered  by  the  fur- 
trader.  It  is  evidently  due  to  the  fact 
that  the  first  map  of  the  Fraser  River 
was    compiled    liy    John    .Stuart    that    in 


some  quarters  he  has  been  looked  upon, 
and  called,  tne  reai  leader  of  the  ex- 
pedition, leaving  to  Simon  Fraser  the 
titular  honour  only.  We  are  inclined  to 
think  that  this  is  a  mistaken  view.  It 
is  true  that  Stuart's  training  as  an  en- 
gineer enabled  him  to  use  the  data  he 
gathered  to  good  advantage,  but  apart 
from  this  we  fail  to  find  any  convinc- 
ing evidence  that  Fraser  was  not  the 
actual  head  and  real  director  of  the  ex- 
pedition. The  evidence  before  us  in- 
deed is  distinctly  in  favour  of  the  view 
that  Fraser,  and  Fraser  alone,  was  rtr 
sponsible  for  the  conduct  of  the  explor- 
ation. Throughout  the  whole  journey 
John  Stuart  rendered  his  superior  the 
most  loyal  support  and  he  assisted  him 
in  every  possible  manner. 

Before  giving  an  account  of  the  ex- 
pedition \ve  must  briefly  refer  to  the 
fact  that  Eraser's  Journal,  as  published 
by  ^lasson,  commences  with  the  date 
May  22nd,  1808,  but  the  next  entry  is 
dated  Sunday,  May  29th.  If  the  first 
date  is  correctly  given  we  are  at  a  loss 
to  explain  the  cause  of  the  delay  which 
consumed  the  23rd,  24th,  25th,  26th,  and 
27th,  days  of  the  month.  Nor  does  the 
Journal  itself  enlighten  us  upon  the  point. 
Certain  it  is  that,  between  the  22nd  and 
the  29th,  not  more  than  a  day's  journey [ 
was  accomplished.  If  the  expedition  left! 
Fort  George  on  the  22nd,  then  a  con-! 
siderabie  delay  must  have  occurred  im- 
mediately after  the  start.  But  it  is  use- 
less to  conjecture.  At  the  present  time 
we  can  only  follow  the  Journal  of  Simon 
Fraser  as  published  by  Masson.  L'ntil 
that  document  is  proved  to  have  been 
incorrectly  copied,  or  edited,  we  must 
accept  it  as  authentic. 

At  the  outset  it  may  be  well  to  state 
that  it  is  impossible  to  recognize  all  the; 
places    referred    to   by    Fraser.       When 
following  him  it  is  often  difficult  to  deter- 
mine  where   the   points    described    ma} 
be.     This  is  especially  the  case  when  h' 
referred    to    the    different    portages,    o; 
carrying  places — he  seldom  tells  us  whe 
ther  the  canoes   and   supplies  were  car 
ried  on  the  right  or  the  left  bank.    Nov 
and    again,    however,    there    is    no    mi- 
taking  his  description.     For  instance,  w^ 
have  no  difficulty  in  recognising  "Cam 
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chin  '  as  the  present  site  and  Indian 
name  of  l.xtlon,  because  he  noticetl  and 
so  named  the  rhonipson  River,  which 
enters  the  l-Vaser  just  al)ove  that  hllle 
town.  I'.ut,  as  a  rule,  the  country  lie 
passed  tlu-oui;h  was  of  such  a  nature  as 
to  render  a  description  of  any  one  spot 
applicable  to  another,  not  far  distant  it 
niav  be.  yet  distant  enouy^h  to  make  con- 
fusion possible,  and  fre(|uently  probable. 
It  is  true  that  Stuart's  chart  helps  us 
more  or  less,  but  even  with  the  aid  of 
that  sketch  the  student  will  often  be 
confused  because  names  and  piaces  arc- 
marked  thereon  which  are  not  mentit)n- 
ed  by  Fraser,  and  many  names  bestowed 
■'  by  the  latter  are  not  given  at  all. 

In    Masson's    volume    the    Journal    of 

Simon    I'raser    covers    sixty-hve    octavo 

I)ages.  and  consequently  it  is  not  possible 

to  more  than  give  here  the  briefest  re- 

'  sumc  of  it.     The  document  itself  is  re- 

'plete  with  interest — in  it  we  find  a  more 

or  less  full  description  of  the  latter  part 

of    the    third    overland    journey    to    the 

^acific.      Sir   Alexander    MacKenzie    in 

793.  and  the  expedition  under  Captain 

.ewis  and   Captain   Clark   in    1805   and 

806.  had  reached  the  ocean,  and  now. 

in    1808.    Simon    I'raser    is    to    follow    a 

new  route  to  the  sea. 

\TL 

Having  made  every  preparation  for 
a  long  voyage,"'  Fraser  marshaded  at 
Fort  George  his  little  force  of  nineteen 
voyageurs  and  two  Indians,  officered  by 
himself,  as  commandant,  John  Stuart, 
second  in  command,  and  Jules  Maurice 
Quesnel.  The  little  party  embarked  at 
five  a.m.  on  the  22nd  of  May  according 
to  Fraser's  Journal,  but.  if  we  follow 
Father  Morice,  on  the  28th  day  of  that 
nonth.  With  the  swift  current  in  their 
favour  the  canoes  soon  made  eighteen 
niles,  but  at  this  point  strong  rapids 
A-ere  encountered,  in  which  one  of  the 
ittle  vessels  was  nearly  wrecked.  Be- 
ow  the  rapids  the  river  contracted  into 
I  narrow  channel  not  more  than  seventy 
,'ards  wide,  between  rock-bound  banks, 
rims  early  in  the  voyage  did  the  men 
lave  a  foretaste  of  the  difficulties  they 
\fOuld  be  called  upon  to  encounter  in 
he  lower  reaches  of  the  river. 
On   the   second     dav   the     vovageurs 


sailed  past  beautifully  varied  scenery. 
"This  scenery,"  l-'raser  writers  in  his 
diary  of  May  29th,  "has  a  very  fine  as- 
pect, consisting  of  extensive  plains,  and, 
behind  the.se,  hills  rising  (^ver  hills."  .And 
again,  "This  country,  interspersed  with 
meadows,  hills,  dales,  and  high  rocks, 
has  on  the  whole  a  romantic  and  pleas- 
ant a])pearance."  l>ut  these  were  only 
tleeting  glimjjses — presently  the  land- 
scape would  assume  an  asj)ect  of  wihl 
and  forbidding  grandeur,  and  the  river 
would  beccjme  a  foaming  torrent. 

Apparently  the  country  now  Ixring 
traversed  was  populous  for  many  Indian 
dwellings  and  villages  are  noticed.  (Jn 
Momlay.  May  30th.  h'raser  landed  at  a 
large  house,  probably  in  the  vicinity  of 
Soda  Creek,  where  he  met  a  few  natives, 
one  of  whom  told  the  fur-trader  that  it 
would  be  dangerous  for  him  to  proceed 
"before  his  intentions  were  publicly 
known  throughout  the  country."  There- 
upon he  decided  to  remain  during  the 
rest  of  the  day.  The  Indians  possessed 
horses,  and  mounted  couriers  were  de- 
spatched to  the  tribe  below  with  the  news 
that  strangers  were  alx)Ut  to  i)ass  through 
their  territories.  In  the  course  of  the 
day,  "Tahowtins"  and  ".\tnaughs"  rode 
into  the  village.  "They  seemed  peace- 
ably inclined  and  hapi)y  to  see  us,"  re- 
marks I'Yaser.  "and  observed  that  hav- 
ing heard  by  their  neighbors  that  white 
people  were  to  visit  their  country  this 
season,  they  had  remained  near  the  route 
to  receive  us."  The  natives  told  the 
explorer  that  the  river  was  but  "a  suc- 
cession of  falls  and  cascades."  and  urged 
him  to  discontinue  his  voyage  and  to 
remain  with  them.  iMrearms  were  un- 
known to  these  peo])le  and  when  the  voy- 
ageurs discharged  their  pieces,  the  re- 
ports so  astonished  them,  that,  they 
*droi)ped  off  their  legs  with  fri.ght.'' 
"Upon  recovering  from  their  surprise." 
savs  FVaser,  "we  made  them  examine 
their  effect.  They  appeared  quite  un- 
easv  on  seeing  the  marks  on  the  trees 
anri  observed  that  the  Indians  in  that 
quarter  were  good  and  peaceable,  and 
would  never  make  use  of  their  arms  to 
annov  white  people:  yet  they  remarked 
that  we  ought  to  be  on  our  guard,  and 
proceed  with  great  care  when  appmach- 
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ing  villages,  for,  should  we  surprise  the 
natives,  they  might  take  us  as  enemies, 
and,  through  fear,  attack  us  with  their 
arms."  The  advice  of  the  natives  was 
sedulously  followed ;  Eraser  always 
thereafter  induced  men  of  one  tribe 
to  introduce  him  to  the  next. 

On  the  31st  Eraser  met  a  chief,  whose 
slave  roughly  sketched  on  two  oilcloths 
the  course  of  the  river  to  the  sea.  But 
he  was  not  particularly  impressed  with 
the  knowledge  or  ability  of  the  artist, 
although  it  was  not  difficult  to  gather 
that  the  course  below  would  be  intricate 
and  dangerous.  The  chief  was  friendly 
and  commended  the  white  men  to  his 
people.  Eraser,  in  return  for  this  cour- 
tesy and  consideration,  hinted  that  a  new 
trading  post  might  be  established  in  the 
territory  in  the  near  future.  This  in- 
timation so  pleased  the  chief  that  he  im- 
mediately volunteered  to  accompany  the 
expedition  all  the  way  to  the  coast.  Thus, 
by  a  little  delicate  attention  and  diplom- 
acy, the  discoverer  secured  an  invalu- 
able   alh'.       The    chief   accompanied    the 


expedition    for   many   days,   but   evenu^ 
ally,    repenting   of   his   decision,    slip] 
away   one   dark   night   and   returned 
his  people. 

At  different  places  along  the  rivcr, 
bales  of  salmon  were  cached  for  the  re- 
turn journey.  During  the  greater  part 
of  the  voyage,  the  men  were  dependent 
for  provisions  upon  the  Indian  tribes. 
Salmon,  dried  and  fresh,  berries,  nuts, 
wild  onions,  oil,  and  other  delicacies  were 
as  a  rule  freely  bestowed  by  the  natives 
— nor  must  we  forget  that  the  voyageur^ 
were  frequently  feasted  with  dog's  flesh, 
looked   upon  by  them  as  a  rare  tit-bit. 

Now  proceeding  calmly  upon  the 
breast  of  the  flooding  tide,  now  dashing 
wildly  down  tremendous  rapids,  the 
canoes  proceeded  swiftly  forv^^ard.  Not 
infrequently,  however,  everything,  can-^ 
oes  and  all,  had  to  be  carried  over  long 
and  difficult  portages,  where  deep  ra- 
vines, steep  hills  and  yawning  precipices 
almost  completely  barred  the  way.  It  \i 
impossible  to  form  an  adequate  idea  oi 
the  suft'erings  of  these  men.     Sometimes 
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111  ir  path  would  be  so  rough  with  jaggeil 
^tniiLS  that  their  moccasins  would  be 
Mmj)leteiy  worn  out.  and  then,  footsore 
tiui  weary,  they  would  carry  their  heav\' 
i;i(  k.s  from  the  head  of  a  canyon  to  a 
^,ii\  point  below  it.  Day  by  day,  bv 
aatcr  or  by  land,  the  expedition  worked 
t-  way  towards  its  goal,  until  at  last 
,ali'ur  and  determination  were  rewarded 
m<l  the  blue  waters  of  the  ( '.ulf  of 
aiirgia  were  reached. 

The    exi)edition    encountered    its    first 
-tivms    tlititiculty    on    Wednestlay,    June 
At  this  point  commenced  tiiat  se- 
lf canyons  and  rapids  of  which  the 
111s   had    so   often    warned   them    in 
iast   two   or    three   days.      For   two 
-    the   river   foamed   and   boiled   be- 
1  "high  banks  which  contracted  the 
nel  in  many  places  to  forty  or  fifty 
The  Journal   continues — "This 
ruse  body  of  water  passing  through 
iii>  narrow  space  in  a  turbulent  manner, 
.inning    numerous    gulfs    and    cascades 
md  making  a  tremendous  noise,  had  an 
u\  ful  and  forbidding  appearance.     Xev- 
.Ttheless,  since  it  was  considered  as  next 
o  impossible  to  carry  the  canoes  across 
he  land  on  account  of  the  height  and 
iteepness  of  the  hills,  it  was  resolved  to 
/enture  them  down  this  dangerous  pass. 

"Leaving  Mr.  Stuart  and  two  men  at 
:he  lower  end  of  the  rapid  in  order  to 
rvatch  the  motions  of  the  Natives,  I  re- 
:urned  with  the  other  four  men  to  the 
:amp.  Immediately  on  my  arrival,  I  or- 
lered  the  five  best  men  out  of  the  crews 
nto  a  canoe  lightly  loaded,  and  the  canoe 
Aras  in  a  moment  under  way.  After 
massing  the  first  cascade,  she  lost  her 
:ourse  and  was  drawn  into  the  eddy 
^here  she  was  swirled  about  for  a  con- 
siderable time,  seemingly  in  suspense 
*vhetlier  to  sink  or  swim,  the  men  hav- 
ng  no  power  over  her.  However,  she 
;ook  a  favourable  turn  and  by  degrees 
tvas  led  from  this  dangerous  vortex  again 
into  the  stream.  In  this  manner  she 
lontinued  fl>ing  from  one  danger  to  an- 
Dther  until  the  last  cascade  but  one, 
where,  in  spite  of  every  eflfort,  the  whirl- 
Dools  forced  her  against  a  low  project- 
ing rock.  Upon  this,  the  men  debarked, 
saved  their  own  lives  and  contrived  to 
5ave  the  property,  but  the  greatest  diffi- 


culty was  still  ahead,  and  to  continue 
b\  water  would  be  the  way  to  certain 
destruction. 

"During  this  distressing  scene,  we  were 
on  shore  looking  (jn  and  anxiously  con- 
cerned ;  seeing  our  p(j(jr  fellows  once 
more  safe  afFcjrded  us  as  much  satisfac- 
tion as  to  themselves,  and  we  hastened  to 
their  assistance,  but  their  situati(jn  ren- 
dered our  approach  perilous  and  diffi- 
cult. The  bank  was  extremely  iiigh  and 
steep,  and  we  had  to  plunge  our  daggers 
at  intervals  into  the  ground  to  check 
our  speed,  as  otherwise  we  were  exposed 
to  slide  into  the  river.  We  cut  steps 
into  the  declivity,  fastened  a  line  to  the 
front  of  the  canoe,  with  which  some  of 
the  men  ascended  in  order  to  haul  it 
up,  while  the  others  supported  it  upon 
their  arms.  In  this  manner  our  situa- 
tion was  most  precarious ;  our  lives 
hung,  as  it  were  upon  a  thread,  as  the 
failure  of  the  line  or  a  false  step  of  one 
of  the  men  might  have  hurled  the  whole 
of  us  into  Eternity.  However,  we  for- 
tunately cleared  the  bank  before  dark." 

In  such  a  manner  was  the  journey  con- 
ducted. 

So  far  the  Indians  had  behaved  re- 
markably well.  The  nation  which  Eraser 
mistakenly  called  "Atnah"  (this  word, 
merely  meaning  "  foreigner "  or 
"stranger,"  has  no  ethnological  signi- 
ficance), particularly  impressed  him. 
From  an  entry  in  his  Journal  (June  3rd) 
we  learn  that  the  men  were  "tall  and 
slender,  of  a  serious  disposition  and  in- 
clined to  industry;  they  say  they  never 
sing  or  dance,  laut  we  observed  them 
playing  at  hazard,  a  game  well  known 
among  the  Indians  of  Athabasca.  They 
besmear  their  bodies  with  oil  and  red 
earth  and  paint  their  faces  in  diflferent 
colours;  their  dress  is  leather.  They 
are  great  travellers  and  have  been  at 
war  beyond  the  Rocky  Mountains,  where 
they  saw  buffaloes,  seeing  our  powder 
horns  they  knew  them  to  be  of  that  ani- 
mal. Thev  informed  us  that  white  peo- 
ple had  lately  passed  down  the  first  large 
river  (the  Thompson)  to  the  left:  these 
were  supposed  to  be  some  of  our  friends 
from  the  department  of  Fort  des  Frair- 
ies."  On  the  day  following  one  of  the 
Atnah  jjeople  returned  to  Mr.  Quesnel  a 
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pistol  he  had  lost,  so  Eraser  concludes 
that  the  Atnahs  are  "more  honest  than 
any  other  tribe  on  this  side  of  the  Rocky 
^lountains." 

Continuing  the  voyage,  the  party  pass- 
ed down  many  dangerous  rapids,  until 
they  arrived  at  a  great  canyon,  identified 
by  Judge  Howay,  of  New  Westminster, 
as  the  one  .  near  Kelly  Creek,  for 
a  description  of  which  we  will  turn  once 
again  to  the  Journal.  Under  the  date  of 
Friday,  June  9th,  the  following  entry 
appears :  "This  morning,  our  men  put 
on  their  best  clothes ;  our  two  Indians 
having  only  a  beaver  robe  and  an  ori- 
ginal skin,  I  gave  each  a  blanket  and  a 
braillet,  so  that  we  might  appear  to  more 
advantage  to  the  eyes  of  the  new  Indians 
we  were  to  meet  at  the  rapids  couvert. 
At  7  a.m.  our  arms  and  everything  be- 
ing in  due  order,  we  embarked,  and  in 
a  few  hours  after  we  were  at  our  des- 
tination. 

"Here  the  channel  contracts  to  about 
forty  yards,  and  is  enclosed  by  two  pre- 
cipices of  immense  height  wdiich,  bend- 
ing towards  each  other,  make  it  narrower 
above  than  below.  The  water  which 
rolls  down  this  extraordinary  passage 
in  tumultous  waves  and  with  great  velo- 
city had  a  frightful  appearance.  How- 
ever, it  being  absolutely  impossible  to 
carry  the  canoes  by  land,  all  hands  with- 
out hesitation  embarked  as  it  were  a 
corps  perdu  upon  the  mercy  of  this  aw- 
ful tide.  Once  engaged,  the  die  was 
cast,  our  great  difficulty  consisted  in 
keeping  the  canoes  wuthin  the  medium 
or  fil  d'eau,  that  is,  clear  of  the  preci- 
pice on  the  one  side  and  from  the  gulfs 
formed  by  the  waves  on  the  other.  Thus 
skimming  along  as  fast  as  lightening,  the 
crews,  cool  and  detennined,  followed 
each  other  in  awful  silence,  and  when  we 
arrived  at  the  end,  we  stood  gazing  at 
each  other  in  silent  congratulation  at  our 
narrow  escape  from  total  destruction. 
After  breathing  a  little  wc  continued 
our  course  to  the  point  where  the  In- 
dians were  encamped.  Here  we  were 
happy  to  find  our  old  friend  the  Chief 
and  the  interpreter  who  immediately 
joined  our  party." 

The  Indians  here  made  a  rough  chart 
of  the   river  below,   "which   represented 


it  to  us  as  a  dreadful  chain  of  apparently 
insurmountable  difficulties,"  and  they  as- 
serted that  it  would  be  impossible  to 
navigate  the  turbulent  waters  of  the 
stream  and  again  urged  the  explorer  to 
proceed  by  land,  as  advised  on  a  former 
occasion.  They  explained  that  in  many 
places  it  would  not  be  possible  for  strang- 
ers to  proceed  either  by  land  or  water, 
owing  to  the  rapids  of  the  river  and  the 
mountainous  nature  of  the  countrv 
through  which  it  passed.  The  explorer^ 
were  also  told  that  certain  precipitous 
places  could  only  be  passed  by  means  of 
rope  ladders.  But  the  undaunted  leader 
of  the  expedition,  having  prevailed  upon 
an  Indian  to  accompany  him  as  pilot, 
proceeded  on  his  way.  Writing  of  the 
country  through  which  he  passed  on  the 
afternoon  of  this  eventful  day.  Eraser  re- 
marks :  "I  scarcely  saw  anything  so 
dreary  and  dangerous  in  any  countrv, 
and  at  present,  while  writing  this,  what- 
ever way  I  turn  my  eyes,  mountains  up- 
on mountain  whose  summits  are  covered 
with  eternal  snows  close  the  gloomy 
scene." 

At  last  (Saturday,  June  loth)  it  was 
forced  upon  Simon  Eraser  that  it  would 
be  absolutely  impossible  to  proceed  by 
water  and  accordingly  it  was  decided  to 
continue  the  journey  by  land.  In  the 
neighbourhood  of  Pavilion  Creek,  if  we 
judge  aright,  a  scaffold  was  erect- 
ed and  upon  it  the  canoes  were 
was  erected  and  upon  it  the  canoes  were 
placed,  covered  by  branches  of  trees  to 
shade  the  gum-sealed  seams  from  the 
sun.  Such  articles  as  could  not  be  cpt- 
ried  were  buried  in  the  ground.  All 
this  openly,  before  the  Indians.  But  on 
the  following  day  another  and  a  secret 
cache  was  made  unknown  to  the  natives, 
as  it  was  not  deemed  advisable  to  place 
implicit  trust  in  their  expressions  of  good 
will. 

The  canoes  used  up  to  this  point,  it 
should  be  remembered,  were  the  ordin- 
ary birch-bark  ones  of  the  voyageurs. 
These  little  vessels,  which  so  often  figure 
in  Canadian  literature,  were  admirably 
adapted  to  the  exigencies  of  the  fur- 
trade.  They  were  light,  strong,  and  well- 
made  by  the  expert  Canadian  boatman 
who  was  an  adept  at  the  art.     A  light 
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framework  held  the  bark  in  ])()sition ; 
the  seams  were  sewn  and  then  well 
"gummed"  to  render  them  watertig-jit. 
I  In  spite  of  their  fragile  appearance,  the 
canoes  so  made  were  wonderfully  dur- 
able and  very  seaworthy  when  properl}' 
handled.  In  the  fur-trading  days  this 
style  of  craft  was  in  general  use  from 
end  of  what  is  now  Canada  to  the  other. 
There  was  no  stream,  or  lake,  of  im- 
portance in  the  whole  of  the  vast  North- 
west Territories  that  had  not  carried  on 
its  bosom  the  graceful  craft  of  the  voy- 
ageurs.  \\'hat  the  camel  was  to  the 
Arab  and  the  desert  tribes  of  Asia  and 
Africa,  the  birch-bark  canoe  was  to  the 
Canadian  fur-trader  and  early  explorers 
— practically  their  sole  means  of  trans- 
portation. The  canoes  being  so  lightiv 
constructed  could  be  easily  carried  when 
a  "portage"  was  necessary  to  avoid 
rapids  or  dangerous  places  in  the  rivers 
so  frequently  traversed  by  the  brigades 
with  their  precious  cargoes  of  supplies 
or  peltries.  Malcolm  McLeod,  in  his 
notes  on  Archibald  MacDonald's  account 
of  Sir  George   Simpson's  canoe  voyage 


from  Hudson's  Bay  to  the  F'acific.  gives 
some  interesting  particulars  concerning 
the  canoes  of  the  fur-traders. 

The  canoes  of  the  Indians  of  the  Era- 
ser River  were  of  a  totally  different  type 
from  those  which  the  fur-traders  brought 
with  them.  But  it  is  not  necessary  to 
describe  them  here  as  the  reader  will  be 
familiar  with  the  beautifully  formed  ves- 
sels of  the  Coast  Indians,  which,  in  de- 
sign and  workmanship,  resemble  those 
used  on  the  Lower  l-'raser  a  hundred 
years  ago. 

At  5  a.m.  on  the  morning  of  Sunday, 
June  nth,  each  man  shouldered  his  pack 
of  eighty  pounds  of  "indispensible  ne- 
cessaries" and  once  more  the  expedition 
moved  forward  over  the  rough  pathway 
which  irregularly  followed  the  course  of 
the  river.  Xow  and  then  Fraser  or  Stu- 
art would  anxiously  scan  the  stream  in 
the  hope  that  it  might  be  possible  to 
launch  their  frail  craft  on  the  troubled 
waters.  But  "the  channel  was  deep,  cut 
through  rocks  of  immense  height  and 
forming  eddies  and  gulfs  which  canoes 
could  not  even  approach  with  safety." 


6S 


\\-  E  S  T  W  A  E  D    HO!     MAGAZINE 


(.hico  tlic  pari}  was  surprised  by  seven 
Askettihs  (Lillwets)  who  prepared  to 
attack  the  strangers  with  bows  and  ar- 
rows, beheving  them  to  be  enemies,  but. 
fortunately,  the  new  arrivals  discerned 
tlieir  mistake  in  time  and.  laying-  aside 
tlieir  weapons,  joined  the  adventurers, 
and,  to  show  their  friendliness,  shook 
hands  with  them.  In  tlie  evening  the 
Indians  re-visited  Fraser  and  his  men 
and  reg-aled  them  with  native  delicacies 
— roots,  wild  onion,  s^rup,  dried  salmon 
of  an  excellent  quality,  and  berries.  Era- 
ser's new  friends  informed  him  that  tiie 
sea  was  distant  "about  ten  nights  from 
their  village.  "  A  garrulous  old  man  of 
the  tribe  claimed  that  he  had  been  to 
the  sea  where  he  had  seen  "great  can- 
oes." He  then  gav  a  pantomimic  exhi- 
bition of  the  behaviour  of  the  white  men, 
who,  he  said,  were  well-dressed  and 
haughty.  Clapping  his  two  hands  upon 
his  lips  he  strode  about  the  place  with 
an  air  of  importance,  saying:  "This  is 
the  way   they  go." 

The  territory  now  being  traversed  be- 
longed to  the  "Askettih  nation"  (Lilloo- 
ets),  and  Fraser  describes  it  as  "the 
most  savage  one  can  imagine,  yet  we 
were  in  a  beaten  path  and  always  in  sight 
of  the  river,  which  we  could  not,  how- 
ever, approach,  as  its  iron-bound  banks 
had  a  very  forbidding  appearance." 

On  the  14th  of  June  Fraser  reached 
a  place  which  he  called  "the  Forks,"  in 
all  probability  the  junction  of  the  Bridge 
River  with  the  Fraser.  Here  Indians 
"dressed  in  their  coats  of  mail."  advanced 
to  meet  him  as  ambassadors  of  the  "As- 
kettih" tribe.  A  palaver  is  held  and  the 
ambassadors,  who  "looked  manly  and  had 
really  the  appearance  of  warriors,"  spoke 
with  a  certain  nide  grace  and  fluency 
which  apparently  had  a  great  effect  on 
the  natives  present.  The  old  chief  of 
the  "Atnahs,"  who  had  so  far  accom- 
panied the  expedition,  replied  to  the  ad- 
dresses of  the  new  arrivals,  referring  in 
high  terms  to  the  good  qualities  of  tlie 
white  strangers.  Fraser  shook  hands 
with  many  natives  and  endeavoured  to 
impress  upon  them  the  great  advantages 
that  would  accrue  to  the  neighboring 
tribes  if  friendly  relations  should  be  es- 
tablished  between   them   and   the   white 


men.  At  this  place  it  was  learned  that 
the  river  below  was  navigable — a  piece 
of  information  which  was  welcome  in- 
deed. 

The  fifteentli  of  the  month  dawned 
cloudy  and  rainy  and  in  consequence 
the  change  in  the  weather,  which  hei\ 
tofore  had  been  uncomfortably  hot.  the 
men  indulged  themselves  with  a  longer 
rest  than  usual.  On  rising,  Fraser,  to 
his  mortitication,  found  that  the  old 
chief,  the  pilot,  and  tlie  interpreter,  had 
stolen  a  march  upon  him  and  disappeared 
in  the  night.  The  abrupt  departure  of  his 
allies  was  doubly  a  matter  of  regret  to 
him ;  tliey  had  behaved  uncommon)) 
well  since  they  joined  the  expedition  on 
May  31st.  and  Fraser  had  wished  to  suit- 
ably acknowledge  their  services. 

This  untoward  incident  caused  the  ex- 
plorer anxious  thought  as  we  may  well 
infer  from  an  entry  in  his  journal :  "Here 
we  are."  he  states  just  after  recordi'.i^ 
the  disappearance  of  his  native  frien  .- 
"in  a  strange  country,  surrounded  with 
dangers,  and  difliculties.  among  number- 
less tribes  of  savages  who  never  saw 
the  face  of  a  white  man ;  however,  we 
shall  endeavour  to  make  the  best  of  it. 

Before  leaxing  his  encampment.  Fr 
ser  once  again  tested  the  chart  maki- 
abilities  of  his  friends  in  need,  the  I 
dians.  From  the  infonnation  atforc. 
by  the  map  so  hastily  and  roughly  co:: 
piled,  he  came  to  tlie  conclusion  tl: 
navigation  would  still  be  a  diflicult  m: 
ter:  he  also  learned  that  to  the  ea- 
ward  there  was  another  large  river,  rur. 
ning  parallel  to  tlie  stream  he  was  then 
exploring. 

Having  obtained  tliis  information,  Fra- 
ser crossed  the  river  and  visited  a  sma' 
fort  one  hundred  feet  by  twenty-four  ft. 
which  was     "surrounded     by  pallisau 
eighteen  feet  high,  slanting  inward  and 
lined  with  a  shorter  row  which  support? 
a  shade,  covered  with  bark,  constituti:  .: 
the  dwellings."     This,  we  are  infoniie 
is    "the   Metropolis"   of   the    "Askettih 
nation.     It  is  altogether  likely  that  the 
fort  was  situated  near  the  Lillooet  of  the 
present  day. 

After  much  difficulty  a  canoe  was  ob- 
tained at  the  village,  for  which,  after 
much  haggling  and  bargaining,  the  In- 
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dians  agreed  to  accept  a  fyle  and  a  ket- 
tle; as  for  provisions,  only  thirty  dried 
salmon  could  Ije  obtained.  ITie  canoe 
was  soon  laden  with  the  supplies  and 
John  Stuart,  with  a  crew  of  Indians  pro- 
ceeded down  the  river,  while  the  rest  of 
the  party  followed  by  trail,  i'raser  did 
not  relish  the  idea  of  his  friend  being 
left  to  the  tender  mercies  of  the  natives 
and  hastened  after  the  canoe.  Xor  were 
his  fears  diminished  when,  on  reaching 
the  appointed  meeting-place,  he  found 
neither  the  Indians  nor  his  lieutenant 
there.  Continuing  in  haste  for  ten  miles, 
he  at  last  found  the  canoe  and  all  well. 
It  transpired  that  as  Stuart  could  not 
make  himself  understood,  he  was  forced 
to  proceed  at  the  pleasure  of  his  crew. 

In  speaking  of  the  Lillooets,  Fraser  ob- 
sened  that  they  dressed  the  same  as  the 
Atnahs,  or,  as  they  are  now  called,  the 
Shuswaps.  They  were  civil  enough  but 
would  not  readily  part  with  their  pro- 
visions. He  noticed  that  they  used  a 
variety  of  roots,  some  of  which  tasted 
like  potatoes.  The  bows  and  arrows  of 
the  Atnahs  were  neatly  made,  and  the 
mats  with  which  they  covered  their  tem 
porary  dwellings  were  made  of  grass  and 
"watap  or  pine  roots."  Here  were  ob- 
ser\ed  several  articles  of  European  man- 
ufacture, including  a  new  copper  tea 
kettle  and  a  large  gun,  which  the  ex- 
plorer deemed  of  Russian  make. 

The  day  following  his  departure  from 
Lillooet,  Fraser  met  men  of  the  tribe  he 
called  'HaKaraaugh,"  and  also  two  of 
the  "Suihonie"  clan;  the  former  were 
imdoubtedly  the  Thompson  River  In- 
dians, but  the  latter  are  not  so  easily 
identified.  It  is  verj-  unlikely,  thinl^ 
Mr.  James  Teit,  of  Spence's  Bridge,  an 
authority  on  the  Thompson  Indians,  that 
the  men  Fraser  called  "Suihonie"  were 
of  the  tribe  now^  known  as  the  "Sho- 
shone." The  HaKamaugh  were  exceed- 
ingly well  dressed  in  leather,  and  pos- 
sessed horses,  with  which  they  ven.- 
obligingly  assisted  Fraser  at  a  carrying 
place  nearby. 

The  next  few^  days  were  spent  by  the 
travellers  much  as  the  days  before  had 
been  spent  Sometimes  the  canoes  car- 
ried the  men,  and  sometimes  the  men 
carried   the   canoes,   for  the   navigation 


did  not  improve  as  the  expedition  worked 
Its  way  s<juthward.  The  news  of  the 
coming  of  the  white  men  had  spread 
from  man  to  man,  from  trilje  to  tribe, 
and  curious  crowds  of  savages  gathered 
at  various  points  to  gaze  in  wonder  at 
the  pale  faces  as  they  passed  down 
the  river.  Here  they  were  regaled 
with  salmon  and  dc^s  and  ujfAs  and 
baked  moss  cakes;  there  they  had  difli- 
culty  in  obtaining  any  provision  at  all; 
yesterday  they  lived  on  the  fat  of  that 
jx>or  land :  on  the  morrow  they  lacked 
even  dried  salmon. 

Now  and  again  European  anicles 
were  noticed  in  the  possession  of 
the  natives — a.  tea  kettle,  a  camp 
kettie,  and  *'a  sword  of  tremend- 
ous size  made  of  sheet  iron,"  especially 
attracted  Eraser's  attention.  Birtiiplaces 
and  tombs,  peaceful  Indian  villages,  wild 
gorges,  tremendous  mountains,  foaming 
torrents,  all  pass  before  us  in  quick  pan- 
oramic succession.  But  the  glimpses 
vouchsafed  us  are  all  too  fleeting.  Our 
interest  is  aroused  and  then — we  are 
hurried  oa  to  behold  new  scenes,  to  wit- 
ness new  acts  in  that  strange  drama  play- 
ed in  the  valley  of  the  Fraser  a  hun- 
dred years  ago.  Yes,  it  is  a  thousand 
pities  that  honest  Simon  Fraser  did  not 
give  us  a  book,  instead  of  a  few  humble 
pages.  But  we  may  well  be  thankful 
that  we  have  a  record  at  all.  W't  have 
done  our  best  to  lose  the  little  we  have, 
and  now,  all  these  years  after  the  death 
of  the  chief  actor  in  the  scene,  we  grum- 
ble because  we  have  not  a  longer  and  a 
better  account  of  that  wonderful  third 
overland  expedition  to  the  Pacific  ocean. 
But  we  must  proceed  with  our  ston.-. 

A  viVizge  of  four  himdred  souls  was 
reached  on  the  19th  of  this  same  month 
of  June.  1808.  This  place  may  have  been 
the  old  village  near  Stn.-ne  Creek,  some 
little  distance  above  L>tton,  but  the  re- 
marks of  the  explorer  might  lead  one  to 
conclude  that  the  site  of  the  hamlet  may 
have  been  nearer  the  village  he  called 
"Camchin."  now  the  Litton  aforemen- 
tioned. Seme  of  the  people  are  old, 
ver}-  old,  for  they  have  spent  their 
davs  among  the  mountains,  in  pure  air, 
living  on  wholesome  food,  not  forget- 
ting to  observe  primitive  sanitan.-  rules. 
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\\c  are  told  that  they  were  clean  and 
healthy..  Ihe  principal  Chief  of  this 
wholesome  clan,  welcomed  the  strangers, 
invited  them  to  cross  the  river,  received 
them  there  at  the  water  side.  Simon 
Fraser  was  treated  with  quiet  dig- 
nit}  ;  he  was  led  by  the  arm  up 
a  hill  to  the  camp  there  situated. 
Here  were  seated  twelve  hundred 
savages,  all  in  rows,  a  fine  sight, 
an  impressive  sight,  surely — twelve  hun- 
dred red  men  clad  in  their  native  dress 
all  marshalled  there,  row  upon  row,  line 
upon  line,  to  welcome  the  passing  strang- 
ers. Simon  Fraser  was  gracious ;  he 
shook  hands  with  each  man  there.  In 
such  a  manner  and  with  such  simple 
dignity  these  primitive  folk  of  Cam- 
chin,  met  for  the  first  time  the 
fur-trader.  Then  the  Great  Chief 
of  the  tribe  spoke  to  his  warriors, 
waxing  eloquent  as  he  proceeded ;  he 
pointed  significantly  to  the  sun,  to  the 
four  quarters  of  the  earth,  and  then  to 
the  strangers  within  their  gates.  The 
very, old  father  of  the  Great  Chief  was 
carried  to  the  guests  of  honour — he 
stretched  forth  his  hands  tremulously, 
nervously  to  feel  those  of  the  strangers, 
for  the  light  had  forever  departed 
from  his  eyes  and  he  could  not 
see  them,  but  with  that  wonder- 
fully sensitive,  pathetic  touch  of  the  blind 
he  learns  all  that  he  can  ever  know  of 
the  pale-faced  men  who  came  too  late 
to  be  beheld  by  him. 

The  Hakamaugh,  or  Hacamaugh 
( Fraser  takes  advantage  of  poetic  license 
and  spells  it  both  ways)  differ  much 
from  their  neighbors  the  Askettihs.  They 
have  many  chiefs  and  great  men,  health 
and  wealth  they  have  also.  Oratory  is 
not  unknown  amongst  them,  indeed  is 
practised  by  them — "their  manner  of  de- 
livery is  exceedingly  handsome."  Ih 
the  evening  there  is  much  feasting — 
more  salmon,  berries,  oil  and  roots,  and, 
for  the  voyageurs,  six  of  those  little  fat 
dogs  so  beloved  by  them.  All  night 
high  revelry  and  singing  and  dancing, 
whereat  the  men  are  mightily  amused 
and  well  entertained. 

The  village  of  "about  four  hundred 
souls"  may,  or  may  not,  have  been  the 
old  village  near  Stryne  Creek,  but  we 


have  no  difficulty  in  recognising  the 
large  village  near  the  confluence  of  the 
Fraser  and  Thompson  Rivers  as  the 
predecessor  of  the  town  of  Lytton. 

Before  leaving  the  locality,  Fraser 
named  the  Thompson  River  in  honour 
of  the  great  David  Thompson,  astron- 
omer, surveyor,  explorer,  fort-buildqr, 
and  fur-trader,  also  of  the  Northwest 
Company. 

MH. 

On  the  morning  following  the  memor- 
able reception  at  Camchin,  two  wooden 
canoes  were  obtained,  not  without  diffi- 
culty ;  the  Indians  did  not  haggle  over 
prices,  however,  but  merely  accepted 
what  w^as  offered,  from  which  we  gather 
that  they  were  a  proud  race. 

At  lo  a.m.  the  expedition  once  more 
embarked,  accompanied  by  the  Great 
Chief  of  the  Hacamaughs,  and  a  little 
fellow,  of  whom  we  shall  hear  much 
hereafter.  Aided  by  the  current,  the 
canoes  swept  forward,  until  rough  water 
and  rapids  again  intervened  and  a 
halt  was  called.  "Here,"  reads  the 
Journal,  "the  canoes  and  baggage 
were  carried  up  a  very  steep  hill ;  the 
ascent  was  dangerous,  stones  and  frag- 
ments of  rocks  were  continually  giving 
away  from  our  feet  and  rolling  off  in 
succession.  One  of  the  men  was  hurt 
by  stumbling  on  one  of  these  stones,  and 
the  kettle  he  carried  bounced  into  the 
river  and  was  lost."  The  Indians  tell 
the  explorers,  that,  several  years  before, 
at  this  very  spot,  several  men  of  their 
tribe  lost  their  balance,  fell  headlong  in- 
to the  river  and  perished.  The  steep 
hillsides  was  strewn  with  graves,  heaped 
over  with  small  stones.  In  this  descrip- 
tion we  may  recognise  Jackass  Moun- 
tain, where,  fifty  years  later,  gold  seekers 
also  encountered  difficulties  of  a  similar 
nature. 

In  the  rapids  at  this  point  a  serious  dis- 
aster was  narrowly  averted.  It  seems  that 
the  men,  growing  tired  of  carrying  their 
heavy  burdens  over  a  road  w^ell-nigh  im- 
passible, on  their  own  authority  launch- 
ed the  canoes,  and  attempted  to  proceed 
by  water.  Their  disobedience  and  temer- 
ity were  wrought  with  direful  conse- 
quences. One  of  the  canoes  was  swamp- 
ed and  upset.     All  but  one  of  the  crew 
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managed  to  make  the  bank.  The  unfor- 
tunate voyageur,  who  had  been  unable 
to  extricate  himself,  was  carried  three 
miles  down  the  turbulent  stream  in  a 
semi-conscious  condition.  At  last,  more 
dead  than  alive,  he  was  washed  ashore 
at  the  foot  of  a  precipice,  which,  after 
more  or  less  recovering  from  the  effects 
of  his  long  immersion,  he  managed'  to 
scale.  It  is  difficult  to  conceive  how  he 
escaped  from  such  an  awful  predicament, 
hie  was  discovered  by  Simon  Fraser  in 
an  exhausted  condition.  Later  in  the 
day  the  rest  of  the  men  were  found  and 
the  baggage  recovered.  The  Indians  on 
this  trymg  occasion  rendered  every  as- 
sistance, which  Fraser  gratefully  ac- 
knowledges. After  this  mishap,  the 
party  encamped,  happy  at  being  safely 
together  again  with  all  their  supplies. 
The  most  serious  result  of  the  day's  pro- 
ceedings was  the  loss  of  a  canoe  which 
could  ill  be  spared. 

In  a  journey  which  was  nothing"  less 
than  a  series  of  remarkable  and  strange 
happenings,  it  is  impossible  to  say  that 
any  day  of  it  was  not  an  eventful 
one,  but  we  have  by  this  time  become 
so  accustomed  to  the  recital  of  adven- 
tures of  an  appalling  nature  that  we  ma\ 
be  excused  if  now  and  again  we  slij) 
hurriedly  by  whole  days  and  nights. 
The  22nd,  23rd,  24th,  and  25th  days  of 
June  were  remarkable  indeed,  but  not 
more  so  than  many  which  had  preceded 
them.  New  tribes  were  met ;  dogs,  sal- 
mon, berries,  nuts,  and  oil  were  obtained 
from  friendly  natives  ;  the  severe  hard- 
ships and  privations  of  the  march  began 
to  tell  upon  the  men ;  Mr.  Stuart's  canoe 
filled  in  a  rapid  and  narrowly  escaped 
destruction ;  the  men  were  entertained 
by  the  natives,  singing  and  dancing  be- 
ing always  the  most  popular  numbers  on 
the  programme  of  these  impromptu 
soirees ;  curious  Indian  graves  are  no- 
ticed ;  two  canoes  are  traded  for  two 
calico  nightgowns  (exhibiting  a  becom- 
ing modesty  on  the  part  of  the  native 
men  and  matrons)  ;  more  rapids  are  en- 
countered and  two  of  the  canoes  collide, 
one  of  them  losing  its  stern  piece  and 
the  steersman  his  paddle;  natives  flock 
from  all  quarters  to  see  the  strangers ; 
an   Indian   encampment  of  five  hundred 
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souls  is  visited ;  some  of  the  natives 
"drop  down"  at  the  report  of  the  guns ; 
and  so  the  days  depart. 

The  Chief  of  the  ■"Camchin"  bade  fare- 
well to  Fraser  on  the  25th  and  returned 
to  his  home,  much  to  the  explorer's  re- 
gret. "This  man,"  we  read  in  the 
diary,  "is  the  greatest  chief  we  have  seen, 
he  behaved  uncommonly  well  towards  us, 
and  in  return  1  made  him  a  present  of 
a  large  silver  brooch  which  he  imme- 
diately fixed  on  his  head,  and  seemed 
exceedingly  well  pleased  with  our  atten- 
tion." The  Little  Fellow,  who  had 
proved  himself  so  useful  and  assiduous, 
promised  to  stay  with  the  expedition  un- 
til the  end. 

On  this  Sunday  morning  the  men  were 
up  betimes  and  the  little  brigade  started 
ai  the  early  hour  of  5  o'clock.  After 
making  a  considerable  distance  the  ine- 
\  liable  rapids  proved  a  bar  to  further 
j.nigress  and  a  long  and  difficult  por- 
tage had  to  be  made.  For  an  account  of 
I  ho  perils  experienced  at  this  time  we 
may  turn  once  more  to  the  Journal  so 
i'rc(|uently  quoted :  "Here,"  it  reads,  "we 
were  obliged  to  carry  among  loose  stones 
in  the  face  of  a  steep  hill  between  two 
precipices.  Near  the  top,  where  the  as- 
cent was  perfectly  perpendicular,  one  of 
the  Indians  climbed  to  the  summit  and 
l)\  means  of  a  long  pole  drew  us  up 
nne  after  the  other.  This  work  took 
three  hours  and  then  we  continued  our 
course  up  and  down  hills  and  along  the 
steep  declivities  of  mountains  where 
hanging  rocks  and  projecting  clififs,  at 
the  edge  of  the  bank  of  the  river,  made 
the  passage  so  small  as  to  render  it,  at 
times,  difficult  even  for  one  person  to 
pass  sideways.  Many  of  the  natives  who 
accompanied  us  were  of  the  greatest  ser- 
vice on  this  intricate  occasion.  They 
went  boldly  on  with  loads  in  places 
wliere  we  were  obliged  to  hand  our  guns 
from  one  to  another,  and  where  the 
i^rcatest  precaution  was  required  in  order 
to  pass  even  singly  and  free  from  en- 
cumbrance.'' 

We  can  scarcely  be  wrong  in  assum- 
ing that  the  expedition  had  now  reached 
that  grandly  beautiful  stretch  of  the  river 
long  since  named  the  liig  or  Great  Can- 
\on.  which  culminates  in,  or  commences 


with.  Heil's  Gate,  some  little  distance 
above  Vale.  .Vnyone  familiar  with  the 
country  in  that  neighbourhcHjd  will  mar- 
vel at  the  temerity  of  the  white  men  who 
first  passed  thnnigh  it. 

After  a  labourious  and  exciting  day, 
the  party  encamped  at  0  o'clock  in  the 
evening.  John  .Stuart,  ever  ready  to  as- 
sist his  Chief,  and  in  whom  the  latter 
])laced  implicit  confidence,  was  at  once 
despatched  to  examine  the  river.  He 
(lid  not  return,  but  remained  all  night  on 
the  top  of  a  neighbouring  hill.  On  the 
shore  opposite  the  camp  a  native  was 
fishing  with  the  dip  net  of  the  neigh- 
bourhood ;  one  of  the  friendly  Indians 
who  had  followed  Fraser,  borrowed  one 
of  these  implements  and  succeeded  in 
taking  five  fish,  which,  "divided  among 
forty  persons,  was  little  indeed,  but  bet- 
ter than  nothing." 

^Monday,  the  26th,  dawned,  and  the 
laborious  task  was  continued.  Shortly 
after  the  start,  John  Stuart  appeared  and 
reported  that  "navigation  was  absolutely 
impracticable,"  and,  therefore,  the  ex- 
pedition had  to  follow  Indian  guides. 
along  the  treacherous  pathway  on 
the  bank.  The  stupendous  nature  of 
the  country  is  well  portrayed  by  I-'raser. 
"As  for  the  road  by  land,"  he  writes,, 
"we  could  scarcely  make  our  way  with 
even  only  our  guns.  I  have  been  a  long 
period  in  the  Rocky  Mountains,  but  I 
have  never  seen  anything  like  this  coun- 
try. It  is  so  wild  that  I  cannot  find 
words  to  describe  our  situation  at  times. 
We  had  to  pass  where  no  human  being 
should  venture  ;  yet  in  those  places  there 
is  a  regular  footpath  impressed,  or  rather 
indented,  upon  the  very  rocks  by  fre- 
quent travelling.  Besides  this,  steps 
which  are  formed  like  a  ladder  or  the 
shrouds  of  a  ship,  by  poles  hanging  one 
to  another  and  crossed  at  certain  dis- 
tances with  twigs,  the  whole  suspended 
from  the  top  t(^  the  foot  of  immense 
precipices  and  fastened  at  both  extremi- 
ties to  stones  and  trees,  furnish  a  safe 
and  convenient  passage  to  the  native,  but 
we,  who  had  not  had  the  advantage  of 
their  education  antl  experience,  were  of- 
ten in  inmiincnt  danger  when  obliged  to 
follow  their  example." 

The  countrv  here  described  we  judge 
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to  be  that  which  borders  the  rugged 
banks  of  the  Fraser  between  a  point  near 
Boston  Bar  and  Alexandra  Bar.  The 
ladders  of  which  such  an  interesting  de- 
scription is  given  were  in  use  long 
after  the  explorer's  day  and  generation. 
Indeed  some  of  them  still  existed 
in  a  state  of  good  repair  at  the 
time  of  the  construction  of  the  Cana- 
dian Pacific  Railway,  although  the  Cari- 
boo Wagon  Road,  it  is  likely  enough, 
had  by  that  time  practically  superceded 
them.  An  engineer,  for  many  years  em- 
ployed on  the  railway,  informed  the 
writer  recently  that  he  well  remembers 
seeing  a  camp  outfit,  consisting  of  a 
cooking  stove  and  other  heavy  material, 
carried  by  an  agile  Indian  up  a  ladder 
of  native  make  to  a  place  of  safety  above 
it.  The  ingenuity  of  the  natives  is  well 
exemplified  not  only  in  the  construction 
of  these  ladders  but  also  in  the  construc- 
tion of  bridges  over  small  streams.  One 
of  these  bridges  at  or  near  Spuzzum 
was  built  upon  the  cantilever  principle, 
exhibiting  a  quite  remarkable  intelli- 
gence on  the  part  of  the  native  engineer 
responsible    for    it.      Peculiarily    enough 


Fraser  refers  to  a  bridge  which  he  no- 
ticed in  this  neighbourhood. 

Towards  the  end  of  the  day's  journey, 
an  Indian  encampment  was  noticed  on 
the  opposite  side  of  the  river.  The  na- 
tives ferried  the  strangers  over  the 
water  and  kindly  entertained  them.  Here 
Fraser  obtained  canoes,  but  as  the  little 
vessels  were  above  the  canyon  they  were 
cut  loose  and  allowed  to  run  with  the 
stream  through  the  rapids,  for  they 
could  not  possibly  be  carried  over  the 
trait  which  in  the  last  two  days  had 
caused  such  infinite  anxiety  and  distress. 
The  canoes  were  found  the  following 
morning  far  down  the  river,  both  of  them 
so  badly  damaged  in  their  wild  career 
that  much  time  was  lost  making  the 
necessary  repairs. 

It  has  been  intimated  before  how  dif- 
ficult it  is  to  mark  with  precision  the 
various  places  referred  to  by  Fraser. 
Only  here  and  there  can  we  say  with 
certainty  that  on  such  a  day  the  explorer 
was  at  that  or  the  other  spot.  And  there- 
fore it  is  always  interesting  when  we  can 
put  our  finger  on  the  map  and  assert  with 
authority    that    the    man     reached     tbi? 


SIMON    FRASER 
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point  on  a  certain  day.  The  story  of 
the  stirring  adventures  of  the  brave  fur- 
trader  loses  much  througli  the  fact  that 
it  is  so  hard  to  follow  him  step  by  step, 
from  place  to  place.  How  interesting 
and  instructive  it  would  be  if  we  could 
now  recognise  the  various  points  men- 
tioned by  him.  Then  indeed  would  that 
splendid  achievement  assume  for  us,  even 
at  this  late  day,  a  more  definite  form  and 
shape.  But  this  is  a  digression.  We  were 
about  to  remark  that  on  the  27th  day 
of  June,  the  expedition  reached  a  point 
which  may  more  or  less  easily  be  identi- 
fied as  the  place  where  now  stands  the 
little  hamlet  of  Spuzzum,  Fraser  called 
it  Spazum.  Here  more  hospitality,  in- 
cluding fresh  salmon,  boiled,  green  and 
dried  berries  and  the  inevitable  oil  and 
wild  onions.  Fraser  visited  the  village 
burying  ground  and  he  was  impress- 
ed with  the  monuments  to  the  departed 
worthies  there  erected.  "These  tombs," 
we  are  informed,  "are  superior  to  any- 
thing of  the  kind  I  saw  among  the  sav- 
ages :    they  are  almost  fifteen  feet  long 


and  of  the  form  of  a  chest  of  drawers. 
Upon  the  Ixjards  and  posts,  are  beasts 
and  birds  carved  in  a  curious  but  rude 
manner,  yet  pretty  well  propcjrtioned. 
These  monuments  must  have  caused  the 
workmen  much  time  and  labour,  as  they 
must  have  been  destitute  of  proper  tools 
for  their  execution  ;  around  the  tombs 
was  de])()sited  all  the  i)ropcrty  of  the 
deceased."  From  this  and  from  man\ 
other  remarks  touching  Indian  customs 
and  articles  of  manufacture  by  the  na- 
tives, we  may  conclude  that  the  discov- 
erer was  a  close  observer.  On  these 
grounds,  the  Journal,  brief  a  it  is,  is  of 
value  to  ethnologists. 

Again  we  must  hurry  on  or  we  shall 
never  get  to  the  end  of  our  narrative. 
The  28th  and  29th  days  of  the  month, 
we  may  infer,  were  consumed  in  travers- 
ing, that  stretch  of  the  river  lying  be- 
tween Spuzzum  and  Yale.  The  country 
was  evidently  populous,  for  many  Indian 
villages  and  encampments  were  passed. 
At  that  season  of  the  year  the  natives 
would  all  be  near  the  river  from  which 
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NEW    WESTMINSTER    AND    CHILLIWACK,  B.C.  -•* 
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they  obtained  their  winter  supply  of  sal- 
mon. Fraser  mentions  that  at  intervals 
rude  stages  had  been  built  from  which 
the  native  fishermen  wielded  their  hand 
nets  with  much  dexterity  and  success. 
He  also  noticed  a  net  of  large  size  by 
means  of  which  deer  and  larger  animals 
were  captured,  A  little  later  he  refers 
to  "rugs  made  from  the  wool  of  Aspai 
or  wild  goat  and  from  dog's  hair,  which 
are  as  good  as  the  wool  rugs  found  in 
Canada."  The  dogs  of  the  village,  it 
was  observed,  had  been  lately  shorn. 

Then  at  another  place,  we  catch  a 
glimpse  of  "an  excellent  house,  46x32, 
and  constructed  like  American  frame 
hftuses;  the  planks  are  three  or 
four  inches  thick,  each  plank  over- 
lapping the  adjoining  one  o  couple 
of  feet ;  the  posts  which  are  very 
strong  and  rudely  carved,  receive 
the  cross  beams.  The  w^alls  are  eleven 
feet  high  and  covered  with  a  slanting 
roof."  We  may  marvel  that  in  the  midst 
of  difficulties  and  dangers  Fraser  found 
time  to  note  such  things.  As  to  the  na- 
tives themselves  they  were  "stoutly 
built  and  some  of  the  men  handsome," 
but  the  women  outwardly  were  not 
attractive.       The     Indians     volunteered 


the  information  that  white  men  had  as- 
cended the  river  as  far  as  the  Bad  Rock. 
On  John  Stuart's  map,  previously  re- 
ferred to,  at  a  point  which  we  should 
judge  to  be  a  little  above  Yale,  we  read 
the  following  legend:  "To  this  place 
the  white  men  have  come  from  the  sea." 
Who  these  adventurers  were,  we  cannot 
say,  nor  shall  we  ever  know  now.  It  is 
scarcely  likely,  however,  that  white  men 
had  previously  visited  this  region. 

Proceeding,  Fraser  met  Indians  who 
were  extremely  civil  and  obliging,  so 
much  so  in  fact  that  their  sincerity 
was  doubted.  Here  again  were  ob- 
served some  of  those  dog  hair 
blankets,  which  are  today  so  rare. 
The  art  of  making  them  has  been 
lost  and  even  the  peculiar  dogs,  whose 
hair  was  used  in  their  manufacture,  have 
apparently  disappeared  from  ofif  the  face 
of  the  earth.  Perhaps  the  disappearance 
of  the  dogs  may  be  accounted  for  by  the 
fact  that  their  hair  lost  its  value  as  soon 
as  the  blankets  of  the  fur-traders  made 
their  appearance  in  the  country.  The 
breed,  no  longer  maintained  in  its  pur- 
ity, no  doubt  lost  its  identity  amongst 
the  hosts  of  curs  that  abounded  in  every 
village. 


(To  be   Continued) 


Canada's  Greatest  Western  School 

SPROTTSHAf  BDSINESS IISTITDTE 

VANCOUVER.  B.  C. 

The  Best  and  Most  Completely  Equipped  School  in  Canada. 

aLL  INSTRUeriON  INDIVIDUAL 

g)W  To  any  person  presenting  a  copy  of  this  advertisement  upon    enrollment   be- 
fore Febiuary  1st,  1909,  we  will  give 

ABSOLUTELY    FREE 

SIX  WEEKS  additional  tuition  if  enrolling  for  NINE  MONTHS 
FOUR  WEEKS    "  "  ';  SIX  MONTHS 

TWO  WEEKS       "  "  "  THREE  MONTHS 

SEND  FOR  PROSPECTUS 


R.  J.  SI'UOTT.  B.A.,  Manager. 


J.  11.  CUXXINGHAM,  Sec.-Treas. 
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PROGRE55XPROF1T5 


Improved  Method  of  Gas  Production. 


W.  Thomas 


Ul'  to  a  comparatively  recent  date 
all  coal  gas  was  made  in  horiz- 
ontal retorts,  involving  an  im- 
mense amount  of  strenuous  la- 
bour in  charging  the  retorts  with  coal, 
raking  out  the  coke  and  hosing,  shovel- 
ling and  carting  same.  Then  came  the 
system  of  inclined  retorts,  which  rapidly 
grew  in  favour  in  Europe,  owing  to  the 
enormous  saving  in  labour  and  operating 
expenses.  This  spurred  on  invention,  and 
machine  stoked  retorts  became  the  suc- 
cessful rivals  of  the  inclined  system. 

Last  of  ail  was  discovered  the  fact 
that  all  former  ideas  as  to  what  goes  on 
inside  of  a  gas  retort  were  wrong  to  an 
unthought  of  degree,  and  it  has  been 
fully  tried  out  and  proven  that  the  gasi- 
fying of  coal  in  vertical  retorts  results 
in  more  gas  (from  the  same  coal)  and 
uf  better  quality,  and  also  the  produc- 
tion of  better  coke,  better  tar,  twenty-tive 
per  cent,  more  ammonia  (the  most  val- 
uable of  by-products)  and  the  utter  elim- 
ination of  napthalene  (the  bane  of  all 
gas  companies),  besides  effecting  such 
eccjnomy  that  even  water  gas  now  takes 
second   place. 

j  The  reason  why  the  vertical  retort  is 
such  a  step  in  advance  of  the  horizontal 
and  inclined  retorts  is  that  in  the  latter 
all  the  gas  generated,  and  also  all  the 
condensable  tar  and  other  vapours  must 
travel  a  considerable  distance  in  contact 
with  the  highly  super-heated  roof  of  the 
retort,  thus  decomposing  the  vapours  and 
forming  chemical   compounds,   which    is 


not  the  case  when  these  gasses  and  va- 
pours find  their  outlet  through  and  up 
the  center  of  the  coke  column  in  a  ver- 
tical retort. 

For  the  same  reason  the  sulphur  in  the 
gas  is  reduced  to  a  very  small  percent- 
age, thereby  greatly  lowering  the  cost  of 
purification. 

The  Inclined  Vertical  Retort  has  all 
the  advantages  of  the  straight  vertical  re- 
tort, and  in  addition  makes  it  possible 
to  not  only  to  use  low  grade  coal  but  also 
reduces  the  time  required  for  distilla- 
tion, owing  to  its  primary  and  second- 
ary action,  whereby  the  coal  is  first  treat- 
ed in  the  inclined  portion  of  the  retort 
and  is  then,  by  automatic  process,  push- 
ed into  the  vertical  portion,  taking  up 
an  entirely  different  position,  and  giving 
off  its  gasses  freely  and  quickly. 

The  retorts  are  also  automatically 
charged  and  dischargd  without  opening 
the  doors,  thus  saving  all  gas  produced, 
and  by  reason  of  the  means  provided  for 
the  heating  of  the  retorts  it  is  possible 
to  manufacture  good  marketable  coal  gas 
from  mine  refuse. 

The  compound  producer  is  particular- 
ly designed  for  the  generation  of  illum- 
inating and  power  gas  from  waste  pro- 
ducts such  as  low  grade  coal,  mill  refuse, 
lignite,  peat.  etc. 

The  producer  comprises  an  enclosed 
chamber  having  a  feed  hopper  through 
which  the  fuel  or  refuse  is  automatically 
delivered.  This  chamber  is  sub-divided, 
preferably  into  three  relatively  deep  fur- 
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nace  chambers,  each  of  which  is  provided 
with  an  independent  grate  beneath  which 
air  and  steam  are  dehvered  at  will. 

The  material  from  which  it  is  proposed 
to  make  gas  is  subjected  to  what  may 
be  termed  a  primary  and  secondary  ac- 
tion. First,  the  fuel  is  giving  up  its 
gas  in  one  chamber,  and  secondly  this 
gas  by  passing  through  the  second  cham- 
ber is  fixed  by  combination  with  the  vo- 
latile tar  produced  from  the  green  fuel 
therein.  This  gas  may  be  further  en- 
riched, for  illuminating  purposes,  by 
passing  a  spray  of  oil  through  the  in- 
candescent  fuel  in  the  second  chamber. 

The  producers  are  provided  with  two 
gas  outlets,  one  adjacent  to  the  grate 
and  one  on  top.  both  provided  with  ex- 
hausters regulated  so  that  straight  pro- 
ducer gas  is  drawn  ofif  below  and  the 
volatile  vapours  above.  By  this  means 
the  vapours  are  condensed  and  redistilled, 
making  an  illuminating  gas  equal  in  heat 
units  to  coal  gas  and  suitable  for  all 
purposes  for  which  coal  gas  can  be  used, 
and  any  surplus  can  be  utilised  by  ex- 
tracting resin,  tar,  etc.,  therefrom. 


This  process  is  a  distinct  advance  on 
anything  hitherto  employed  in  this  coun- 
try. The  Royal  City  Gas  Improvement 
Company,  Limited,  of  Xew  Westmin- 
ster, is  to  be  congratulated  on  its  enter- 
prise which  will  undoubtedly  result  in 
large  dividends  to  its  shareholders  and 
cheap  gas  to  the  community,  besides  be- 
ing a  great  additional  inducement'  for 
manufacturing  concerns  to  locate  on  this 
favoured  spot  on  the  Fraser  River. 


A  STRONG  CO^IBINATIOX. 


Possibly  one  of  the  largest  financial 
transactions  that  has  taken  place  in 
Western  Canada  during  the  past  year 
was  that  of  the  imiting  of  the  Imperial 
Trust  Company  with  the  Dominion  Trust 
Company,  Limited,  both  with  headquar- 
ters in  Vancouver,  B.C.  The  combina- 
tion of  these  two  financial  interests  will 
be  continued  under  the  name  of  the  Dom- 
inion Trust  Company  with  a  capital  stock 
of  $2,ooo,ocx),  of  which  over  $700,000 
has  been  subscribed,  and  almost  $600,000 
paid  up,  and  a  reserve  of  $75,000,  with- 


ROYAL  GROWN  WITCH  HAZEL  TOILET  SOAP 

It  is  a  DAINTY  SOAP  for  DAINTY  WOMEN,  for  those 
who  wish  the  BEST ;   a  soap  that  is 

A  COMPLEXION  BEAUTIFIER 

and  yet  sold  at  the  price  of  ordinary  soap ; 

DELICATELY  AND   EXQUISITELY  PEBFUMED 

with  pure  odor  of  flowers. 


MANUFACTURED  BY 


The  Royal  Soap  Company,  Ltd 


VANCOUVER,     B,  C. 


P  R  O  C;  R  H  S  S    AND     P  R  O  IM  T  S 
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nut  any  bonded  indebtedness  of  an\  de- 
,-cription. 

The  Dominion  Trust  Company  has  al- 
ready constructed  the  largest  office  build- 
uvj;  in  Xew  Westminster,  and  will  erect 
^ul)stantial  office  buildings  in  Victoria 
and  X'ancouver,  having  already  acquired 
i'  'f  this  purpose  excellent  sites  in  the 
taking  over  of  the  Imperial  Trust  Com- 
pany, so  that  before  the  close  of  1909 
this  well  known  financial  institution  win 
1)0  represented  in  the  three  principal 
cities  of  British  Cokimbia  with  its  own 
liuildings,  and  it  is  the  intention  of  the 
directors  to  open  other  offices  in  such 
centres  as  they  shall  deem  of  sufficient 
iiii])ortance. 

The  Dominion  Trust  Co.  was  organ- 
ized in   1905  with  a  capital  of  $250,000. 


which  was  subsequently  increased  to 
$500,000  and  then  to  $2,000,000.  The 
Company  will  now  represent  a  dozen  of 
the  largest  and  most  important  life,  fire 
and  accident  insurance  companies. 

The  Dcjminion  Trust  Co.  has  recently 
purchased  the  debentures  of  the  Central 
( )kanagan  Land  &  Orchard  Co.  of 
Kelowna,  B.C.,  amounting  to  $68,000, 
and  will  continue  the  process  of  assist- 
ing in  financing  large  undertakings  need- 
ing capital  to  develop  the  resources  of 
the  West.  Its  management  and  directors 
represent  the  most  conservative  but  pro- 
gressive element  in  the  commercial  met- 
ropolis of  British  Columbia,  and  under 
the  continued  guidance  of  Mr.  J.  B. 
Mathers  this  strong  combination  will  be 
no  small  factor  in  the  rapid  development 
of  Canada's  Pacific  Province. 
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WIL50I15  lf1VALID5  PORT 


(a  la  Quina  du  Perou) 

'* -^^^^  Pays   daily  dividends 

^5^  in  health,  strength  and 
^^    vigor,    by    increasing 
appetite,    helping    di- 
gestion,    and     mildly 
toning  the  entire 
system 


A  healtiiy  Stimulant 
An  Invigorating  Drink 
A  Delightful  Appetizer 

Big  Bottle 

All  Druggists 

Everywhere 
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''"'^'^I'cr'"    New  Year 


LOCK  CO 

]f  ire  ano  Kurglac  proof 

Safes 

Dault  Doors,  Uime  Xocfts, 

Banft  anC) 

Safe  Deposit  IDaults, 

jail  auD  prison  morft. 


316  Cordova  Street  West, 
VANCOUVER,  B.  C. 


Frank  G.  Benson, 


Local  Manager. 


THE  PHONOGRAPH 


ASK  ME 

to  put  an  Aniberol  4 -minute  attachment 
to  your 

EDISON  PHONOGRAPH 
FOR  1909 

Victor,  Edison,  and    Columbia 

Talking  Machines,  Records, 

Etc. 

GEO.    GIBSON 
342  Hastings  St.,  Vancouver,  B.C. 


GIFT: 


Nothing  will  please  THE  MAN  more 
than  one  of  our  splendid  G.  B.  D.,  B.  B.  B. 
or  Loewe  pipes  or  an  initial  pouch,  or  a 
cigarette  case.  I  have  the  stock  to  select 
from — and  can  satisfy  you  in  price.  Mail 
orders    promptly   attended   to. 

PADMORE'S 

No.  1—2,  THE  ARCADE 
Vancouver,  B.  C. 


NEW  BOOKS 
FOR  THE  NEW  YEAR 

The  Riverman,  Stewart  "W.  "White.  .$1.25 

Holy   Orders,   Marie   Corelli $1.25 

The    Trail    of    the    Lonesome    Pine, 
Pno.    Fox. 

Peter,  F.  Hopkinson  Smith   $1.25 

Sowing  Seeds  in  Danny,  McClung.  .$1.00 

The  Undertow,   Knowles    $1.25 

The    Liberationist,    Bindloss $1.2f 

The      Wheel     O'     Fortune,      Louis 

Tracy $1.25 

The  Soul  of  Dominic  Wildthorn, 

Hocking $1.25 

Lewis    Rand,    Mary   Johnston    $1.50 

The  Firing  Line,  R.  W.  ChamDers.  .$1.2& 
Jack    Spurlock    Prodigal,    Lorimer.  .$1.25 
The    Money    Changers,    Upton    Sin- 
clair     $1.20 

The   Divas    Ruby,    F.   Marion   Craw- 
ford     $1.50 

The  Man  From  Rodney's,  Geo.  Barr 

McCutcheon $1.25 

Send  for  Complete  Iiist. 

THOMSON 
STATIONERY  Ci'b 

325  HASTINGS  ST.  'PHONE  3520 

VAirCOUVEB,    B.C. 


ADVERTISING  SECTION,    WESTWARD  HO!   MAGAZINE 


f 


NO  MORE 
GREY  HAIR 


Madame  Humphreys  has  just  received 
a  large  consignment  of  Mary  T.  Gold- 
man's Hair  Restorer,  without  exception 
the  best  article  of  Its  kind  on  the 
market  today.  Just  as  good  for  gentle- 
men as  ladies;  easy  to  use;  does  not 
rub  off. 

Beautiful  Marcel  Wave,  50c;  Sham- 
poo, 25c  and  50c;  Face  Massage  and 
treatment  for  all  kinds  of  skin  troubles, 
and  building  up  of  wasting  tissues  and 
flabby  muscles. 

Pimples  and  blackheads  positively 
healed. 

Young  gentlemen  treated  as  well  as 
ladies  at 

The  Alexandra 


Madam  Humphreys 


l: 


589  Granville  St. 


VANCOUVEB,  B.C. 


u 


BB.    T.    7EI.IX    GOUBAUD'S 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 

Or  Magical  Beautifier. 

Purifies  as  well  as  Beautifies  the  Skin. 

No    other   cosmetic   will    do    it. 

Removes  Tan.  Pimples,  Freckles,  Moth 
Patches,  Rash  and  Skin  Diseases,  and 
every  blemish  on  beauty,  and  defiies  de- 
tection. It  has  stood  the  test  of  60 
years;  no  other  has,  and  is  so  harm- 
less— we  taste  it  to  be  sure  it  is  pro- 
perly made.  Accept  no  counterfeit  of 
similar  name.  The  distinguished  Dr.  L. 
A.  Sayre  said  to  a  lady  of  the  haiit-ton 
(a  patient):  "As  you  ladies  will  use 
them,  I  recommend  'GOUBAUD'S 
CBEAM'  as  the  least  harmful  of  all  the 
skin    preparations." 

GOUBAUS'S  OBITSNTAI.  TOIIiET 
FOWDEB 
For  infants  and  adults.    K.Kquisitely  per- 
fumed.     Relieves   Skin  Irritations,   cures 
-Sunburn   and   renders   an   excellent   com- 
plexion. 

Price  25  cents,  by  mail. 
GOUBAUD'S    POUDBZ:    SUBTZI.I: 

Removes    superfluous    Hair. 

Price  $1.00,   by   maU. 

FEBD.    T.    HOPKINS,    Prop., 

New  York  City. 

HENDEBSON  BBOS., 

Wholesale  Distributors. 

Vancouver   and   Victoria,   B.C. 
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FURS 
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ARE  THE 
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^^^■^K 

N  THE 

^^H  V 

PACIFIC 

^Hf 

WEST 

1    ^W 

HiKh.'.st 

Pii.-..s 

Puid  for 

Raw  Fiir.s 

SAN   FRANCISCO  FUR  CO. 
1                             K.  A.    KonKUTS.  .M;iiiiii,'.-. 
1  919  Granville  St  ,              Vancouver.  8.  C. 
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-SUTTON'S  SEEDS- 

The  Best 
For  All  Climates 

They  are  Earlier,  More  Hardy,  More 
Vigorous  and  More  Productive  than 
Eastern  Seeds. 

New  stock  of  Farm,  Vegetable  and 
Flower  Seeds  just  arrived. 

Farmers,  market  gardeners,  and  oth- 
ers i-equiring  laige  quantities  should 
write  for  special  price  lists. 

Do  not  experiment  with  cheap  and 
uncertain  seeds.  The  Best  Seeds  are 
the  most  economical. 

Write  for  General  Catalogue  and 
Cultivators'  Guide — its  free. 

Remember  they  are  reliable  only 
when  bearing  our  name  and  trade 
mark. 

SUTTON  &  SONS 

Seedsmen  by  Royal  Warrant  to  His  Majesty 
King  Edward  Til 

Sole  Agents— 

The  Brackman-Ker  Milling  Co.,  Ltd; 

136  Hastings  St.  W., 

1-  VANCOUVER.    B.    C.  ■■ 
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UNDERWEAR 


^# 


.^^tDUN%^ 
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CEETEE 


MADE  FROM  LONG  SOFT  FULL- 
LENGTH  FIBRES  ^iAUSTRALIAN  WOOL 
ALWAYS  ELASTIC  &  COMFORTABLE 

The  C.TURNBULL  Co. 
F    GAL.-r    r 


HENRYS 

My  Trees 
Grow. 

The  Stock  was  never  bet- 
ter than  it  is  to-day. 


Buy  direct — you  save  all 
agents'  profits,  and  have  the 
satisfaction  of  dealing  direct 
with  the  best  Tcnown  nurserj^ 
on    the    Pacific    Coast. 

Catalog  Free. 


M.J.HENRY 

Greenhouse: 

3010   Westminster    Road, 

VANCOUVER,  B.C. 

^NURSERIES 


Backed  by  a  -^_ 

World-wide 

Reputation- 


tSr  it. 


5CHQOL5AnpCOLLEGE5 
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Shorthand  School 

Day  and  c\cning  classes. 

Class  or  private   tuition. 

Competent  teachers. 

Shortest      and      quickest      possible 
method. 

E.  F.  LINDNER,  Principal, 
633  Hastings  St.  W.,  Vancouver,  B.C. 


ST.  ANN'S  ACADEMY 


406    Sunsiuair    St.,    Vancouver,    B.C. 

Boarding  and  day  school,  conducted 
by  the  Sisters  of  St.  Ann,  offering  suit- 
able accommodations,  modern  sanitary 
equipments.  Discipline  mild,  but  firm, 
uniting  a  careful  training  of  manners 
and  character,  with  the  best  intellectual 
and  physical  training. 

Curriculum  —  Primary,  Intermediate 
and  Academic  grades,  together  with 
Music  and  Art  Studies.  A  complete  and 
practical  Commercial  Course  is  also  at- 
tached to  the  establishment. 

For  further  particulars,  apply  to 

SISTER    SUPERIOR. 


HIGHEB  STUDIES,  IiANGUAGES,  ETC. 

Also  elementary  classes;  careful  pre- 
paration for  all  e.Kaminations.  Rev.  A. 
St.  John  Mildmay.  M.A.,  Oxford  (late 
Principal  Vernon  College),  1061  Barclay 
St.,  Vancouver,  B.  C. 


Studio  of  Arts  and  Crafts. 

Classes  in  china  decoration,  metal 
work,  leather  craft,  and  stencilling.  Full 
stock  of  materials  kept.  For  terms 
apply    to — 

MBS.    EI.I.IS 
1056    Georgia    St.,         VAUCOTJVEB,    B.C. 


Chesterfield  School 

North  Vancouver,  B.C. 

Ivcsideiuial  and  Day  School  for  Boys. 
I'rincipals — A.  H.  Scriven,  Esq.,  B.A., 
R.  H.  Bates.  Esq.,  B.A. 

Hoys  prepared  for  the  Universities 
and  Commerce.  Preparatory  depart- 
ment. Manual  Training,  Gymnastics, 
Military  Drill.  Five  acres  athletic 
field,  covered  play-pround. 
Prospectus  and  terms  on  application. 


Our  Keynote  is 


PRACTICAL 
EXPERIENCE 

May  we  send  you  our  ProspectUB? 

Calgary  Business  College 

CALGABY,    ALTA. 


Pitman's    Shorthand 

AND 

Business  College. 

The  okle.-it,  largest,  anil  bt-.-^t  iquipped  loUcgc  on 
tiic  Pacific  Coast.  All  commercial  subjects 
taught,  individual  tuition.  Special  attention  given 
to  backward  studentis. 

Fees  one  month  $15.00,  three  months  $40.00,  six 
months  $75.00.    Text  book.s  free. 
Write  for  prospectus,  sent  free  to  any  address. 
(-.32-631-636  Seymour  Street.  VANCOl'VER.  B.C. 
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FRUIT  AND  DAIRY  FARMS. 


:K7:-ck)k:-j^^«*:-^. 


fi 


I  have  a  large  list  of  improved  and  unimproved  farm  lands,  varying  in   size  from  5  ^ 

to  250  acres      Soil  is  a  deep,  rich  loam— the  very   best   of   fruit   land.     Lowest   prices;  ^^ 

small  cash  payment,  balance  on  easy  terms       Write  for  my  free  list.  H 

J.  W.  HAND,  311  Homer  5t.,  Vancouver,  B.  C. 


SESTAITSANTS. 

The  Granville  Cafe — $5.00  meal  tickets  for 
54.50.  Four  course  dinner,  25c.  Special 
breakfast,  15c.  Neat,  clean,  homelike.  Trays 
sent  out.  762  Granville  St.,  opposite  Opera 
House,    Vancouver,    B.C.     W.    P.   Winters. 

MASSAGE 

Thermal  Baths  by  Scientific  Masseuse.  Mag- 
netic Vibratory  and  Electric  Treatments. 
Flat  Six,  679  Granville  Street,  Vancouver. 


OI.D  BOOKS. 

I  buy  Old  Books,  Magazines,  Manuscripts,  etc. 
Have  on  hand  large  selection  of  reference 
books  and  works.  Write  full  particulars.  E. 
J.  Galloway,  782  Granville  St.,  Vancouver, 
B.  C. 


TACHT  AND  I.AUNCH  FITTING. 

The  place  for  your  Cushions,  Awnings,  Spring 
Berths,  etc.,  Langridge  &  Co.,  1039  Gran- 
ville St.     Phone  B  1460,  Vancouver,  B.C. 

WATCH-MAKER. 

Repairs  of  Watches,  Jewelry  and  Optical 
goods  at  lowest  prices.  All  work  guaran- 
teed. 18  years  in  business.  Mail  orders  a 
specialty.  Albert  Ufford,  237  Carrall  St., 
Vancouver,  B.C. 

BRITISH   COI.T7MBIA  TIMBER 

We  are  exclusive  dealers  in  British  Columbia 
Timber  Lands.  No  better  time  to  buy  than 
now.  for  investment  or  immediate  logging. 
Write  us  for  any  sized  tract.  E.  R.  Chandler, 
407    Hastings   St.,    Vancouver,   B.C. 


K.^^Mount  Birds 

and  Animals. 

SPORT.S3IEN!     FishermenI 
Hunters  1    Naturalists  I 

The  wonderful  profespion  of  Taxidermy, 
so  lonp  kept  FCcret.can  now  be  easily 
learned  riKht  in  your  own  bomegg^BI 

We  Teach  by  Mail  Iiru^°t 

rds.  Animals.  Came  Heads,  tan  skins, 
lake  rugs,  iind  prLserve  all  trophies  A 
eliK'htluliindfasciiintlMnart  for  men  and 
viiinen.  Easily  and  (julc-kly  learned  durlntr 
spare  time.  Itrrurate  hnmo  and  dfn  wllh  Adp 
niphien,  or  command  bit?  income  selllnj; 
mounted  specimens  and  mounting  foi- 
other.s.  Skilled  Taxidermists  In  Kieat  demand.  Sucress  iitinr- 
nntfed  or  no  tiiilion  fee.  Endorsed  by  thousands  of  satisfied 
graduates.  Write  today  for  our  Great  Free  Book  -'How  to  Learn 
to  Mount  Birds  and  Animals."  Also  our  beautiful  Taxidermy 
Magazine.     BOTH  FREE.    Write  today— do  It  now. 

TK«  N.  W.  SCHOOL   OF  TAXIDERMY.  Inc. 

■§■1^^    Box  4<^  Omaha,  Neb.    ''^^■■^m 


Golden 
Opportunities 


If  you  are  interested  in  the  Canadian  West, 
send  10  cents  in  stamps  for  three  late  issues 
of  Westward  Ho!,  containing  fully  illustrated 
descriptive  articles  about  dairying,  fruit  grow- 
ing, poultry  raising  and  general  farming  con- 
ditions in  Manitoba,  Saskatchewan,  Alberta 
and   British  Columbia. 
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DRUNKENNESS  CAN  BE  CURED  BY  THE 

EVAN'S  GOLD  CURE   TREATMENT 


The  Evans  Institute  has  now  been 
established  over  fourteen  years  in  Win- 
nipeg and  one  year  In  Vancouver.  It 
has  met  with  entire  success,  even  in 
cases  which  had  been  regarded  as  ab- 
solutely hopeless.  The  treatment  not 
only  entirely  dispels  the  craving  but 
creates  a  positive  distaste  for  stimu- 
lants. It  also  restores  the  nervous  sys- 
tem, induces  natural  sleep,  creates  a 
healthy  appetite  and  improves  the  gen- 
eral health  of  the  patient.  The  treat- 
ment is  gradual,  and  patients  are  al- 
lowed their  usual  stimulants  until  in 
from  four  to  five  days,  they  no  longer 
want  them. 

We  refer,  by  permission,  to  the  fol- 
lowing from  among  the  thousands  who 
are  familiar  with  and  approve  of  the 
Evans  treatment:      The  Hon.   Hugh  Jonn 


Macdonald,  e.x-Mlnl.stor  of  the  Interior 
and  ex-Premier  of  Manitoba;  Ven. 
Archdeacon  Fortln,  Holy  Trinity,  Winni- 
peg; Rev.  Dr.  Duval,  Moderator,  Gen- 
eral Assembly,  Presbyterian  Church  of 
Canada;  ex-Mayor  Andrews,  Winnipeg; 
ex-Mayor  Ryan,  Winnipeg;  ex-Mayor 
Jameson,  Winnipeg;  ex-Mayor  Mc- 
Creary,  Winnipeg;  Dr.  C.  W.  Gordon 
(Ralph  Connor),  Winnipeg;  Dr.  K.  S. 
Chapman,  M.D.,  Winnipeg;  Judge  Prlt- 
chard.  Carman,  Man.;  Prof.  J.  H.  Rld- 
dell,   Winnipeg. 

A  prospectus  containing  full  Infor- 
mation regarding  the  treatment  will  be 
mailed  privately  on  application. 

The  Evans  Institute  of  Vancouver 
has  now  removed  to  more  commodious 
quarters   at 


950   FABK   SBIVX: 


(Orandvlew    CarUne)        VANCOUVER,  B.C. 


PHONE        ■[ 

1370         11    t) 


gravcfr 


"       Incorporated  with  the  Vancouver  Photo  Engra\  iiiK  ' 


Gotvt>er, 

anS'^ILECTROTYPER. 

653  Granville  M..  VAMCOUV  ; 


HAINES  BROS.  PIANO 


It  is  now  nearly  6o  years  since  the  creation  of  the  first  Haines  Bros.  Piano 
in  New  York  by  Napoleon  J.  Haines. 

This  "Piano  Aristocrat"  is  famous  wherever  music  is  cultivated  as  an  art— 
the  most  celebrated  artists  of  modern  times  Patti,  Nilsson,  Kellog,  Campanmi. 
Strakosch,  Abbott,  Galassi,  Brignoli,  are  a  few  only  of  those  whose  autograph 
letters  are  among  the   cherished   possessions  of  the  present   Haines   Bros. 

For  over  40  years  the  Hames  Bros.  Pianos  have  been  sold  to  the  best 
families  in  Canada  continuously  by  one  of  Canada's  oldest  piano  builders  and 
dealers.  Lately,  however,  the  customs  duty  has  been  so  IhkIi  a,-  to  render  tlu-ir 
importation  almost  prohibitive.  To  meet  this  condition  the  Haines  Bros.  Co., 
have  now  a  factory  of  their  own  in  Canada  where  the  Pianos  are  made  trom 
original  scales,  patterns,  etc. 

For  a  while  these  splendid  pianos  will  be  sold  at  New  York  prices,  freights 
added.     Easy  Terms. 


The  Montelius  Piano  House  ua 


439-441   HASTINGS   STREET 


VANCOUVER,    B.C. 


Investments&Securities 

cXi  Lands,Bonds,5tocks,Etc.  cvs 


THE  SOUTH-WEST  ALBERTA  LAND  CO.,  Limited 

(INCORPORATED    IN    PROVINCE    OF    ALBERTA), 

invests  funds  on  first  mortgages  on  Albertan  Wheat  Farms  at  Eight  to  Ten  per  Cent, 
per  annum.  Tlie  Large  margins  and  the  upward  trend  of  values  make  these  lands  the 
best  secured  investments  at  the  highest  interest  for  both   home  and  British  Capital. 

ARTHUR  C.  KEMMIS,  PINCHER  CREEK,  ALBERTA,  CAN. 

Refer  to  UNION  BANK  OF  CANADA  Solicitor  for  S.  W.  Alberta  Land  Co.,  Ltd. 


If  You  Wish  to  Buy  or  Sell  Shares  in  THE  ROYAL  COLLIERIES,  LIMITED 

^"  H.  M.  DALY 

MEMBER  VANCOUVER  STOCK  EXCHANGE 

501  Pender  Street  VANCOUVER,  B.  C. 


MONEY  JOHN  J.  BANFIELO  estd 

TO                                         REAL  ESTATE,  I^ 

LOAN                        INSURANCE,    INVESTMENTS.  |g^j 

607  Hastings  St.  W.,  Vancouver,  B.  C. 


i 


Yorkshire  Guarantee  & 
Securities   Corporation, 

Limited,  of  Huddersfield,  England 

CAPITAL        -        -        -        $2,500,000. 

MORTGAGES     ON     REAL    PROPERTY 

MUNICIPAL     BONDS     BOUGHT    AND     SOLD 

ESTATES  MANAGED,  FINANCIAL  AGENTS. 

Vacant    and    Improved    Properties    for    Sale    in    Vancouver,    North    Vancouver, 
Victoria,  and  New  Westminster 

Also  SUBURBAN  AND  FARM  LANDS  in  Lower  Eraser  Valley. 

General  Agents  in  B.  C.  for 

YORKSHIRE    FIRE    AND     LIFE    INSURANCE    COMPANY     LIMITED 

OF  YORK,  ENGLAND   (Established  1824,  Assets  $10,000,000). 

R.  KERR  HOULGATE,  Manager 

440  SEYMOUR  STREET  ....  VANCOUVER,  B.C.       ™ 
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WE  ARE  PREPARED 

!o  iifpotiate  Hoiid  Issues  of  $2()(i.0(in  upwards 
for  railroad,  street  car.  gas.  electric,  water, 
building,  manufacturing,  timber,  coal  and 
legitimate  industrial  propositions. 

7  per  cent.  Preferred  stock  $1(HI  Par,  with 
Bonus  of  11(H)  Common,  of  an  established, 
dividend-paying  corporation  for  sale. 


LEWIS    N.    ROSENBAUM   CO 

l.W  KSIMKNl    IJd.NKS 

•JiiT-lO  Washington   Building,  Seattle,  U 


Inc. 


^^ 

J^'/h 

Ydui^iJ^M< 

A 

OF  CANADA. 

po 
mi 
Pl 

tir 

Establi.shed  1869 
Purely  Mutual— Purely  Canadian, 
will  be  glad    to    furnish  rates  and  samples 
licies  for  inspection,  and  it  would  be  a  husin 
stake  for  anyone  contemplating  life  insurance, 
vce  his    application    with  any  company    witho 
St  consulting  me. 

WILLIAM  J.   TWISS.  Manager 

VANCOUVER.  B.  C. 

of 

«s 
to 
ut 

Would  You  Invest  in 
Government  Bonds 
At  24  Percent? 

A  deed  for  land  in  the   fertile 

Nechaco 


Valley 


is  as  secure  an  investment  as  government 
boniis. 

Uncultivated,    $16    acre. 
Cultivated,         $30   acre. 

We  require  only  a  small  amount  down  and 
give  you  8  years  to  pay  for  it.  We  pay  you  4 
per  cent,  on  all  payments  made  and  at  the  end 
of  8  years  will  buy  the  land  from  you  at  20  per 
cent  more  than  you  paid  for  it.  if  you  then 
wish  to  sell 

Write  for,, ur'-prnspcrily  PrniH,Mii,,n    " 

APPLETON  INVESTMEirr  COB.,  I.TD.. 

Fairfield  Bid?.,  Vancouver,  B.C. 

or 

White  Bldg-.,  Seattle. 


Do  You  Want  to 
Advance? 


Any  bright  young  man  or  woman,  who  is  anxious  for  advancement  can 
win  a  scholarship  worth  $75.00  by  utilizing  their  spare  time  in  working  for 
Westward  Ho!  Send  your  name,  age  and  a  reference  and  we  will  help  you 
on  the  road  to  success.     Write  today. 

The  Westward  Ho!  Publishing  Co. 


536  HASTINGS  STREET, 


VANCOUVER.  B.C. 
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Mw3 


LTD. 
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Palmer  Engines 


have  satisfied  their  users  for  15  years — 


4O3OOO  IN    USE 

They  dsvelop  their  rated  horse  power 
and  are  reasonable  in  price. 

We  carry  a  Large  Stock  on  hand 


also   eng-ine   fitting-s,   shafting,  propellers,   reverse 
g-ears,    whistle   outfits,   and  electric   equipment. 


Palmer  Bros. 


28  Powell  St.,  Vancouver,  B.  C. 

V.  M.  Dafoe,  Western  Canadian  Representative. 
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If  You  Would  Get  the  Best  Speed  From  Your 
Boat  Install  an  Easthope  Engine. 

3  to  36  H.P.— FOR  SPEED.  CRUISING  OR  WORK  BOATS. 


"Pathfinder" — 27  H.P. — Speed,  20  miles  an  hour. 

WE  GUARANTEE  YOU   RESULTS. 

OUR  ENGINES   HAVE  A   NAME   FOR  RELIABILITY   AND   ECONOMY. 

EASTHOPE  BROS.,   engine  and  boat  manufacturers. 

OFFICE  and  factory  1705  GEORGIA  ST., 
PHONE  A3658 VANCOUVER.  B.  C. 
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Boxing  is  Good  Exercise 

Boxing  Gloves  provide  good  indoor  sport  during  tiie 
Winter  months.  Set  of  two  pairs  with  best  vici  kid 
covers.  8  oz.  gloves,  laced  palm  and  padded  wrist,  with 
cross  "linger  bars.  Guaranteed  to  give  good  service. 
Price    $4-50 


Striking  Bags 

Superior  leather  cover,  pear-shaped  bag, 
complete  with  circular  steel  platform,  well 
braced;    special  price    $10.00 

FLOOR    AND     CEILING    STRIKING 
BAG,  complete  with  elastic  cable.     May  be 
hung   in   a   corner   of   the   bedroom. 
Price    $4-5° 

J.  A.  FLETT,  LTD. 

Ill  Hastings  St.,      Vancouver.  B.  C. 


What  could  be  more  sensible  than  to  offer  a  gift  of   GLOBE-WERXICKE 
ELASTIC  SECTION  AL  BOOKCASES.    We  .sell  hundreds  of  these  every  Christmas. 
Those  who  have  them  add  to  them.    Those  who  have  not  inaugurated  a  plan  of  keep- 
ing and  protecting  books  that  will  be  appreciated  by  the  recipient  for  all  time. 
Catalogues  on  request. 


THE    WEBSTER-HANNA    CO. 


426428-430  Cordova  Street  West 


VANCOUVER.  B.  C 
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a 

Useful 

Gift 

is 

Always 

Appreciated 


For  Young 
or   ©Id 

What  Nicer 
Than 

a 
Kodak 


Write  for  Cntalogue  ami  Prices 

KODAK  HEADQUARTERS 

COCKBURN'S  ART  ballery" 

665  Granville  St. 

VANCOUVER,  B.  C. 


Nicola  Valley  Coal 

THE  BEST  DOMESTIC  AND  STEAM 
COAL  IN  THE  WEST. 


Agencies  at:— 

VANCOUVER,  ASHCROFT,  KAMLOOPS,  REVELSTOKE. 

VERNON  AND  OKANAGAN  POINTS, 

NELSON  AND  KOOTENAY  POINTS. 

Head  Offica:-VANCOUVER,   B.  C. 
Collieries  :-MIDDLESBORO,  B.  C. 


Nicola  Valley  Coal  and  Coke  Co.  Ltd 
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NEW  WESTMINSTER 


NEW  WESTMINSTER  is  the  centre  of  the  agriculture,  fishing,  and  lumber- 
ing industries  of  the  Fraser  Valley,  British  Columbia. 

NEW  WESTMINSTER  is  the  meeting  point  of  two  great  transcontinental 
railways — the  Canadian  Pacific  and  the  Great  Northern,  while  the  V.  V.  &  E. 
railway  now  under  construction  will  shortly  become  a  feeder  to  the  city's  trade 
and  industry.  A  network  of  inter-urban  electric  railways  connecting  with 
Vancouver,  Eburne,  Steveston,  Cloverdale  and  Chilliwack  are  so  laid  out  as  to 
converge  at  New  Westminster,  adding  considerably  to  the  commercial  prosperity 
of  the  city. 

NEW  WESTMINSTER  is  the  only  fresh  water  port  on  the  British  Pacific. 
Over  1,200  deep-sea  and  coasting  vessels  visited  the  port  last  year,  and  the 
Dominion  Government  has  just  decided  upon  plans  for  a  deep  water  channel  to 
enable  the  largest  ocean  going  steamers  to  navigate  the  river  at  all  stages  of  the 
tide.  The  G.  N.  railway,  Gulf-Car-Ferry  and  the  C.  P.  N.  Co.'s  steamers  and 
passenger  vessels,  and  tugs  of  other  companies  make  the  "Royal  City"  their 
home  port. 


WHITE,  SHILES  &  CO. 

Fire  Insurance 
Real  Estate  and   Financial    Agents 


The  B.  C.  MILLS,  TIMBER 
AND  TRADING  CO. 

(Royal  City   Planing    Mills  Branch) 

Manufacturers  of  Doors,  Windows,  Fish  and 
Fruit  Boxes  and  all  Descriptions  of  Interior 
Finishings. 


Westminster  Iron  Works 

JOHN  REID.  Proprietor 

Manufacturers  of  Wrought  Iron  Gates,  Fences, 

Ornamental  Iron  Work,  Fire  Escapes, 

and  Iron  Stairs. 

OFFICE  AND  WORKS,  loTH  STREET. 


Dominion  Trust  Co.,  Ltd. 

Real  Estate,  Insurance  and 
Financial  Brokers. 

FARM  AND  FRUIT  LANDS  A  SPECIALTY. 
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THE   ROYAL  CITY 


NEW  WESTMINSTER  is  the  Government  seat  for  tlie  iJominion  Public 
Works,  jail  and  asjium  as  well  as  the  Fisheries,  Land  and  Timber  agencies, 
while  the  city  is  also  the  headquarters  of  the  Provincial  Government  Agent. 

NEW  WESTMINSTER  is  pre-eminently  the  home  of  industries— for  Iron 
W^orks,  Feed  Mills,  Fruit  and  Fish  Canneries,  Cigar  Factories,  Glass  Works, 
Lumber  Mills,  Tanneries,  Ship  Yards  and  Can  Factories. 

NEW  WESTMINSTER  boasts  ot  14  Churches,  2  Colleges,  4  Banks.  3 
Hospitals,  as  well  as  High  and  Graded  Schools  and  a  Public  Library.  There 
are  two  papers  published  daily  in   the  city. 

The  assessed  value  of  realty  is  estimated  at  $5,500,000  and  personal  property 
conservatively,  at  $1,000,000 

NEW  WESTMINSTER,  on  account  of  the  steady  growth  and  developm'-nt 
of  the  resources  of  the  surrounding  territory  offers  desirable  openings  in  m.iny 
manufacturing,  wholesale,  retail  and  professional  lines,  among  whir'.i  might  be 
mentioned  Wholesale  Grocery,  Woollen  Mills,  Furniture  Factories,  Potato. 
Starch  and  Beet-Sugar  Works,  a  Hemp  Factory,  Fruit  Canneries,  as  well  as  a 
plant  for  condensing  milk.  The  city  also  ofTers  advantageous  inducements  for 
the  location  of  new  industries.  Electric  power  and  light  are  cheap  and  the 
supply  is  practically  unlimited.  For  further  information  write  to  any  Xew 
Westminster  advertiser  on  these  two  pages  who  will  cheerfully  supply  same. 


B.  Wilberg 


William  Wolz 


B.  C.  CIGAR  FACTORY 

MA.VLKACTUKEKS  OF 

High -Grade  Havana  Cigars 

Braxds-"B.  C",  "Old  Sports',  "Brilliants 
'Autos"  and  "Puck". 


P.  B.  Brown  H.  H.  Lenni 

The  Settlers'  Association 
of  B.  C. 

Real   Estate,  Financial  &   Customs  Brokeri 
Auctioneers 

Opposite  Winds'T    Hotel. 


PICODLCTS  OK  THK  KRASEK  VALI.KV 
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Neglected 
Opportunities 


Of  the  hundreds  of  thousands  of  acres  of  g-reat  virgin  forests  of  softwoods  in  the 
West  almost  all  were  either  subject  to  entry  or  for  sale  at  very  low  fignires  ten  years 
ag-o.  Pew  realized  that  choice  timber  claims — then  so  easy  to  acquire — were  so  soon 
to  be  worth  thousands  of  dollars.  A  few  realizing-  how  rapidly  the  American  forests 
were  disappearing-  took  advantag-e  of  conditions  in  Washingi;on,  Oreg-on,  and  British 
Columbia  to  acquire  all  the  timber  land  possible  while  it  was  to  be  had  at  such  low 
figures.  As  a  result  they  have  made  immense  fortunes — fortunes  that  will  continue 
to  g-row  more  rapidly  in  the  future  than  in  the  past. 

Gifford  Pinchot,  chief  forester  of  the  United  States,  declares  that  at  the  present 
rate  of  consumption  the  timber  supply  of  the  TTnited  States  will  be  exhausted  in 
twenty  years  and  that  the  hardwood  supply  will  be  exhausted  in  from  twelve  to 
fifteen  years. 

Did  you  take  advantagre  of  the  opportunity  to  secure  some  of  this  timber  when  it 
was  to  be  had  for  only  a  fraction  of  its  present  value,  or  did  you  neg-lect  it  until  it 
was  too  late? 

At  the  same  time  this  timber  was  being-  secured  so  cheaply  much  of  the  best 
farming-  and  irrig-ated  land  of  the  state  of  "Washing-ton  was  also  being-  homesteaded, 
or  boug-ht  at  prices  so  low  as  to  be  almost  unbelievable  now. 

These  wonderful  opportunities  were  not  taken  advantag-e  of  in  a  larg-e  way  until 
within  the  past  ten  years.  The  West  was  sparsely  settled  and  not  much  developed  up 
to  that  time.  The  first  to  take  advantag-e  of  such  conditions  naturally  realized  the 
g-reatest  profits. 

Until  recently  Americans  invested  little  or  nothing-  in  other  countries.  They  have 
neglected  opportunities  in  Mexico  which  surpass  anything-  heretofore  existing-  in  the 
United  States  or  Canada. 

This  Company  has  taken  advantag-e  of  the  opportunity  to  secure  one  of  the  finest 
and  best  located  hardwood  timber  tracts  in  the  world.  It  is  in  Mexico  just  across  the 
Gulf  from  Louisiana  and  Texas  and  is  within  two  miles  of  ocean  transportation. 

The  varieties  of  timber  comprise  mahog-any,  rosewood,  Spanish  cedar,  lignum 
vitae,  and  other  kinds  of  the  most  valuable  woods  known  to  man. 

The  tract  is  a  very  larg-e  one  and  averag-es  20,000  feet  (board  measurement) 
per  acre. 

A  limited  amount  of  the  capital  stock  of  the  Company  is  offered  for  sale.  All 
shares  are  fully  paid,  non-assessable,  and  equally  participating-. 

The  timber  -will  bring-  investors  returns  many  times  more  than  the  present  cost 
of  shares. 

After  the  timber  is  removed  the  land  is  unsurpassed  for  tropical  plantation 
purposes.  Good  tropical  plantation  land  bring-s  returns  equal  to  the  best  irrigated 
land  of  this  country. 

Banana,   rubber  and  sug-ar-cane  plantations  yield  enormous   profits. 

This  Company's  land  is  admirably  suited  for  the  cultivation  of  these  products  and 
a  great  many  more  such  as  orang-es,  lemons,  limes,  pine-apples,  cocoanuts,  Indian  corn, 
cocoa,  etc. 

It  Is  your  opportunity  now  to  participate  in  this  proposition.  Are  you  g-oing-  to 
neglect  it?  $2000,000,000  of  foreig-n  money,  two-thirds  of  which  is  American  capital, 
is  now  being-  invested  in  Mexico  annually.  It  has  been  prophesied  that  in  the  next  ten 
years   Mexico   will   produce   more   millionaires    than   any   other    country   in   the   world. 

Do  you  want  to  participate  in  these  profits?  It  is  safe  to  say  you  will  never  have 
another  opportunity  offered  you  that  is  the  equal  of  this  one. 

Drop  us  a  postal  for  prospectus  and  let  us  tell  you  more  of  this  proposition. 

Chacamax  Land  Development  Company 

American  Bank  Building-,  Seattle,  Wash.,  U.  S.  A. 
References: — National  Bank  of  Commerce,  Seattle,  Wash.,  U.  S.  A. 
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PERPETUAL 

$1,000 


A  YEAR 

As  Long  as  You 


Live 


SBCUBSS 


BV     SMAI.I.     MONTHI.V 
PAYMENTS 

The  less  money  you  have,  the  greater 

the    need    to    place    it    where    it    will 

v/ork   hard  and  fast  for  you 

Fill  Out  and  Return   Coupon  Just  Now 


Do  you  want  an  income  of  from  $100.00  to  $1,000  a  year  for  life?  If  so,  returr 
Ml  is   coupon   promptly.      You   take  absolutely  no  risli  of  any  kind.     If  upon  exam- 
ination   you    are    not    thoroughly    convinced  that  this   is  one  of  the  GREATEST 
OFFORTUNITZES  of  your  life  to  secure    a    steady,    permanent    income,    as    long 
as  you   live,  you  are  under  no  obligation. 

Name     

Post  Office 

Province     

i^lease    reserve   for   me    Life-Income  Investment   Bonds 

(\alue  $100.00  each).  Send  full  information.  If  I  am  convinced  that  your  en- 
terprise is  one  of  the  Soundest  character,  and  will  prove  Enormously  profit- 
able, 1  will  pay  for  the  same  at  the  rate  of  $5.00  cash  and  $5.00  per  month 
on  each  $100.00  Bond  until  fully  paid.  No  more  than  100  Bonds  reserved  for 
any   one   person. 

THE  UNITED    SECURITIES  COMPANY 

1163   EMPIRE  BUILDING,   SEATTLE,  WASHINGTON. 


It  i>n"t  wh.it  tlic  mattress  is  made  uf  (»r  liow  u 
looks — it  is  how  it  is  made  and  how  it  lasts  that 
counts. 

Other  mattresses  arc  made  of  cotton,  but  only  the 
Osiernioor  is  made  in  the  Ostermixir  way  under  the 
e.xciusue   (>-tcrniu()r   patents. 

Other  matlrcsses  tnay  look  like  the  Ostermoor  when 
new.  but  only  the  Ostermoor  can  show  testimonials 
from  u.'^ers  that  saj':  "Your  mattress  is  as  good  after 
Iwenty-live  years'  use  as  the  day  it  was  bought." 

It  is  just  as  easy  for  you  to  get  the  genuine  Oster- 
moor i\s  an  inferior  imitation — and  you  will  pay  little, 
if  any.  more — for  the  lower  cost  of  making  the  imita- 
tion is  counteracted  by  the  larger  profit  necessary  to 
induce  the  dealer  to  handle  it. 

Ostermoor 

Mattress  $15 

But  you  must  remember  and  insist  on  seeing  the 
Ostermoor  trade  mark,  sewn  into  the  end  band,  if 
you  want  the  one  mattress  that  is  built  up,  sheet  upon 
sheet,  that  will  not  mat,  pack  or  lump.  Thus,  an  0-- 
termoor  will  remain  luxuriously  elastic,  supremely  com- 
fortable and  restful  for  a  lifetime. 

Our  Booklet  and  Ticking  Samples 
Sent  Free. 

Sleep  on  an  Ostermoor  ma»^tress  for  a  month — then, 
if  for  any  reason  you're  dissatisfied,  we'll  return  every 
penny  of  your  money. 

There  is  an  Ostermoor  dealer  in  most  places — tlu 
livcst  merchant  in  the  town.  If  you'll  write  us  we'll  giv.. 
you  his  name.  But  don't  take  chances  with  imitation>. 
at  other  stores — make  sure  you're  getting  the  genuiur 
Ostermoor.      Our   trade   mark  label   is   your   guarantee 

ALASKA  FEATHER  &  DOWN 
COMPANY,  Limited 

MONTREAL 


CAPITAL 

$2,000,000 


^: 


SUBSCRIBED 
CAPITAL 
5505000 


PAID  UP 
CAPITAL 
5120.000 


RESERVE 
S  160.000 


^ 


r 


Let  Your  Savings 
Work  For  You 

Deposit  your  savings  with  us,  add  what 
j'ou  can  from  week  to  week  or  month  to 
month.  We  will  add  the  interest  earned 
on  the  31st  December  and  the  30th  June 
of  each  year.  Should  you  wish  to  with- 
draw all  or  any  of  your  savings  at  any 
time,  you  can  always  do  so.  Until  further 
notice  interest  will  be  allowed  at  the  fol- 
lowing rates,  if  arrangements  are  made 
at   the   time   of   depositing. 

On   current  account,  4% 

If  deposited  for  12  mos.,  4/4% 

If  deposited  for  24  mos.,  4^% 

If  deposited  for  36  mos.  or  over,  5% 

Money  withdrawn  before  the  expiration 
of  the  time  agreed  upon  will  be  allowed 
4%   interest. 

Savings  Bank  open  from  9  a.m.  till  5  p.m., 
daily,  except  Saturday.  Saturday  from  9  to 
T2  a.m..  and  from  7  to  8  o'clock  in  the 
evening. 


^^ 


A 


moun 

FIREANP 
BURGLAR  - 
PROOF  VAtH 
LT  SPELLS 
SAFTYFOR 
YOU 


^-^^, 


DO/MNIOH  TRUST  COAPAKT" 

nEAD  OFFICE  HASTIH05  5TW., VANCOUVER. B.C. 


E5TW/IRD  HO! 


bill) 


A  Magazine  is  a  Mighty  Mechan- 
ism whose  Motion  Move  Mighty 
Masses  of  Men.  ^  It  sets  spinning 
stagnant  cogwheels  by  the  elec- 
tric force  of  criticism ;  and  thus 
makes  prosperity  hum  where 
dull  apathy  reigned  over  a  terri- 
tory of  speculative  possibilities. 

This  is  the  work  of 
Westward  Ho ! 


^j'' 


:M$>:.K«r-«*«*«m«:':*w*:-^a-:7^^^^^ 


Beautiful 

Pieces 

of 

6ut  Glass 


The  striking  characteristic  of  cut  glass  is  that  it 
never  seems  out  of  place.  No  table  is  so  simple  but 
glass  is  suitable — none  so  stately  but  glass  will  adorn 
it.  Glass  finds  its  place  at  EASTER  wedding  and 
anniversaries. 

We  carry  the  Libbey  make — recognized  on  the 
continent  as  the  best  manufactured.  In  our  crystal 
room  we  show  the  usual  lines  in  great  variety; 
among  these  will  be  noted  many  unusual  shaped 
baskets,  vases,  comports,  lamps,  etc. 


Our  catalogue  lines  were  carefully  chosen  and  we  i 
believe  a  finer  selection  and  variety  could  not  be  t 
gathered  together.  5 


When  in  Vancouver  do  not  miss  calling  on  us.  It 
Be  sure  our  catalogue  is  in  your  home;    a  postcard  ^ 

i 


will  bring  it. 


M^t 


Henry  Birks  &  Sons.  Ltd. 

DIAMOND  MERennNTS 

GEO.  E.  TRORY,  Man.  Dir.  VANCOUVER,  B.  C. 


i 
I 
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Gordon  Drysdale,  Ltd. 

Correct  Corset  Styles  for  1909 

Every  'woman  ivho  aspires  to  be  ivell  goivned  realizes  to 
the  fullest  extent  the  importance  of  properly  fitting  corsets, 
for  every  ivell  fitting  goivn  demands  a  well  fitting  Corset  as 
prerequisite.  Realizing  hoiv  entirely  our  patrons  depend  on  us 
for  correct  styles  and  all  detail  corset  information,  <we  never 
relax  our  close  association  with  the  authoritive  salons  of  the 
leading  corsetiers.  Among  other  iPoell  knoHvn  makes  ive  carry 
the  ''Redfern/'  ''CB,  alaSpirite/'  '' Sapho"  and '' Nemo" 
Corsets,  and  ivith  these  celebrated  lines  stand  ready  at  all 
times  to  serve  you,  as  only  a  specialty  store  can. 


At  $4.50 

At  $4.50 — The  accompanying  illustration 
depicts  the  Nemo  self-reducing  corset  with 
flattening  back  which  does  wonders  for 
stout  women.  The  double  garter  attach- 
ment holds  down  the  corset  firmly,  and  the 
self-reducing  strap  keeps  the  front  steels 
close  to  the  body;  the  model  comes  in  high 
or  low  bust  in  sizes  19  to  36. 


A^^SELF-REDUCING  * 

»^'TH  ReliefBtrap 

It  might  he  iPoellfor  us  to  state  that  in  addition  to  this   high 
grade  model  we  carry  an    excellent  stock  of  moderately  priced 

corsets.  Our  styles  at  $1.00,  $1.25,  $1.50.  are  the  best  obtainable  at  these  prices 


When  ordering  by  mail  kindly  mention  this  magazme 


575  Granville  St.,  Vancouver.  B.  C 


J 


QuEE^i,Jl?>t| 


J.  C.Green  ,  prop. 
GOLDEN.  B.C. 


Bates  $2  a  day  and  up. 

The 

King  Edward 

Hotel 


BEI.I.  &  MUBBAT,  Proprietors. 
EKDEBBT,    B.C. 


Newly  Built  and  Fumisbed. 
Bates  $2  per  day. 


Big'  Game  Shooting-.       Bzcellent  Fislilng'. 
A  Tourist's  Paradise. 


WOfiTONI^IfOTEL 


A.  8.  NORTON.  Manager 


PORTLAND 
OREGON 

Modern  CoMyoBT 

MODEKATK  PKICE8 

ONLY  ROOF 
GARDEN  IN 
PORTLAND 

The  Tourist  hea/1- 

quarters  ot 
Columbia    Vallev 
En  gagp  rooms  earfy 

for  the  Alaska- 
Yukon    Zxpoaitioa 


Hotel  Moit  Boyal 

BANFF,  ALTA. 

Electric  Lighted 
Steam  Heated 
Hot  and  Cold   Water 
Private    Baths 

Centre  of  the  National  Park. 
Rates   $2.50   per   day  and  up. 

D.  McDOUGALL        -  Proprietor 
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Hotel  Winters 

Abbott  Street,     =    \  ancouver,  H.  C. 


An  i-lct;ahlly   furiii.-liea    F.uuily  au'l  T< 
Hotel  in  I  lie  heart  of  the  business  section. 

Send  for  illustrated  booklet. 

AMrRICAN   PIiAlI,   $2.00   UP. 
EUBOPEAir    PIiAir,    75c    TIP. 


WIMTEBS     &      STEVENSON 

Proprietors. 


Strang 


date 


W.  A.  SHAW,  Proprietor. 

The  most  modern,  up-to-date  cafe  In 
B.C.  Everything  new,  and  all  delicacies 
to  be  secured  in  North  America  are 
here  awaitinir  your  digestion.  Private 
parlors  for  all  special  occasions.  Or- 
chestra at  dinner  and  evenings. 
626  Haatingra  Streat,  VANCOT7VEB,  B.C. 


Hotel  Du/isAiuiR 


VANCOUVER.B.C. 


BADMINTON  HOTEL 

of  VANCOUVER.  B.  C. 
The  Leading;  Tourist  and  Family  Hotel 

Bate*  $2.00  amd  $2.50  p*r  day- 
Special   Rates  by  the  Week. 


Free  Bus  meets  all  trains  and  boata. 
Gkorok  K.  riRRY,  Manager. 
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HARRISON    H 


Visitors  to  Chilliwack 

Should  Make  This  Hotel  Their 
Headqaarters. 


Kates  $2.00  to  92.50. 

Hot     Water     Heating,     Electric     Lights, 


Baths.    Private 
McIiElTNAN, 

CHIX.I.IWACK, 


Proprietor 


THE  GLORIOUS  KOOTENAY 

TROUT  AND  SALMON 

BEAR,  SHEEP  AND  GOAT 

CARIBOU,  Etc. 

If  you  wish  to  have  an    outing    amid    the 

finest  scenery  and  >^urroundings  in 

America,  apply  for  particulars 

to 

QEO.  P.  WELLS 

Proprietor 

THE  HUME   HOTEL 

NELSON,  B.  C. 
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The 

A.J. M.Koch. 


Your  impressions  of  Vancouver— the  "Sunset  City"  will  be 
made  all  the  more  lasting  by  seeing  the  6ity  and  Magnificent 
Stanley  Park  in  one  of  our  comfortable  Hacks,  Broughams, 
Victor  as,  Surreys  or  Carriages. 

STaNLEY     PARK    STaBLES 
niex.  Mitchell,  Mqr.  vnxeOUYER,  B.   C. 


When  in 
The  Royal  City 


THE  WINDSOR  HOTEL 


(Next  to  the  Tram  Office.) 
P.  O.  BZI^ODEAXr,  Proprietor. 

American     Pla-.       Jl. 25  to  $2.00 

European    Plan     50c  to  $1.00 

NEW  WESTMINSTER,  B.  C. 


I   Poodle  Dog  Hotel  ^ 

%  EUROPEAN  PLAN  J 

I  * 

J5    Rooms  can  be  had  by  the  day.  week  or  month  v 

♦♦•  at  roaHonable  rates.  ^ 

K  + 

rj!  k.  COOPEMAN.  Proprietor  K 

IJ    Yates  Street.  VICTORIA.   B.  C.  | 
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Export 


Maiung  Co. 


BEER 


Calgary, 
Canada. 


A.  E.  SUCKLINU  &  CO.,  VANCOUVER,  B.  C,  Agents  for  Pacific  Coast 


SI. 00  up 


I  "Twelve  Stories  of 
1     Solid  Comfort" 


Building,  concrete, 
steel  and  marble. 

Located,  most  fash- 
ionable shopping 
district. 

210  rooms,  13  5  baths. 

Library    and    bound 
magazines  in  read- 
ing rooms  for 
guests. 

Most  refined  hostelry 
in  Seattle. 

Absolutely  fireproof. 

English  Grill. 


THE  DANMOORE 

Dan.  J.   Moore,   Proprietor. 

£UBOF£AIT   FI.AN 

BATES,  $1.00  PUS  DAT  AND  UP. 


Portland's  New  Hotel 


475    Washing-ton    St.,       Cor.    Ponrteentli 
FOBTI.AND,   OSEGON. 


Hotel  Moore — Clatsop  Beacli,  Seaside, 
Ore.  Open  all  year.  Por  information 
apply  at  The  Danmoore. 
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f^UIVI 


i.r      J    HOTEL  DOMINIOT 

^^  FREE    AUTO 


Hotel  Dominion 

Is  the  riH'ojfiiized  lieadciuarters  in  \'an- 
couver,  B.C..  for  visitors  from  the 
Prairie  Provinces.  On  arrival  take  your 
baggage  to  the  large  Brown  Auto  Bu.s 
which  carries  you   to  the  hotel   free. 

Rates — American,  $1.50  to  $2.00. 
European,   50c   and  up. 


P.  BAVI7X:S,   Proprietor. 
Abbott    Street        -        VANCOUVER,    B.C. 


Canadians  Visiting 
Seattle  Should  Make 
Their  Headquarters  at  the 

HOTEL 
WASHINGTON 

ANNEX 


European   and   American   Plans. 
Absolutely    Fireproof. 

I.ocated   Within   One   Block   of   Sboppinir 
District. 

New — Constructed    in    1907. 

Elegantly   Furnished,   Every   Modern 
Convenience. 

Adjoining   Suites    for   Parties    Travelling 
Together. 

Dining-Room   Service  Perfect. 

Music   Every  Evening. 


>^^»^^«VN%i^V^^<^iV^^»^^%N»« 


^t^^^f^v^  i^^»^^i^^»  r^ 


Union  Dank  of  Canada 


Established  1865. 


Hon.  John   Sharpies President 

G.   H.  Balfour General   Manager 


Paid-Up    Capital $3,200,000 

Reserve  Fund   1.700.000 


A  general  banking  business  transacted  at  all  branches. 


Agents  and   Correspondents  in   all  important   centres  in   Great   Britain   and   the 

United  States. 
Savings  Department.       Interest  allowed  on  deposits. 


Branches  in  British  Columbia: 

VANCOUVER.  PRINCE  RUPERT. 

T.   McCAFFRY,   Manager,  Vancouver   Branch. 


^*mf^^*^l^^^lmi'^^^l^^*»^*^^*^^^*^»m^^tl^^||^*Mf^t^^^V•^f*^^^*'•>^*9^*^^^^»'4>^^**^  |^ 


ADVERTISING  SECTION,  WESTWARD  HO!   MAGAZINE 
"BUGLEY  makes  good  RUBBER  STAMPS"  b.  e.  oETEeriYE  service 


412    Hastlng-8    St.. 


Vancouver,   B.C. 


Trust  It  To  Us— 

We'll  clean  your  fine  waists,  gowns 
or  suits  as  only  experts  can  do  it. 
Our  improved  French  method  does 
not  harm  the  most  delicate  fabrics, 
lace  or  embroidery.  Waists  and 
Gowns   dyed. 

PERTH  STEAM  DYE  WORKS 
562  Seymour  St.,  VANCOUVER,  B.C. 


\\/E  are  fulh'  equipped  for  big 
business,  and  solicit  orders 
for  fresh  meats  from  Contractors, 
Logging  Camps,  Mills  and  Retail 
Butchers. 

Vancouver=Prince  Rupert 
Meat  Co.,  Ltd. 


Head  Office  and  Cold  Storage  Plant : 

Vancouver,  B.  C. 


152-154  Hastings 
Street.  W. 


Excellent 
Fishing 


and  Shooting  may  be  had  in  the  vicinity 
of  Sicamous. 

For    information,    address 
C.  F.   B.   HOTEI^, 

Mrs.  Moore,  Froprietoress, 

SICAMOUS,   B.C. 


for  everj 


of 


Operatives 

Civil,    Criminal    and    Commercial 

Investigations. 

B.    S.    BABON,    Supt. 

Bead   Office:   207   and   208   Crown   Bldg. 

VANCOUVEB,   B.C. 
"Bloodhounds  R'epl." 


TURKISH   BATHS 

635  Granville   St.,   Vancouver. 

Manager: — MRS.    HULSE. 
Turkish    Baths,    Electric    Cabins,    Mas- 
sage.    Scalp,     face,     and     all     kinds      or 
electric   treatments.      Manicuring.      Chir- 
opody.      Flesh    reduction    a    specialty. 
Lady  Attendants.  Tel.   4243. 


TURKISH     BATHS 

74  Hastings  St.,  Vancouver. 
Manager:  Mrs.  Kate  McBlderry. 

Turkish  Baths,  Electric  Cabinets,  Body 
Massage,  Scalp,  Face  and  all  kinds  or 
treatments.  Manicuring,  Flesh  Reduc- 
tion  a   specialty. 


PLANNING  TO  BUILD 

Send  iwo  2c.  stamps,  post- 
age, for  a  copy  of  111  y  beau- 
tifully i  lustrated  booklet, 
"Country  and  Suburb  ui 
Homes,"  full  of  iuteresi- 
Ing,  valuable  and  practi- 
cal information  for  home 
builders. 
E.  STANLEY  MITTON,  ARCHITECT,  VANCOUVER.  B.  C. 


BRITISH 
COLUMBIA 


Gold,  Silver,  Lead  and  Copper  Mines, 
also  Bituminous  Coal  Lands  and  Coast 
Timber    Limits    for    sale. 


Special    values 
coal  company. 


Shares    of    a    good 


T.  J.  SMITH 

Financial  and  Mining  Broker, 

F.  O.  Box  439. 

414  SE-7MOUB  ST.,     VANCOUVBB,  B.C. 
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por  Sale 


Solely  on  account  of  owner's  business  arrangements  demanding  his  removal 
to  Vancouver — 

^  Picturesque  and   historical  liome 

Situate  at  1041  Collison  Street,  Victoria,  B.C. 


THIS  IS  A  HOME — a  veritable  gentleman's  residence.  It  contains  seven 
ample,  handsomely  laid-off  rooms  with  a  conservatory,  and  a  thorough  system 
of  hot  water  heating.  The  surrounding  Lawn  and  Shrubbery  comprise  an  acre  of 
ground  which  affords  complete  privacy  and  is  capable  of  being  used  or  cultivated 
according  to  the  most  fastidious  taste  of  any  purchaser. 

MOST  REASONABLE  TERMS. 

Apply  to  Owner: — 

CHARLES  McMillan.  Suite  3,  536  Hastings  St.,  W., 

VANCOUVER.  B.C. 
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British  Columbia  Enjoys  a  Most 
Beautiful  Climate  12  Months  Every  Yea 

Fruit  Farming  is  a  profitable  industry  in  B.  C 


Any  man  who  means  business  can  have  a  5=acre  fruit  farn 
if  he  has  $100.  i 

I  feel  confident  that  there  are  many  readers  of  the  Westward  Ho 
Magazine  who  are  more  or  less  dissatisfied  with  their  position,  and  wh( 
may  wish  to  make  a  change.  They  would  appreciate  a  propositior 
which  will  guarantee  them  an  independent  income  for  life  at  the  sam< 
t        carry  with  it  the  maximum  amount  of  comfort. 


A  Five=Acre  Fruit  Farm  in 
possibilities. 

Peachvale  Addition  is  that  large  area 
of  rich  fruit  land  situated  a  few  min- 
utes ride  by  boat  up  the  river  from  New 
Westminster.  Peachvale  Addition  im- 
jTiediately  adjoins  Peachvale,  that  beau- 
tiful tract  of  fruit  land  which  was 
closed  ofiF  the  market  on  January  25th  at 
$100  per  acre. 

You  will  never  be  able  to  buy  fruit 
farms  in  Peachvale  Addition  any  cheaper 
than  the  present  price  of  $100  per  acre. 
The  terms  are  very  easy,  $100  cash  is 
all  that  is  required  to  buy  five  acres 
and  the  remainder  of  the  purchase  price 
spread  over  a  period  of  three  years. 

Think  of  it — five-acre  fruit  farm  with 
the  railway  and  tram  station  within  easy 
walking-  distance  and  the  steamboat 
wdiarf  within  a  stone's  throw,  for  $100 
per  acre,  and  all  the  cash  you  require  is 
$100. 

Next  year  your  crop  of  vegetables  on 
five  acres  would  net  you  from  $1,200  to 
^1,500. 

If  you  add  to  the  vegetables,  straw- 
berries, raspberries  and  currants  you 
can  increase  your  net  profits  from  $1,000 
to  $2,000.  These  crops  may  be  grown 
between  the  rows  of  the  young  orchard 


Peachvale  Addition  offers  you  such 


which  you  can  set  out  this  spring.  In 
live  years  time  the  young  orchard  will 
have  matured  and  will  yield  profits  of 
from  $450  to  $1,000  per  acre. 

I  make  each  statement  herein  without 
fear  of  contradiction,  because  I  can  take 
you  to  many  farms  adjoining  Peachvale 
Addition  on  which  there  is  living  evi- 
dence of  the  truthfulness  of  my  state- 
ments regarding  the  wonderful  prolific - 
ness  of  the  soil  and  the  enormous  crops. 

Bear  in  mind  that  Peachvale  Addition, 
being  in  the  Fraser  Valley  country,  needs 
no  irrigation.  The  soil  being  a  rich,  deep, 
vegetable  mould,  varying  in  depth  fiom 
three  to  seven  feet  with  a  stifif  clay  sub- 
soil, will  grow  enormous  crops  for  many 
years  without  fertilization.  The  proper- 
ty is  many  feet  above  high  water  mark 
consequently  never  floods. 

I  will  be  pleased  to  take  every  reader 
of  this  magazine  with  me  on  the  boat 
any  morning,  which  leaves  New 
Westminster  for  Peachvale  Addition 
wharf  at  9.30,  so  that  every  one  of  you 
could  see  for  yourself  the  beautiful  loca- 
tion of  the  property,  the  picturesque 
view  from  the  verandah  of  many  of  the 
homes  in  Peachvale  and  Peachvale  Ad- 
dition, and  incidentally  note  the  wonder- 
ful productiveness  of  the  soil. 
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There  is  no  better  land  in  all  British 

Columbia  than   Peachvale  or   Peachvale 

,,  Addition.    Several  farms  have  been  sold 

^',in  Peachvale  at  $150  and  $175  per  acre 

i  although  the   property   was  only  placed 

ion  the  market  a  few  months  ago.     This 

I  goes  to  prove  that  when  a  property  has 

^,been  taken  off  the  market  its  value  in- 
11 
creases. 


This  will  be  true  of  Peachvale  Addi- 
tion. I  am  positive,  therefore,  that  60 
days  from  the  date  of  this  issue  that 
Peachvale  Addition  farms  will  be  selling 
for  from  $125  to  $150  and  that  three 
years  from  now  this  property  will  be 
selling  at  an   advance  of    too  per   cent. 


Remember  the  tive-acre  farms  in 
Peachvale  .Addition  all  front  on  main 
roads,  and  all  main  roads  lead  to  the 
town,  only  700  yards  distant.  There  are 
stores,  churches  and  schools  finite  close 
to  all  farms.  Those  living  in  Peach- 
vale intend  to  improve  their  farms  and 
build  large  houses.  Mr.  Rumohr's  house 
commands  a  beautiful  view  of  the  sur- 
rounding country  and  will  cost  $3,000. 

The  new  tram  line  between  New  West- 
minster and  Chilliwack,  when  finished, 
passes  the  front  of  the  farms  of  Peach 
vale  and  Peachvale  .Addition,  therefore 
there  will  be  a  street  car  service  at  the 
door  of  everv  farmstead. 


IF  YOU  ARE  INTERESTED  in  the  purchase  of  a  five-acre  farm  as  an 
investment  or  as  a  future  home  WIRE  AlE ;  don't  wait  to  write  because  every 
day  necessitates  settlers  going  farther  out,  as  I  am  receiving  wires  hourly  for 
reservations. 

IMMEDIATELY  ON  RECEIPT  OF  YOUR  WIRE  I  will  select  the  best 
and  closest-in  farm  unsold.  You  will  send  me  $25  by  first  mail  after  wiring. 
On  receipt  of  the  same  I  will  notify  you  of  the  lot  reservation  number,  after 
which  you  have  ninety  days  to  inspect  the  property.  If  the  farm  reserved  is 
not  entirely  satisfactory  and  exactly  as  represented  in  every  way  your  money 
will  be  cheerfully  refunded. 

You  will  see,  therefore,  that  you  take  no  chances  or  run  no  risk  by  wiring  a 
reservation  today  for  one  or  more  five- acre  farms  and  sending  a  dej^osit  of  S25 
for  each  five-acre  piece  reserved. 


W.  J.  KERR 


New  Westminster,  B.  C. 

References  :  Any  Bank  or  Business  House  in  New  Westminster,  B.C. 
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Are  You  Looking  for  a  Business  Opening  or  a 
Safe    Investment  ? 

THE  BULKLEY   VALLEY,  B.  C. 


with  its  vast  area  of  rich  agricultural  lands,  coal  fields,  and  adjacent 
mountain  ranges,  rich  with  precious  metals,  such  as  gold,  silver, 
copper,  lead,  etc.,  offers  most  unusual  opportunities  for  those  look- 
ing for  favorable  business  openings  and  investments. 

With  the  certain  construction  of  the  MAIN  LIME  of  the 
GRAND  TRUNK  PACIFIC  RAILWAY  through  this  valley,  it  is 
bound  to  become  one  of  the  richest  agricultural  and  mining  dis- 
tricts in  the  world,  and  Its  development,  now  that  ample  transpor- 
tation facilities  are  assured  for  the  near  future,  will  be  marvel- 
lously rapid. 

IF  YOU  ARE  INTERESTED  IN  THIS  NEW  COUNTRY,  send 
me  a  postal  with  your  name  and  address,  and  I  will  send  you  full 
particulars  concerning  BULKLEY  VALLEY  LANDS  and 

TELK  W A 

The  Commercial  Centre  of  the  Bulkley  Valley. 

This  town  is  located  in  the  very  heart  of  the  BULKLEY  VAL- 
LEY, at  the  confluence  of  the  Bulkley  and  Telkwa  Rivers.  It  is 
now  the  distributing  point  for  the  Bulkley  and  Telkwa  Valleys  and 
is  destined  to  be  one  of  the  most  important  cities  in  Northern 
British  Columbia. 

To  those  desiring  to  purchase  property  in  TELKWA  with  the 
intention  of  entering  business  and  living  there,  special  induce- 
ments will  be  offered. 

J.  L.  FOREPAUQH,  Agent 

Jones  Block,  407  Hastings  St.,  Vancouver,  B.  C. 
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Editorial  Epitome  for  March. 


The  Editor  has  to  anuounce  that  he  received  such  a  rhetorical  flagel- 
lation of  criticism  over  his  article  on  "CANADA  AND  NATIONHOOD"- 
that  he  almost  shrunk  from  the  dangerous  ordeal  of  formulating  another 
one  on  the  alluring  subject  of  "VITAL  PROBLEMS  OF  CANADA."  But 
feeling  that  the  wounds  were  as  quickly  soothed  and  healed  by  the  balm 
of  bountiful  approval  as  they  had  been  inflicted  by  hasty  animadversion 
he  essays  in  the  present  issue  an  article  on  "INTRA-EMPIRE  TARIFFS" 
which  contains  some  original  views  and  vigorous  expositions  of  this  prosaic 
but    politic    proposition;      and    in     the    March    number    the     subject    of 

"OUR  MARITIME     RESOURCES  AND  RESPONSIBILITIES" 

will  be  dealt  with  in  a  manner  that  will  arouse  our  National  pride  and 
appeal  to  the  Commercial  instincts  of  the  mercantile  classes.  Pure  facts; 
no  fantasies. 

THE  EMPIRE  OF  WOMAN 

Her  Royal  Highness  Valerie  Vectis,  the  Empress  of  this  the  most 
entrancing  of  all  the  beneficent  and  beautiful  domains  of  this  Earthly 
Paradise  having  depicted  "The  Ideal  Waman  and  the  Ideal  Man,"  neither 
of  whom— but  tell  it  not  in  Gath!  — the  Editor  falteriugly  insinuates  exists, 
will  proceed  to  make  her  Empire  more  and  more  attractive.  This  is  her 
own  assertion;  but  how  she  can  do  so  the  Editor  fails  to  comprehend  as 
the  charm  imparted  to  it  in  the  past  two  numbers  seems  unsurpassable. 
Nevertheless  a  woman's  word,  and  especially  the  word  of  an  Empress,  is 
not  to  be  impugned.     Watch  the  changing  scene. 

FICTION 

"THE  EXPIATION  OF  JOHN  REEDHAM,"  by  Annie  S.  Swan,  the 
celebrated  novelist,  will  be  continued.  After  this,  the  5th  chapter, 
the  previous  chapters  Avill  be  epitomised  month  by  month  for  the 
benefit  of  readers  as  the  demands  on  us  for  back  numbers  in  order  to 
procure  the  earlier  chapters  cannot  readily  be  supplied. 

"THE  TEST  OF  TRUE  MANHOOD."  Frank  H.  Sweet  who  is  now 
known  to  all  Canadian  readers,  gives  us  another  of  his  delightful  rural 
stories. 

"THE  WORTH  OF  REMEMBRANCE,"  by  Isabel  Maedonald,  is  full  of 
pathos  and  romance;  long  dissevered  love  finally  united  by  fatuous 
fate. 
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"A  MOTHER'S  COUNSEL"  is  a  touching  story  of  domestic  life  wherein 
true  IdVf  triumphs  over  every  temptation  to  sully  its  sanctuary. 

"THE  MARK  OF  CAIN"  is  a  short  st(.ry  of  almost  weird  interest  by 
Henry  Morey. 

"A  TERM  OF  EXILE,"  by  J.  II.  Grant,  is  a  short  tale  of  the  fluctuations 
of  lilial  and  paternal  regard. 

"THE  NINE  TIDES  OF  SRON-NA-BOGHAR,"  by  N.  Tourneur,  is  a  tale 
of  a  legend  attached  to  the  Mull  of  Galloway,  and  of  its  repeated 
verification.  Weird  and  disastrous  in  all  its  points,  it  is  well  worth 
perusal. 

ARTICLES 

The  strong  feature  of  March  will  be  articles. 

STEVENSON'S  PHILOSOPHY  is  introduced  to  us  by  R.  A.  Hood.  The 
charm,  the  beauty  and  the  ennobling  attributes  of  Robert  Louis 
Stevenson's  writings  are  such  that  all  lovers  of  the  true  and  pure  in 
Life  and  Literature  ought  to  be  familiar  with  them;  and  we  trust  this 
may  be  the  beginning  of  many  more  articles  on  the  same  subject 
resulting  in  our  Readers  familiarizing  themselves  with  Stevenson 's 
noble  life  and  example  to  men. 

THE  KOOTENAY  LAKES  are  described  by  H.  K.  .MacMillan,  Department 
of  the  Interior  at  Ottawa,  and  there  are  some  beautiful  illustrations. 

PORT  SIMPSON  receives  fresh  glosses  by  O.  B.  Anderson,  aided  by  si.\ 

illustrations. 

LITTLE  LIVING  PICTURES  is  a  sweet  and  pathetic  pen  picture  by  Mrs. 
Blanche  E.  Holt  Murison. 

THE  SUFFRAGETTES  have  for  the  first  time  a  hu.k  in  upon  Westward 
Ho !  headed  by  Miss  Isabel  Macdonald,  who,  however,  has  divested  them 
of  many  of  their  menacing  manoeuverings. 

POETRY 

Poetry    will    yield    its    accustomed    sweetness    to    the    tales    with    and 
around  which  it  will  be  entwined. 

THE  EDITOR. 
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We  are  the  Largest  Dealers  m 
GENUINE  IRISH  POPLIN  TIES 

iiini  Western  Camiada. 
All  Shades  and  Colors,  Price  75c.,  $t.00  and  $1.25 

MAILED  FREE 

FINCH  ^  FINCH,  iriLftToVl 

n07  Government  St.,  Victoria,  B.  C. 

WARNING! 

Dublin,    Ireland,    Dec.    30th,    1908. 
Mr.  E.  Chapman,       Vancouver,   B.C.  613  Hastings  St.,  W., 

Dear  Sir, — As  we  have  been  given  to  understand  that  certain  firms  in  Victoria 
and  Vancouver  are  advertising  themselves  our  agents,  we  shall  be  glad  if  you  will 
state  that  yon  are  our  Sole  Ag-ents  for  Britisli  Columbia  for  our  "Royal  Irish  Foplin 


Ties. 


Yours   faithfully, 

RICHARD  ATKINSON  &  CO. 


A  Persoeal 


JAEGER 


Inspection  is  the  only  means  of  appreciating-  the  variety 
of  SWEATERS,  JERSEYS.  FRANKLINS  and 
KNITTED  NORFOLKS  we  carry  in  stock:  White 
and  colored,  in  all  styles,  high  and  low  collars,  the 
V  collar,  the  Duplex  collar,  button  front,  with  hig-h 
roll  collar — in  fact,  well  nigh  every  kind  of  knitted 
garment  supplied  by  the  celebrated  Dr.  Jaeger. 

PBICZSS  BANGi:  FBOM  50c  to  $12.50. 


E,  C 


Sweater. 
Turn  Down  Collar. 


Davis  Chambers, 
613  Hastings  St.,  W.,  V\a.ncouver.   . 

Sole  Ag-ent  in  B.C.  for  B.  Atiiuson's  Boyal  Irish  Poplin  Ties. 
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Vital  Problfms  Of  Canafa 


^^BramThompsonAfA  ^ 


Intra-Empire  Preferences 


THE  PROBLEMS  OF  CANADA 
are  so  ramified  and  various  that 
there  are  inimitable  possibihties 
of  (Hsputation  as  to  which  should 
receive  pre-eminence  in  a  series  of  arti- 
cles or  dissertations  on  the  subject.  For 
this  reason  not  a  few  have  been  the  re- 
monstrances, and  protests  received  by 
ihc  Editor  because  of  the  premier  place 
assigned  to  the  question  discussed  in  our 
January  number.  Many  there  are  who 
have  declared  that  "Our  Maritime  Im- 
ptirtance  and  our  Shipping"  or  "Our 
'.  'iiiimercial  Development"  or  "The  Ex- 
liaiision  of  our  Treaty  making  powers 
tor  the  advancement  of  external  trade 
relations"  or  some  other  subjects  which 
ai  j)resent  there  is  neither  time  nor  desire 
b  I  enumerate, — should  rank  first  in  this 
"-erial  discourse. 

To  one  and  all  I  rejoin  that  while  the^e 
mooted  questions  will  be  dealt  with  in 
due  order,  they  are  involved  in  and  cov- 
ered by  the  larger  issue  of  this  countrx's 
National  status. 

How  lightly  must  we  value  '"Our  Mar- 
itime Importance  and  Shipping"  or  "Our 
(commercial  Development"  or  "Our  ex- 
ternal trade  relations"  if  we  will  not  as- 
sume the  obligations  of  defending  and 
protecting  them  ?  Canada,  rightly,  will  not 
assume  such  obligations  until  her  national 
status  is  obtained  and  her  National  ex- 
istence is  recognized  ;   and  then  they  will 


be  incumbent  upon  her,  and  cannot  be 
evaded  or  postponed  without  treason  to 
1  erself  and  perfidy  to  the  people  who 
dwell  within  her  borders. 

This  is  the  reason  why  they  were  sub- 
ordinated in  the  exegesis  on  our  eventual 
evolution. 

There  is  another  question  that  must 
take  precedence  over  the  three  which 
liave  been  mooted  ;  and  that  is  the  one 
we  deal  with  in  this  number. 

INTRA-EMPIRE  TARIFFS,  if  we 
can  obtain  their  establishment,  will  indeed 
be  the  most  efifectiv^  .r.eans  of  augment- 
ing our  Maritime  Luportance,  and  of  ac- 
celerating our  Commercial  Develojjment. 
This  enunciation  is  not  a  dogma  but  an 
axiomatic  fact.  Commercial  develop- 
ment, however,  will  precede  the  augmen- 
tation of  our  Marine  and  Shipping.  The 
two  are  inter-dependent:  without  Com- 
merce our  Maritime  importance  would 
be  a  misnomer ;  antl  witliout  shipping 
facilities  all  efforts  to  develop  our  Com- 
merce would  be  neutralized.  Therefore 
it  is  that  to  intra-Empire  Tariffs  we  as- 
sign the  .second  place  in  this  serial  dis- 
cussion ;  for  preferential  trade  within 
the  Empire  whose  centre  and  source  is 
the  greatest  Commercial  Nation  that  the 
world  has  ever  seen,  must  give  to  Cana- 
dian industries  an  impulse  and  propulsion 
which  would  carrv  them  almost  per  sal- 
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turn   to   an    elevation    that   otherwise    it 
would  take  twenty  years  to  attain. 

BRIIISH  COLUMBIA  would  benefit 
by  this  preferential  trade  more,  I  think, 
than  even  the  Wheat  Growing  Lands  of 
the  Prairie  and  other  parts  of  Canada. 
This  is  a  dangerous  assertion  because  it 
is  new,  and  in  contravention  of  accepted 
doctrines. 

Outside  of  Canada  the  intrinsic  poten- 
tialities of  British  Columbia,  and  the  pe- 
culiar character  of  her  produce  are  com- 
paratively unknown,  while  years  upon 
years  of  steady  extension  have  made  the 
Wheat  region  now  quite  famous.  But 
the  needs  of  Great  Britain  are  as  varied 
as  the  resources  of  Canada  to  meet  them 
are  great ;  and  British  Columbia  is  as 
well  adapted  to  supply  the  fruit  as  the 
rest  of  Canada  is  to  supply  the  grain  to 
the  food-necessitous  "Mother  of  Na- 
tions." And  the  products  of  British  Col- 
umbia will  do  more  to  move  the  admira- 
tion and  attract  the  attention  than  will 
the  products  of  the  "Middle  West."  What 
man  with  capital  wandering  for  an  in- 
vestment, after  he  has  seen  his  table  re- 
plenished with  the  apples  and  other  fruit 
of  British  Columbia  would  not,  if  the 
proposal  were  placed  before  him  and  its 
multiform  potentialities  propounded,  in- 
stantly grasp  the  opportunity  for  a  mag- 
nificent investment  which  is  destined  to 
grow  in  magnitude  as  the  years  roll  on? 
'thus  might  British  Columbia  secure  an 
interest  whose  intensity,  and  a  flow  of 
capital  whose  volume,  would  quickly 
cover  her  with  people  and  transform  her 
vales  and  valleys  into  an  Orchard — the 
Orchard  of  the  Earth. 

This  is  from  the  capital-attracting  as 
pect  of  the  question  alone ;  and  above  all 
things  British  Columbia  wants  Capital. 

AS  TO  THE  OTHER  PROVINCES 
their  peculiarity  is  that  they  want  above 
all  things  men  ;  and  before  I  have  done 
I  shall  show  how  men  can  be  attracted 
to  them. 

( ireat  Britain  is  Canada's  best  custo- 
mer. Canada  sends  to  Great  Britain 
nearly  all  of  her  Wheat  exports  and 
fiftv-six  per  cent,  of  her  total  exports. 
What  an  impetus,  then  would  a  preferen- 
tial tariff  on  wheat  in  Great  Britain  give 
to  this  country !  Think  of  it,  ponder  over 
it,  and  in  imagination  lift  your  eyes  five 


years  after  its  accomplishment  and  be- 
hold the  Prairie  Lands  of  Canada,  in- 
stead of  seeking  for  settlers,  infested 
with  contending  multitudes  for  their  pos- 
session. 

The  consequential  effects  to  Canada 
of  a  Preferential  Tariff  in  Great  Britain 
are  undoubted ;  but  what  are  we  doing  to 
attain  it  ?  Absolutely  nothing.  We-  are 
acting  rather  like  whimsical,  petulant 
school-boys  than  sane  business  men. 

A  few  days  ago  I  saw  an  article  in  the 
"Standard  of  Empire"  by  a  "Canadian 
IMerchant"  stating,  inter  alia,  that  "If 
Great  Britain  has  not  within  a  year  a 
Government  prepared  to  reciprocate  the 
Preferential  Tariff  my  firm  belief  is  that 
Canada  will  decide  to  play  her  own  busi- 
ness game.  Once  that  is  started,  alas ! 
for  poor  sentiment,  and  the  prospect  of  a 
really  solid  and  United  Empire."  This 
gentleman,  evidently  controlled  by  senti- 
ment, talks  like  the  amorous  nincompoop 
who  instead  of  winning  what  he  loves  by 
the  acts,  the  addresses  and  the  persua- 
sions of  intellect  and  reason  threatens 
self-destruction  if  his  love  is  not  recipro- 
cated and  his  proposal  instantly  accepted. 

Canada  is  not  the  only  wheat-produc- 
ing country  in  the  world,  nor  the  only 
source  of  Great  Britain's  supply.  There 
are  India,  Russia,  Argentina  and  other 
countries. 

There  is  no  element  of  sentiment  in  the 
Canadian  Preference.  It  did  not  spring 
from  love  of  the  old  land  or  gratitude 
for  the  protection  that  Canada  received 
during  her  maturing  years.  Sir  Wilfrid 
Laurier  should  know,  and  here  is  what 
he  says :  "We  gave  the  British  Prefer- 
ence because  we  w'anted  British  Trade ; 
that  is  the  vindication  of  our  Preference 
Policy."  It  has  effected  that  which  it 
was  designed  to  eff'ect,  and  to  demand 
reciprocation  of  it  with  a  menace  is,  to 
say  the  least,  neither  politic  nor  rational. 

Preference  we  want  continued  and  ex- 
tended, but  there  is  a  statesmanlike  wa}- 
of  accomplishing  the  idea. 

Canada  herself  has  something  higher 
and  more  rational  to  perform,  at  the 
present  juncture,  than  either  to  threaten 
or  to  sit  passive. 

Intra-Empire  Preference  is  only  sub- 
sidiary to.  and  mav  be  a  consequence  of, 
Tarift'  Reform  in  Great  Britain.     With- 
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out  the  latter  the  former  could  never  be 
effected. 

British  Tariff  Reform  is  not,  however, 
what  Canada  generally  assumes  it  to  be. 
She  regards  it  as  a  Britisii  national  issue 
in  which  she  has  no  locus  standi.  1  his 
however  is  only  a  scintilla  of  the  truth, 
and  far  from  the  philosophic  statesman's 
view — far,  indeed,  from  tlie  view  of  any- 
one who  is  not  politically  purl)lind. 

British  Tariff  Reform  is  an  Imperial 
issue  in  the  conseque)iees  that  its  success 
or  failure  entails  to  Canada  and  the  otner 
portions  of  the  Empire.  If  it  succeed 
Great  Britain's  manufactures  and  com- 
merce will  be  rescued  from  the  German 
and  American  inundation  which  has  been 
undermining  them  with  subtle  and  ma- 
lign forces,  and  Intra-Mmpire  Tariff's  will 
follow.  1  bus  far  Canada  has  no  inter- 
posing right. 

If  I'ariff'  Reform  fai..  tireat  Britain 
must  abandon  her  sublime  altruistic  pol- 
icy of  i)roviding  a  Xavy  from  the  re- 
sources of  her  own  people  for  the  Pro- 
tection of  a  World  Wide  Empire  whose 
scattered  entities  in  turn  pursue  their 
own  fiscal  systems,  protect  their  own  in- 
dustries, provide  no  navy  for  themselves, 
and  contribute  nothing  to  their  great 
protector. 

Commerce  is  Revenue ;  and  Le  Revenu 
c'est  r  etat.  With  the  continued  decline 
of  Britain's  Commerce  her  revenue  must 
diminish :  and  she  cannot  much  longer 
continue  to  supply  an  Imperial  Navy  un- 
less the  Tariff  Reform  is  eft'ected.  Can- 
ada would  then  nolens  volens  be  forced 
to  face  the  problem  of  her  own  Xaval 
Protection. 

THIS  IS  ONE  OF  THE  GREAT- 
EST PROBLEMS  CANADA  EVER 
CONFRONTED,  if  it  were  suddenly 
forced  upon  her.  If  gradually,  as  I  hope, 
she  emerges  into  the  assumption  of  her 
own  National  Obligations,  there  is  no- 
thing startling,  nothing  to  apprehend. 
But  the  '  failure  of  Tariff  Reform  in 
Great  Britain  at  the  next  election  means 
the  triumph  of  the  party  that  still  breathes 
the  spirit  of  Cobden — the  spirit  of  Little 
Englanddom.  It  means  the  failure  of 
Intra-Empire  Tariffs,  and  the  continu- 
ance of  a  policy  of  parsimony  in  the 
name  of  economv.     It  means  most  of  all 


the  decline  of  the  British  Navy,  and  the 
maintaining  (jf  it  only  at  a  standard  fit 
to  cope  with  the  exigencies  of  that  part 
of  the  Empire  that  pays  for  its  upkeep, 
that  is  Great  Britain  alone. 

Canada  is  concerned  and  concerned 
deeply  in  this  aspect  of  British  Tariff  Re 
form;  and  here  she  has  a  locus  standi 
that  cannot  be  disputed.  She  has  a  right 
to  know  whither  she  is  going.  Her  Na- 
tionality is  at  stake,  and  that  immensely 
transcenfls  all  preferential  tariff  (jues- 
tions,  though  both  are  integers  of  the 
same  equation. 

Some  will  say  that  this  is  a  morbid 
view  of  the  failure  of  Tariff  Reform. 
We  do  not  feel  inclined  to  discuss  the 
question  of  morbidity  further  than  fnjm 
one  view-point  which  recent  declarations 
by  Canadians  of  importance  bring  into 
conspicuous  prominence. 

Supposing  that  the  threat  to  withdraw 
the  Canadian  preference  on  British  im- 
ports, unless  that  preference  is  promptly 
reci])rocated,  were  put  into  effect ;  and 
suppose  non-Tariff'  Party  were  in 
power  in  Great  Britain  who  responded 
to  that  threat  not  only  with  the  non  pos- 
sumus  argument,  but  with  a  retaliatory 
threat  of  diverting  British  custom  from 
Canadian  exports — what  would  be  the 
consequence  of  this  mutually  defiant  at- 
titude ? 

Canada  would  drift  from  her  anchor- 
age within  the  Empire.  The  idea  of  Em- 
pire so  far  as  she  is  concerned  would  be 
dispelled,  and  she  would  be  forced  to 
face  the  problem  of  her  Nationality  and 
Independence.  She  could  then  no  doubt 
freely  assert  her  Treaty-making  power: 
but  how  would  she  enforce  it?  Siie 
could  resent  Japanese  immigration,  but 
how  would  she  prevent  it?  If  she  threat- 
ened force  she  would  be  met  with  an  in- 
vitation to  put  her  threat  into  execution. 
Could  she  do  it?  Would  this  then  be  a 
brown,  a  vellow,  or  a  white  man's  coun- 
try? 

Let  Canada  answer :  for  all  this  is  in- 
volved in  the  issue  of  Tariff  Reform  now 
before  the  British  people. 

Canada  clearly  has  a  right  to  interpose 
in  an  issue  which  may  involve  such  vital 
consequences  to  her.  The  financial  men- 
ace is  even  less  than  the  National:  and 
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it  is  incumbent  upon  her  at  once  to  go  to 
the  aid  of  the  Tariff  Reformers  who,  if 
they  succeed  at  the  next  election,  will  not 
only  insure  to  us  the  existing  National 
status  quo  until  Canada  of  her  own  voli- 
tion seeks  to  alter  it,  but  give  to  us  that 
intra-Empire.  Preferential  Tariff  that 
Canada  desires  and  requires. 

Surely  she  cannot  sit  tranquil  in  the 
midst  of  a  maelstrom.  Great  Britain 
now  fights  a  fight  of  Life  or  Death  for 
the  Empire,  and  her  own  existence  as  the 
centripetal  point  of  it. 

The  right  to  interfere  having  been  de- 
monstrated, the  urgency  of  it  having 
been  established,  we  can  only  suggest 
that  the  least  that  Canada  can  do  is  to 
send  a  few  men,  eloquent  ready  of  argu- 
ment, and  able  to  adjust  themselves  to 
the  various  aspects  of  the  problem  as  a 
Canadian  contingent  to  the  Tariff  Re- 
formers of  Great  Britain ;  to  co-operate 
with  them ;  to  traverse  Great  Britain 
from  border  to  border,  and  formulate 
and  propound  the  views  and  wishes  of 
the  Canadian  people  on  this,  the  most 
momentous  problem  that  has  ever  con- 
fronted them. 

This  is  one  wav  in  which  Canada  mav 


interpose  with  decorum  and  act  with 
dignity,  without  hurting  the  sensibility 
of  the  British  people  or  entrenching  upon 
their  undoubted  prerogative  in  the  last 
resort  to  decide  the  issue  of  Tariff  or  no 
Tariff,  Preference  or  no  Preference. 

Besides,  this  wou.d  be  one  of  the  most 
effectual  ways  of  diff'using  a  knowledge 
of  the  vastness  and  the  unrivalled  poten- 
tialities of  Canada  and  of  attracting  to 
her  that  which  she  requires — in  British 
Columbia — capital  to  develop  her  multi- 
tudinous resources.  It  would  bring  the 
people  of  both  countries  into  close  touch 
and  sympathy ;  responsiveness  of  senti- 
ment would  be  established  between  them  ; 
many  acerbities  and  misunderstandings 
would  be  effaced  and  obliterated,  and  the 
aspirations  of  Canada  for  a  National  ex- 
istence could  be  shown  to  be,  not  only 
consistent  with,  but  a  condition  prece- 
dent to  a  consolidated  Empire. 

Heart  would  respond  to  heart ;  and 
both  a  CONSOLIDATED  EMPIRE 
AND  CANADA  A  NATION  would  be 
things  mutually  desired  and  mutually  ac- 
complished. 

Gigantic  is  the  tree  that  intra-Empire 
Tariits  may  generate! 
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BUnche  E.  Holt  Murison 

Canada !    Canada !    land  of  the  free  ; 

Land  where  our  fathers  have  laboured  and  died : 

Ever  our  thoughts  shall  turn  homeward  to  thee, 

Land  where  the  hearts  of  thy  children  abide. 

The  waves  of  great  oceans  roll  in  to  caress  thee, 

The  crags  of  thy  mountains  stretch  forward  to  bless  thee, 

The  hearts  of  thy  people  acclaim  and  confess  thee. 

Dear  land  of  their  love,  of  their  hope,  and  their  pride. 

Canada !    Canada !    here  at  thy  side, 

Ever  the  hearts  of  thy  children  abide. 

Fair  land  with  thee — fair  land  with  thee ; 

Ever  the  hearts  of  thy  children  shall  be. 

Canada!   Canada!   garland  we  now, 

Leaves  of  the  maple  to  twine  round  thy  name ; 

This  is  the  chaplet  we  wreathe  for  thy  brow. 

Bright  with  thy  promise,  and  fair  with  thy  fame. 

For  now  from  the  days  where  the  shadows  hang  hoary. 

Ascendeth  thy  star  to  its  zenith  of  glory. 

Outpouring  its  beams  o'er  thy  wonderful  story, 

And  tracing  in  gold  all  the  way  that  thou  came. 

Canada !    Canada  !    words  cannot  frame 

All  the  great  love  that  our  hearts  would  proclaim. 

Dear  land  with  thee — dear  land  with  thee ; 

All  the  best  love  we  can  offer  shall  be. 


Canada !   Canada !  Homeland,  of  thee, 

Wake  we  the  patriot  song  as  we  go ; 

Treading  thy  ways  with  the  step  of  the  free, 

Proud  of  the  record  thy  pages  can  show. 

Then  let  them  beware  who  would  hurt  or  offend  thee, 

For  strong  are  the  arms  that  we  give  to  defend  thee. 

May  God  and  his  angels  watch  o'er  and  attend  thee, 

Intrenching  thee  safe  from  the  face  of  the  foe. 

Canada !   Canada !   Homeland,  of  thee, 

Ever  the  prayers  of  thy  children  shall  be. 

Homeland,  of  thee — Homeland,  of  thee ; 

Ever  the  prayers  of  thy  children  shall  be. 
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A   POOR   thin   little   creature,   in   a 
faded   calico   wrapper,   with   hair 
drawn    tightly    back    from    her 
pinched   and   wrinkled   face,    she 
knelt  on  the  bare  floor,  beside  a  wretched 
bed,  in  a  gloomy  attic,  of  her  wealthy 
sister's  home. 

"Old  Beggar,  in  everybody's  way." 
All  about  her,  the  words  echoed.  The 
wind  shrieked  them  through  the  broken 
windowpane — the  candle,  spluttering  in 
its  socket,  hissed  them  at  her — and  even 
her  reflction  caught  in  the  cracked  mir- 
ror, hurled  the  words  in  her  face.  The 
taunt  had  come  from  her  own  sister's 
daughter.  "In  everybody's  way — "  She 
sobbed,  and  her  angular  shoulders  pro- 
truding through  the  worn  old  wrapper, 
shook  convulsively.  The  best  years  of 
her  life  had  been  spent  caring  for  an  in- 
valid mother,  who  at  her  death  willed  to 
the  younger  daughter,  one  thousand  dol- 
lars and  to  the  elder,  who  patiently  and 
uncomplainingly,  had  cared  for  her,  be- 
queathed only  a  patchwork  quilt,  which 
she  had  made  during  her  illness.  In  a 
spirit  of  magnanimity,  the  younger  sis- 
ter who  was  married,  offered  the  spin- 
ster, a  home.  The  home  soon  ceased  to 
extend  any  comforts  to  the  poor  depen- 
dent, who  became  a  household  drudge,  of 
less  consequence  than  the  lowest  menial, 
under  her  sister's  roof.  The  furnishings 
of  her  room  were  like  her  wardrobe — 
meagre  and  delapidated. 

"O,  Lord,  take  me  out  of  my  misery," 
wailed  the  shrunken  figure,  crouching 
beside  the  bed.  "In  everybody's  way," 
a  piece  of  broken  plaster  falling  at  her 
feet,  seemed  to  whisper ;  then  through 
the  mind  of  the  lonely  woman  flashed  the 
thought — "suicide,  will  end  it  all."  She 
raised  her  head,  as  though  hearkening  a 
voice,  and  tremblingly  asked,  "By  what 
means  ?"  Money  I  have  naught  of,  to 
purchase  anything  towards  taking  my 
life — the  luxury  of  gas  in  my  room.   I 


have  not  known  in  my  sister's  house — 
though  I  might ;  yes,  indeed,  I  might 
hang  myself,  but  with  what?"  Suddenly 
her  eyes  became  riveted  on  the  patch- 
work quilt,  on  her  bed.  "Ah,  the  very 
thing,  but  would  it  hold !  it  was  so  very 
old,  and  already  threadbare ;  feverishly, 
her  hands  tested  the  quilt,  but  alas !  even 
this  means  was  denied  her.  The  thread- 
bare places  gave  way  to  great  gaps,  with 
the  slightest  strain ;  but  wait.  Under 
the  patchwork  cover,  appeared  a  layer  of 
oilskin ;  surely  a  strange  fancy,  to  in- 
terline a  quilt  with  such  material.  But 
the  lean  fingers  have  torn  a  hole  through 
the  oilskin — and  then — has  the  woman 
suddenly  gone  mad?  She  is  laughing, 
sobbing,  praying  and  weeping,  as  with 
trembling  hands,  she  draws  forth  bank 
note  after  bank  note,  from  the  depths  of 
the  old  patchwork  quilt.  Two  thousand 
dollars  for  "the  old  beggar,  who  was  i-^ 
everybody's  way." 

"\\'here  can  Priscilla  be?''  Mrs.  B. 
trand  questioned  of  her  daughter  at 
breakfast,  the  following  morning.  For 
the  first  time  in  a  score  of  years,  the 
family  drudge,  failed  to  materialize,  and 
upon  investigation  it  had  been  found 
that  her  bed  had  been  slept  in,  but  there 
was  no  trace  of  its  occupant,  nor  the  old 
patchwork  quilt,  that  had  been  her  only 
covering,  summer  or  winter,  for  many 
years. 

"For  my  part,  I'm  glad  she's  gone." 
spoke  up  the  daughter.  "Her  usefulness 
didn't  amount  to  much,  and  she  was  cer- 
tainly not  ornamental." 

"Yes.  but  it  would  be  a  pretty  morsel 
of  gossip  for  people  hereabouts  should 
she  disgrace  us,  by  committing  suicide. ' 
answered  her  mother. 

Just  then  a  messenger  boy  brought  a 
note  which  read :    "Dear  Margaret.     Do 
not  worry  about  my  absence,  nor  permit, 
dear  Ethel  to  weep  over  my  departure. 
A  business  call  hurried  me  to  New  York 
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so  that  I  trust  you  will  pardon  my  not 
saying  'good-bye.'  Will  write  more  fully 
later.  Kisses  to  Ethel.  Affectionately, 
your  sister,  Priscilla." 

"Business?"  Why,  whoever  dreamed 
that  poor  stupid  Priscilla  could  have 
business.  And  where  did  she  get  her 
fare?  She  had  not  a  copper,  nor  even 
its  equivalent,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Bertrand, 
after  reading  aloud  the  contents  of  the 
note. 

"Perhaps  someone  left  her  a  fortune," 
said  Ethel. 

"A  fortune;  why  she  has  no  other  re- 
latives but  us,  and  as  for  friends,  she  is 
completely  destitute  of  any,"  Mrs.  Ber- 
trand answered. 

"The  nasty  old  cat ;  her  kisses  to  Ethel 
indeed.  But  I  always  told  you,  mother, 
that  you  should  have  insisted  upon  her 
calling  me  'Miss  Ethel.'  Well,  I'm  glad 
to  be  rid  of  her ;  poor  relations  are  a 
nuisance." 

After  her  find,  the  little  old  maid,  lay 
for  several  hours,  coiled  up  on  her  bed, 
thinking,  planning  and  praying.  At  day- 
break, she  arose,  and  with  the  patch- 
work quilt  held  closely  to  her  throbbing 
heart,  she  crept  silently  out  of  her  sis- 
ter's house,  and  mingled  with  the  som- 
bre shadows  that  presaged  the  approach 
of  dawn. 

"Oh.  Spirit  of  Morn,"  Priscilla  mur- 
mured, as  she  hurried  toward  the  South 
Union  station.  "I,  like  you,  am  creeping 
away  from  night's  shadows,  that  so  long 
have  encompassed  me — into  the  light  of 
day  that  is  already  flushing  my  poor  old 
heart,  with  its  rosy  warmth." 

With  the  patchwork  quilt  still  hugged 
closely  to  her,  Priscilla  had  dozed  on  the 
deck  of  the  Fall  River  boat,  when  some- 
one in  passing,  jostled  her  chair  and  the 
quilt  fell  from  her  grasp.  She  started  up 
quickly,  but  was  reassured  by  a  sweet- 
faced  girl,  who  picked  up  the  quilt,  and 
restored  it  to  her  shaking  hands. 

"Poor  soul,  eccentric,  no  doubt,"  Pris- 
cilla heard  a  pitying  voice  say,  as  she 
shrank  back  into  her  corner. 

"Eccentric."  It  was  the  very  keynote 
of  her  future,  that  until  now  had  been 
vague.  Yes,  she  w^ould  become  eccen- 
tric, but  prosperously  so,  for  to  wear  the 
appellation    successfully,    she   must   live, 


and  be  gowned  expensively,  or  at  least, 
seemingly  so.  But  they  were  entering 
New  York  harbor,  where  the  Statue  of 
Liberty  seemed  to  smile  upon  the  faded 
little  figure,  as  Priscilla  murmured — 
"Liberty  for  me,  for  poor  me." 

Two  weeks  since  Priscilla  left  her  sis- 
ter's house,  and  now  Mrs.  Bertrand  could 
scarcely  control  her  excitement,  as  break- 
ing the  seal  of  a  fashionably-addressed 
envelope,  she  read  the  enclosure : 

"Dear  Margaret, — My  time  since  leav- 
ing you,  has  been  so  occupied  with  social 
obligations,  that  this  is  my  first  opportun- 
ity of  communicating  with  you,  as  pro- 
mised in  my  note. 

"My  friend,  Mrs.  Armitage,  insisted 
on  my  remaining  over  for  her  week-end 
party;  then  I  joined  friends  at  Bar  Har- 
bor, and  here  1  am,  enjoying  every  mo- 
ment to  the  utmost. 

"I  expect  to  return  to  Boston  shortly, 
so,  will  see  you  very  soon.  To  dear 
Ethel  and  yourself,  my  most  cordial  love. 

"Affectionately,   your   sister, 

"Priscilla. 

"Well,  of  all  the  mysteries,  this  is  the 
greatest,"  Mrs.  Bertrand  exclaimed, 
handing  the  perfumed  note  to  her  daugh- 
ter. 

"It  certainly  is  a  swell  note,  mother, 
and  to  think  of  poor  old  'Cilley'  having 
the  courage  to  pen  such  words,  and  in 
white  ink  too,  on  scarlet  paper.  She  evi- 
dently has  friends  in  the  smart  set,  anci 
see,  her  envelope  is  sealed  with  a  crest, 
in  white.  Really,  mother,  it  might  bt 
worth  while  to  exercise  a  little  diplom- 
acy towards  aunt  Priscilla,  and  procire 
an  introduction,  to  those  aristocratic 
friends  of  hers." 

"Yes,  but  she  has  given  no  permanent 
nor  definite  address,  so  we  must  wait  un- 
til she  writes  again.  She  is  the  sly 
minx,  to  keep  silent  for  so  long  about 
her  friends.  I  onl>  nope  it  won't  make 
her  too  independent  when  she  returns 
home,  for,  of  course,  she  will  return,  1 
presume." 

The  idea  of  "Old  Cilley"  being  inde- 
pendent, amused  Ethel  greatly,  anci 
laughing  at  the  matter,  as  though  it  weie 
quite  a  joke,  she  passed  out  of  the  room, 
leaving  her  mother  scanning  the  seal  em- 
blazoned on  the  scarlet  envelope. 
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Two  days  Priscilla  spent  in  bed,  aftei 
arriving  in  New  York,  to  rest  the  poor 
aching  bones.  Then  she  frequented  the 
theatres,  producing  comedy,  to  learn 
what  she  had  almost  forgotten — how  to 
smile. 

She  had  a  masseur  wait  upon  her  at 
her  lodgings,  to  smoothe  away  the  in- 
roads that  care  had  made  upon  her  face. 
For  several  days  she  harnted  the  parks 
listening  to  the  merry  piatiie  of  childr.^n, 
and  the  seductive  voxes  of  nature.  Then 
began  her  shopping  expeditions,  and 
gradually  was  acconipJished  the  transfor- 
mation of  the  "beggar  who  was  in 
everybody's  way,"  into  the  eccentric,  but 
sweet  old  lady,  whom  all  were  anxious  to 
serve. 

The  Bertrands  had  not  quite  recovere-i 
from  the  surprise  occasioned  by  Priscil- 
la's  last  message,  when  another,  and  a 
greater  one  greeted  them,  in  the  form  of 
a  dozen  long  stemmed  American  Beanry 
roses,  for  "Dear  Ethel,"  from  aunt  Pris- 
cilla, and  an  invitanon  lor  Mrs.  Ber- 
trand  to  lunch  with  ntr  sister,  the  fol- 
lowing  day,      at     the    Somerset    Hotel. 

"Back  in  Boston,  and  at  the  Somerset," 
gasped  Mrs.  Bertrand.  "American 
Beauty  roses,  and  from  Galvin's !"  ex- 
claimed Ethel.  Oh,  .nother,  she  must 
have  found  some  rich  friends — do  lunclj 
with  her,  and  perhap^^  }ou  may  meet  the 
fairy  godmother." 

She  had  sent  up  her  card,  and  v,.u 
waiting  in  a  reception  lOom  of  the  Som- 
erset, and  now  the  haughty  Mrs.  Ber- 
trand was  beginning  to  regret  her  ac- 
ceptance of  Priscilla's  invitation.  Sup- 
pose that  some  of  her  friends  should  see 
her  lunching  with  the  little  shabby  old 
woman,  she  would  never  forgive  herself. 

Then  there  was  the  frou-frou  of  silken 
skirts,  an  odor  of  sweet  lavender,  and 
Margaret's  eyes  were  riveted  on  the  form 
that  passed  through  the  door  held  by  a 
lackey,  who  bowed  very  low  before  her. 
"An  aristocrat  evidently,"  Margaret 
mentally  ejaculated,  as  the  stately  figure 
rustled  along  the  corridor,  a  dainty  crea- 
tion in  a  gown  of  mauve  silk,  brocaded 
over  with  silver  lillies.  She  carried  a 
gold-headed  cane  that  clicked  musically 
against  the  marble  floor.  A  pair  of  smil- 
ing  blue    eyes,   beamed    from   a   peachy 


face,  that  was  framed  by  gray  silky  ring- 
lets, and,  "oh,"  thought  Margaret,  as  the 
vision  drew  nearer,  "What  an  exquisite 
collar  and  revers  of  real  Duchesse  lace, 
and  such  a  beautiful  cameo  brooch,  while 
her  bonnet — delightfully  antique — but — 

Priscilla "    she    fairly    screamed    as 

her  sister  stood  before  her,  smiling 
through  the  jeweiled  lorgnette,  suspend- 
ded  in  a  hand  daintily  enveloped  in  a 
black  silk  mit. 

"Priscilla  dear,  what  does  it  all  mean?" 
questioned  Mrs.  Bertrand  when  she  had 
recovered  her  breath,  "Why  did  you 
masquerade  so  long  in  old  clothes  when 
you  were  all  the  while  expecting  a  for- 
tune? For,  of  course,  you.  have  come 
into  possession  of  wealth  ?" 

"Ah,  sister  mine,  I  have  certainly  come 
into  a  good  little  fortune,  or  a  little  good 
fortune,  which,  it  matters  not,  as  it  over- 
took me  quite  unexpectedly.  And,  after 
all,  what  is  life  but  a  masquerade?  We 
are  too  often  judged  by  the  domino  we 
wear;  smiles  greet  the  scarlet,  frowns 
the  sombre  black.  It  was  my  peculiar 
fancy  to  don  the  black  for  a  while,  but 
growing  weary  of  the  shadows  it  con- 
jured up  around  me,  I  tossed  it  aside, 
and  behold  the  world  laughs  with  me, 
where  it  was  wont  to  laugh  at  me !" 

"But  you  must  be  very  rich ;  your 
gown  is  exquisite,  your  style,  superb ; 
and  to  be  domiciled  in  such  expensively 
fashionable  quarters,  certainly  bespeaks 
wealth.  Why,  it  seems  just  like  a  beau- 
tiful dream." 

"True.  Margaret,  but  the  mind  that  is 
content,  is  always  rich,  and  my  dream 
belongs  to  the  scarlet  domino.  It  is  such 
as  follows  the  nightmare  that  I  discarded 
with  my  black  domino.  But  come,  sister, 
let  us  repair  to  luncheon,  and  afterwards, 
if  you  will,  drive  with  me  in  the  park." 

"It  seems  increditable,"  said  Mrs.  Ber- 
trand, in  relating  to  Ethel,  the  events  of 
the  afternoon ;  "that  it  can  be  Priscilla ; 
she,  who  was  always  meekness  personi- 
fied, and  now — well,  you  must  see  for 
yourself — she  assumes  the  airs  and  grace 
of  a  duchess,  wearing  them  as  though  to 
the  manner  born,  while  the  lackeys  at  the 
hotel,  bow  to  her  slightest  bidding,  as 
though   indeed  she  were  royalty  itself.'' 
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"But  where  did  she  get  it?  That's 
the  puzzle.     Wouldn't  she  tell?" 

"No,  she  laughingly  turned  my  query 
aside,  and  spoke  as  though  she  were  born 
to  the  purple,  insinuating  that  it  was  now 
her  whim  to  be  gay,  while  her  appearing 
poor  in  the  past,  was  her  fancy.  She  is 
ravishingly  eccentric,  her  clothes  exqui- 
sitely rich,  and  her  cameos  priceless.  She 
maintains  a  carriage  too,  fashioned  after 
an  old-time  coach,  but  elegant  in  its  ap- 
pointments. 1  have  invited  her  to  share 
our  box  at  the  Hollis  to-night,  so  you 
can  then  judge  for  yourself,  of  the  won- 
derful change  wrought  in  aunt  Priscilla 
by  her  accession  to  wealth." 

Weeks  passed  and  it  became  quite  the 
fashion  to  be  seen  riding  in  the  park 
with  the  "Duchess,"  as  she  was  familiar- 
ly termed.  She  always  contrived  to  have 
a  young  and  charming  face  beside  her, 
accentuating  her  own  beauty.  Ethel  now 
felt  honored  when  '"Dear  Aunt  Priscilla" 
invited  her  to  ride  in  her  coach. 

Invitations  crowded  in  on  Priscilla,  un- 
til she  rarely  knew  what  it  was  to  eat  a 
meal  at  the  hotel;  but  she  foresaw  that 
fads  like  fortunes,  are  evanescent,  and 
her  purse  was  already  losing  much  of  its 
bulk. 

"Yes,"  Mrs.  Bertrand  was  wont  to  say, 
"my  sister  is  slightly  eccentric  you  know, 
but  so  very  charming  and  sweet ;  wealthy 
too.  Well,  a  trifle  peculiar,  but  my 
daughter  and  I  adore  her!" 

'"Old  beggar  who  once  had  been  in 
everybody's  way !" 

Twelve  months  had  already  faded 
from  the  calendar,  since  Priscilla  assert- 
ed her  independence,  and  she  calculated 
mentally  how  much  longer  her  finances 
would  cover  her  expenses.  Her  small 
room  on  the  top  floor  of  the  Somerset, 
while  not  expensive,  must  be  paid  for; 
invitations  were  not  as  plentiful  as  for- 
merly, so  the  cost  of  her  daily  supply  of 
fruit'and  milk,  which  she  kept  outside  the 
window  of  her  room,  became  an  item  of 
expenditure ;  one  meal  a  day,  for  appear- 
ance sake  must  be  taken  in  the  hotel  din- 
ing-room, and  this  was  her  one  extrava- 
gance. 

"Mother,"  exclaimed  Ethel,  one  after- 
noon on  returning  from  a  reception  at 
the  Vendome,  where  Priscilla  had  been 


the  guest  of  honor.  "We  must  coax 
aunt  Priscilla  to  visit  us  for  a  while 
Strangers  think  it  odd  that  she  should 
stop  at  the  Somerset,  instead  of  with  her 
sister,  and  there  is  certainly  no  disguis- 
ing the  fact  that  she  is  the  fad  of  the 
hour.  Everybody  at  the  reception  to- 
day was  hobnobljing,  and  handshaking 
with  her,  until  1  felt  (juite  proud  of  our 
relationship." 

"Yes,  I  too,  think  she  should  make  her 
home  with  us,  if  she  can  be  induced  to  do 
so.  With  all  her  wealth,  she  is  a  stingy 
old  cat.  The  idea  of  her  sending  you 
only  a  bunch  of  violets  for  a  Christmas 
gift.  But  of  course  we  are  her  only  rela- 
tives, and  naturally  she  will  make  you  her 
heir,  so  the  more  she  saves,  the  more  she 
will  have  to  bequeath  to  you.  It  behooves 
us  to  cater  to  her,  for  our  own  gain,  so- 
cially, as  well  as  financially ;  so  tomorrow 
I  shall  urge  her  to  make  our  home  her's." 

"So  sweet  and  kind  of  you,  Margaret, 
but  really,  you  know  it  suits  me  admira- 
bly here.  I  am  so  comfortable  and  inde- 
pendent. Lonely,  well  a  trifle,  but  I've 
grown  used  to  it,  so  don't  worry.  My 
carriage  too,  I  simply  could  not  dispense 
with.  My  afternoon  rides  are  so  essen- 
tial, as  tending  towards  cheerfulness.  No, 
dear  sister,  after  all,  I  think  I  had  better 
remain  here." 

"Of  course,  of  course,  Priscilla  dear,  I 
understand  fully  your  feelings  in  the  mat- 
ter, but  Ethel  and  I  are  so  anxious  to 
have  you  with  us  that  we  are  ready  to 
overrule  every  objection  raised.  The 
spare  room  shall  be  painted,  papered  and 
fitted  up  to  suit  your  exquisite  taste. 
Your  carriage  shall  be  maintained ;  and 
as  for  independence,  you  shall  be  as  free 
as  air.  Now,  do  come  to  us.  It  will 
make  Ethel  and  me  so  happy,  that  I  am 
sure  you  will  not  deny  us  the  pleasure  of 
your  company  under  our  roof." 

"As  you  will  then,  Margaret.  If  my 
presence  in  your  home  can  further  the 
liappiness  of  my  sister  and  niece,  far  be 
it  from  me  to  deny  it  to  you.  My  onl) 
means  of  repaying  you,  will  be  the  put- 
ting forth  of  every  effort  to  scatter  sun  • 
shine  about  your  home." 

"Dear  Priscilla,  your  charming  pre- 
sence will  be  its  own  sweet  reward,  and 
we  desire  no  other  payment." 
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So,  the  beggar  who  once  was  in  every- 
body's way,  re-entered  her  sister's  home, 
as  its  favored  inmate  to  partake  of  the 
best  at  the  table ;  to  sleep  in  the  remodel- 
led guest  chamber,  and  to  have  at  her 
command,  a  carriage,  maintained  at  her 
sister's  expense. 

Mrs.  Bertrand's  Commonwealth  Ave. 
hoine,  gained  in  prestige  as  the  residence 
of  "The  Duchess,"  as  the  old  lady  be- 
came known,  who  was  seen  riding 
through  the  parks  in  a  fashionable  turn- 
out, and  who  always  wore  such  a  sweet- 
ly charming  smile. 

An  air  of  luxurious  comfort  pervaded 
the  room  in  which  Priscilla  was  now  do- 
miciled, in  her  sister's  mansion.  Her 
favorite  shade  of  mauve  was  in  evidence 
everywhere,  from  the  lilac-figured  paper 
on  the  wall  to  the  velvet  carpet,  like  a 
silvery  mist  with  soft  purple  shadows.  A 
Polar  bearskin  gleamed  before  the 
crackling  logs  in  the  open  grate.  Pris- 
cilla smiled  grimly  as  she  knelt  before 
the  blazing  fire.  Then  she  crept  softly  to 
the  attic  under  the  eaves,  where  rats  had 
been  the  only  companions  of  her  solitude, 
and  the  cracked  mirror  had  unpityingly 
reflected  the  sorrowful  countenance  of 
the  poor  old  drudge.  Now,  as  she  stood 
before  it,  a  sweet  face  from  a  frame  of 
silver  curls,  smiled  back  at  her,  and  she 
turned  hastily  away,  lest  it  should  wit- 
ness the  tears  conjured  up  by  memories 


of  the  old  beggar  who  had  been  in  every- 
body's way. 

It  was  taken  for  granted  in  the  house- 
hold, that  Priscilla  had  in  some  way, 
come  into  possession  of  a  fortune,  but  as 
she  evaded  the  subject,  it  was  seldom 
touched  upon.  The  matter  too,  of  her 
Bar  Harbor  friends,  she  eschewed,  so 
that,  aiso  ceased  to  be  openly  spoken  of; 
and  they  never  guessed  that  Mrs.  Armi- 
tage  was  a  myth,  Priscilla  having  mailed 
the  letter  to  her  sister  while  on  a  one 
day's  excursion  to  Bar  Harbor. 

'■Rich,  yes,  immensely  so."  Ethel  was 
wont  to  intimate  to  her  friends,  "and 
with  ample  means  to  gratify  her  many 
eccentricities."' 

For  two  years  Priscilla  graced  her  sis- 
ter's home,  radiating  cheerfulness  about 
her,  in  return  for  the  favors  received. 
Then,  one  night,  death  crept  softly  to 
her  bedside,  and  extinguished  the  last 
spark  of  life  in  the  frail  body. 

Expectation  was  rife  in  the  breasts  of 
the  Bertrand  family,  but  their  disap- 
pointment was  keen,  when  in  lieu  of  a 
will,  a  letter  from  Priscilla  was  found 
containing  the  statement  that  she  had 
privately  endowed  her  favorite  charity, 
and  bequeathing  to  her  sister  her  cameo 
brooch,  while  dear  Ethel  was  to  inherit, 
what  had  been  her  aunt's  best  friend — 
"The  Patchwork  Quilt." 


'■'•  All  right^Heservld; 


OR 
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CHAPTER  V. 

LIDGATE  got  out  at  Clapton  Sta- 
tion in  the  dusk  of  an  autumn 
evening,  and  turned  his  steps  in 
the  direction  of  an  obscure,  quiet 
street,  where  he  had  to  pay  a  call. 

More  than  a  year  has  elapsed  since  the 
disappearance  of  John  Reedham  from 
the  ken  of  those  who  had  known  him. 
The  few  who  had  not  forgotten  him 
believed  him  dead. 

In  Burnham-road,  Clapton,  remote 
from  the  scene  of  her  former  happiness, 
Bessie  Reedham  lived  the  life  of  the 
solitary  and  struggling  woman  in  Lon- 
don. She  had  not  even  the  cloak  of 
widowhood  to  protect  her.  She  was  still 
attractive,  and  looked  astonishingly 
young ;  the  year,  therefore,  had  not  been 
without  its  trials. 

Of  these  trials  she  did  not  speak  to 
any  human  being,  least  of  all  to  Lidgate, 
though  she  knew  him  to  be  truly  her 
friend. 

But  they  did  not  meet  often ;  they 
could  not  meet  often  because  of  that 
chance  revelation  made  in  the  drawing- 
room  at  Norwood,  when  the  blow  had 
first  fallen  across  Bessie  Reedham's  life. 

Lidgate  bitterly  regretted  that  he  had 
not  been  able  to  keep  a  better  guard  upon 
himself.  There  was  now  a  barrier  be- 
tween them  it  would  be  difficult,  if  not 
impossible,  to  clear  away. 

He  was  going  to  her  now,  against 
his  better  judgment,  impelled  to  it  by  a 
haunting  intuition  that  she  was  in  trouble 
of  some  sort. 


He  had  no  ground  for  that  intuition, 
except  his  own  certainty  of  it.  She  had 
not  written  to  him,  or  indicated  that  she 
would  like  him  to  call.  Yet  there  was 
no  hesitation  in  his  step  as  it  approached 
the  familiar  house.  It  was  one  of  a 
neat,  small,  uniform  row  of  small  dwell- 
ings, much  sought  after  by  the  newly- 
wed  of  moderate  means  because  of  the 
pleasant  gardens  sloping  at  the  back 
to  the  River  Lea.  It  was  this  very 
garden  that  had  attracted  Bessie  Reed- 
ham in  her  dreary  search  for  a  home 
suitable  to  her  slender  means.  They  had 
allowed  her  to  keep  the  whole  of  her 
furniture ;  the  more  expensive  articles 
she  had  sold,  and  furnished  the  small 
house  with  the  simpler  items,  and  had 
made  it  a  home,  albeit  it  was  plain  and 
simple  and  unpretentious.  She  had  hoped 
to  make  it  a  home  likewise  to  other 
people  who  would  come  to  her  as  paying 
guests,  and  be  glad,  perhaps,  to  find 
something  a  little  higher  than  the  usual 
London  boarding-house. 

Guests  had  come  certainly,  but  most 
of  them  had  proved  unsatisfactory,  ex- 
acting, some  of  them  even  dishonest.  She 
had  been  disillusioned,  and  was  now 
thankful  to  receive  two  city  clerks  who 
desired  a  respectable  shelter  more  than  a 
home,  preferring  to  find  their  social  en- 
vironment outside.  Her  boy  was  now  at 
home  with  her.  In  spite  of  her  protesta- 
tions, the  Luttrells  had  kept  him  another 
year  at  Reigate  and  after  the  summer 
term  he  had  taken  a  situation  in  a  shop 
at  Clapton.     This  was  a  bitter  pill   for 
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Bessie  Reedham  to  swallow ;  but  the  lad 
had  acted  on  his  own  initiative,  and  she 
had  deemed  it  wiser  to  let  him  have  his 
way.  But  her  eye,  quickened  by  love  and 
anxiety,  had  discovered  that  he  was  not 
happy  there,  that  his  spirit  was  being 
crushed,  and  she  was  almost  in  despair. 
In  these  dark  days  her  thoughts  had 
turned  naturally  to  Lidgate,  who  had 
just  returned  from  a  three  months'  Am- 
erican tour. 

It  is  possible  that  some  spirit  message 
went  from  her  to  him,  and  assured  him 
that  he  would  not  be  unwelcome  at  Clap- 
ton. 

As  he  turned  in  at  Burnham-road,  he 
saw  a  lad  at  the  opposite  corner,  and, 
though  he  was  greatly  grown,  he  recog- 
nised Leslie. 

"Hulloa,  Leslie,  old  chap !"  The  boy 
stool  still,  peering  through  the  dusk,  un- 
certain of  the  voice.  When  he  recog- 
nised Lidgate  he  seemed  pleased,  and 
returned  the  grasp  of  his  hand  quite 
warmly. 

The  year  had  reassured  Leslie,  and  his 
jealousy  of  Lidgate  slept. 

"I  thought  you  were  in  America?"  he 
said  bluntly. 

"I  have  only  returned  a  few  days.  How 
are  you,  my  boy?" 

"I — oh,  I'm  quite  well,"  he  repUed,  but 
the  falter  in  his  voice  seemed  to  belie  his 
words.  Lidgate  detained  him  a  moment, 
as  he  would  have  passed  on  to  the  house, 
ashamed,  perhaps,  of  his  brief  emotion. 
"Tell  me  what  it  is,  lad.  I  am  truly 
your  friend,  if  you  would  only  believe 
it,"  he  said,  sincerely. 

"I  didn't  want  to  show  the  white 
feather,"  said  the  lad  bravely.  "But  I'm 
down  on  mv  luck,  too.  I've  been  paid 
off." 

"But  it  was  a  poor  job,  Leslie,  and 
never  good  enough  ;  probably  it  will  come 
a  blessing  in  disguise,"  said  Lidgate 
cheerily. 

The  lad's  face  brightened. 
'T  didn't  think  of  it  like  that.  It  was 
only  the  money  I  thought  of;  eight  shil- 
lings a  week  isn't  much,  is  it,  but  it 
helps  a  good  bit,  mother  says,  more  than 
you'd  think." 

Lidgate  almost  gasped. 

Eight  shilling  a  week !     What  did  it 


represent  to  him — a  few  boxes  of 
matches,  a  copper  or  a  sixpence  bestowed 
here  and  there  for  service  rendered,  and 
not  to  be  taken  into  account  at  all. 

"How  is  your  mother?"  he  asked,  ab- 
ruptly changing  the  theme. 

"I'm  afraid  she  isn't  very  well.  It's 
been  very  hot  in  London  this  summer, 
and  she  has  only  two  boarders  at  pre- 
sent. They  pay  very  little ;  I  know  she 
is  worried  about  the  rent." 

"Let's  go  in  and  see  her,  lad,"  said 
Lidgate,  unable  to  bear  any  more. 

'Tn  a  moment.  I'd  like  to  tell  you  how 
I  came  to  get  the  sack  today.  I  haven't 
done  anything  very  bad,  you  know,  and 
the  master  said  he'd  never  had  a  sharper 
lad.  But  I  was  cheeky,  I  suppose.  They 
said  something  about  my  father  when 
we  were  at  dinner  upstairs,  and  I  got 
mad,  and  hit  out;  with  my  tongue,  I 
mean.  I  don't  remember  what  I  said  ex- 
actly, but  I  know  I  could  have  killed 
them." 

Lidgate's  heart  was  full.  The  bright, 
eager  face  from  which  the  rounded  ful 
ness  of  boyhood  was  so  rapidly  passing, 
the  troubled  eyes,  the  sensitive  mouth,  all 
appealed. 

"Dear  lad,  you  did  right,  quite  right. 
Always  cherish  his  memory,  he  was  a 
good  father  to  you." 

"His  memory,  why  do  you  say  his 
memory?"  he  asked  sharply.  "He's  still 
living,  we  shall  see  him  again  one  day, 
Whatever  you  or  anybody  else  may  say 
I  am  sure  of  that,  and  so  is  mother." 

Lidgate  shook  his  head ;  Lesiie  put  his 
hand  on  the  gate  and  pushed  it  open 
The  brief  warming  of  his  heart  towards 
Lidgate  passed,  and  the  old  distrust  re 
turned. 

They  entered  the  house,  and  hearing 
two  voices,  Mrs.  Reedham  came  out. 
That  she  was  quite  glad  to  see  Lidgate 
was  evidenced  by  the  pleasure  on  her 
face.  She  had  few,  almost  no  friends 
now ;  those  who  thought  of  her  w4th  a 
passing  pity  did  not  come  to  tell  her  they 
remembered  her,  the  world  at  large  i 
only  too  anxious  to  forget  those  who 
have  dropped  into  its  byways. 

"Mother,  I've  had  my  tea,  I  only  want 
to  change  and  go  out  for  an  hour;  you 
won't  mind  now  ■Mr.  Lidgate  has  come," 
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said  Leslie,  and  he  saw  with  an  added 
bitterness  that  she  did  not  mind  in  the 
least,  nay,  that  she  would  be  glad  to  have 
some  talk  with  the  intruder  alone. 

He  left  the  house  without  coming  to 
the  small  sitting-room  at  the  back  they 
had  reserved  for  their  own  use ;  his 
mother  started  when  she  heard  the  clos- 
ing of  the  outer  door. 

"Leslie  is  not  very  happy  where  he  is, 
Mr.  Lidgate.  I  wish  I  could  find  another 
place  for  him." 

"I  will  find  him  something  tomorrow," 
replied  Lidgate  readily.  "Personally, 
what  I  should  like  to  do  is  to  take  him 
to  London  Wall,  but  James  Currie  would 
certainly  object.  There  would  not  be 
any  trouble  with  Sir  Philip," 

"He  has  left  his  situation,"  he  added, 
and  in  a  word  explained  what  had  hap- 
pened.    Her  eyes  filled  with  tears. 

"He  is  so  loyal  to  his  father's  mem- 
ory, it  is  a  perfect  passion  with  him.  And 
so  jealous  he  is,  too,  about  it.  I  believe 
he  would  cease  to  care  for  me  if  he 
thought  I  could  forget." 

"It  is  a  fine  trait,  later  he  will  get 
more  sense  of  proportion,"  abserved  Lid- 
gate quietly.  'Til  do  what  I  can  for 
him  tomorrow,  I  promise  you.  And 
wherever  he  may  go  he  will  not  find  the 
time  he  has  been  in  the  Clapton  shop 
lost.  It  will  have  taught  him  to  appre- 
ciate better  things.  And  now,  let  us 
talk  about  yourself.  You  are  sadly 
changed.    You  have  had  a  terrible  year." 

"Not  quite  terrible;  there  have  been 
gleams  of  peace,"  she  said,  but  her  eyes 
did  not  meet  his.  "How  did  you  like 
America  ?" 

"Oh,  it  is  not  new  to  me,  I  went  as 
far  as  the  Argentine,"  he  added  care- 
lessly. Her  lips  parted  in  breathless  in- 
terest. 

"That  is  where  you  thought  John 
would  go.  You  did  not  hear  anything. 
I  snppose?" 

"No,  I  made  very  full  inquiries.  Of 
course,  it  is  difficult  to  find  a  man  there, 
and  he  might  easily  evade  recogntion, 
but  I  am  nearly  certain  that  he  never  left 
this  country." 

"And  equally  certain  that  he  is  dead, 
perhaps,"  she  said  in  a  dispirited  voice. 

Lidgate  made  no  reply. 


He  could  not  tell  her  of  the  visits  he 
had  paid  to  mortuaries,  where  unclaimed 
and  unidentified  bodies  could  be  seen, 
neither  could  he  say  that  certain  news 
of  John  Reedham's  death  would  sim- 
plify life  for  a  good  many  people. 

"I  must  go  on  hoping  with  Leslie 
that  something  will  hapjjcn,  that  things 
will  be  cleared  up ;  though  the  sort  of 
life  I  have  been  living  lately  does  not 
conduce  to  cheerfulness,"  she  went  on, 
after  a  brief  space. 

"You  have  had  a  terrible  year,  and 
Leslie  tells  me  you  have  sordid  anxiety 
now." 

She  neither  denied  nor  admitted.  Lid- 
gate sat  forward  in  his  chair  and  began 
to  speak  rapidly. 

"I  cannot  bear  to  see  you  like  this,  and 
there  is  no  reason  why  I  should  bear  it. 
I  am,  comparatively  speaking,  a  rich 
man.  I  cannot,  even  if  I  would,  spend 
my  money  on  myself.  I  have  few  ties, 
none  of  them  binding  or  obligatory.  You 
must  let  me  help  you  for  old  acquaint- 
ance sake,  if  for  no  other  reason.  Try 
to  think  of  me  as  a  brother,  and  let  me 
order  you  to  leave  Clapton." 

He  tried  to  speak  with  a  sort  of  ban- 
tering gaiety  and  an  assumption  of  nat- 
uralness which  did  not  in  the  least  de- 
ceive her. 

"You  have  already  done  too  much  in 
becoming  guarantee  for  my  rent.  I  am 
afraid  you  will  have  to  make  that  guar- 
antee good  this  time.  I  have  not  been 
able  to  get  the  money  together." 
"For  Heaven's  name  don't  speak  of  it.  I 
can't  bear  it.  I  tell  you  it  is  a  mere  baga- 
telle. Don't  let  it  ever  be  mentioned  be- 
tween us.  But  honestly,  now,  do  you 
think  it  is  any  good  keeping  on  this  ■ 
house,  or  in  pursuing  the  life  which  you 
admit  can't  bring  you  in  a  living  wage  ?" 

"Can  you  suggest  a  substitute  for  it, 
one  which  would  come  within  the  region 
of  possibility?"  she  asked  with  a  faint 
smile. 

"I  will  think  of  it.  Meanwhile  the 
first  thing  is  to  get  something  better  for 
Leslie.  Have  you  ever  met  Archibald 
Currie,  Mrs.  Reedham?" 

"Once  or  twice  at  Fair  Lawn.  A  de- 
lightful man.  1  thought  him.  and  I  often 
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said  to  John  it  seemed  incredible  that  he 
and  James  could  be  brothers." 

"Many  have  had  such  a  thought.  It 
would  be  a  fine  thing  for  Leslie  to  get 
into  his  office  in  New  Broad-street.  I 
shall  call  there  tomorrow  morning  and 
see  if  he  can  suggest  anything.  It  is 
the  sort  of  thing  he  would  delight  to  do. 
The  record  of  his  good  deeds  m  the  city 
would  fill  a  book." 

"Thank  you  very  much.  I  shall  in 
deed  be  grateful  if  you  will  do  that.  It 
would  be  the  making  of  Leslie.  He  does 
not  lack  brains,  Mr.  Lidgate." 

They  used  to  be  George  and  Bessie  to 
one  another  in  the  old  days  of  their 
friendship,  but  in  the  last  year  had  adopt- 
ed by  common  consent  the  more  formal 
address.  In  Lirgate's  case  at  least  it 
was  a  safeguard. 

'T  am  sure  that  Leslie  has  plentv  of 
brains.  He  is  a  bit  fiery  and  impulsive, 
and  takes  strong  likes  and  dislikes.  He 
does  not  care  much  about  me  for  in- 
stance." 

"Oh,  I  am  sure  you  are  mistaken," 
she  said,  but  her  colour  faintly  rose. 

"No,  I  don't  think  we  make  mistakes 
of  that  kind,  but  I  understand  his  feel- 
ings, partly  at  least,  and  can  respect  him 
for  it." 

She  did  not  ask  him  to  explain,  and 
when  she  spoke  again  it  was  of  a  differ- 
ent theme. 

"Miss  Wrede  came  to  see  me  twice 
after  it  all  happened,  once  just  before 
I  left  Norwood  and  once  here.  But  I 
am  afraid  I  was  not  very  cordial  to  her 
when  she  came  last." 

"Don't  you  like  her?  Everybody  re- 
ports her  charming,  and  Stephen  Currie 
is  madly  in  love  with  her." 

"She  is  very  clever  and  bright  I  think 
and — and  dangerously  sympathetic.  I 
did  not  want  to  become  intimate  with 
her,  Mr.  Lidgate,  and  if  she  had  gone  on 
coming  it  must  have   ended  in  that." 

"You  were  quite  frank  with  her, 
then  ?" 

"Yes,  I  told  her  I  would  prefer  that 
she  did  not  come,  that  I  should  always 
be  grateful  to  her  for  her  sympathy  and 
would  send  for  her  if  I  were  in  any  spe- 
cial trouble." 

"And  she  understood?" 


"She  quite  understood.  That  is  what 
I  say,  she  is  dangerously  sympathetic ; 
one  would  talk  too  much  to  her.  It  is 
better  not  to  see  her." 

"But  for  you  it  would  have  been 
good." 

"No,  bad,  thoroughly  bad,  and  be- 
sides I  wanted  to  be  detached  from  all 
those  who  knew  me  in  happier  times. 
But  I  cannot  conceive  of  her  and  Ste- 
phen Currie !" 

"I  don't  think  she  encourages  him,  but 
everyone  knows  of  Stephen's  infatuation. 
In  fact  it  won't  hide." 

Bessie  Reedham  sat  still  a  moment, 
and  then  looked  him  more  straightly  in 
the  face  than  she  had  yet  done. 

"Tell  me  truly.  Is  the  loss  so  great 
as  was  said  at  the  time  John  disap- 
peared?" 

"Yes,  it  was  in  no  way  exaggerated." 
"And  how  was  it  met?" 
"The   firm   met   it,"   he    replied   evad- 
ing her  straight  look. 

"Then  it  is  Sir  Philip  Lowther  and 
James  Currie  and  you  who  are  actually 
out  of  pocket." 

"Yes,  I  suppose  so,  if  you  put  it  like 
that." 

"And  how  much  ?  Tell  me  the  exact 
sum." 

"Why  open  up  all  this  painful  busi- 
ness again?"  he  asked  almost  impati- 
ently. "It  can  make  no  difference  now." 
"Oh,  yes  it  can.  It  will  be  Leslie's 
debt.  He  has  set  it  before  him  as  a  goal. 
Poor  boy,  it  is  a  dreadful  millstone  about 
his  neck,  even  now,  but  I  believe  that  it 
is  a  debt  he  will  live  to  discharge." 

"I  hope  he  will  not  allow  it  to  trouble 
him  unduly ;  to  be  a  millstone  as  you 
describe  it,"  observed  Lidgate,  as  he  rose 
to  his  feet.  "Well,  I  must  go,  and  I 
will  write  to  you  tomorrow  after  I  have 
seen  Archibald  Currie." 

"You  are  very,  very  good  to  me,"  she 
murmured.  Lidgate  merely  shook  hi& 
head. 

"I  have  done  very  little.  Good-bye. 
You  will  hear  from  me  tomorrow." 

He  left  the  house  rather  abruptly,  and 
retraced  his  steps  to  the  station  in  doubt 
whether  the  visit  had  been  a  success. 
At  least  it  had  stayed  the  longing  he  had 
had  to  see  her  once  more,  and  convinced 
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him,  if  he  needed  any  convincing,  that 
he  had  not  forgotten  her  in  the  smallest 
degree.  She  was  ten  thousand  times 
more  attractive  to  him  now  in  her  pov- 
erty and  loneliness  than  she  had  ever 
been  in  the  days  of  her  happiest  fortune. 

He  reached  his  chambers  in  the  Al- 
bany half  an  hour  late  for  dinner,  a  most 
unusual  occurrence  in  his  methodical, 
well-ordered  life.  His  valet,  Grimston, 
regarded  him  with  a  furtive  anxiety  as 
he  waited  on  him,  fully  conscious  that 
something  ailed  his  master.  He  ate  spar- 
ingly that  evening,  and  had  very  few 
remarks  to  make.  Grimston  saw  that 
he  was  preoccupied,  and  full  of  serious 
thought,  and  began  to  fear  that  further 
business  troubles  might  be  looming 
ahead.  Grimston  had  proved,  even  in 
his  uneventful  life,  that  misfortunes  come 
not  as  single  spies,  but  in  battalions. 

The  real  trend  of  his  master's  thoughts 
would  have  surprised  and  dismayed  him 
had  they  suddenly  been  revealed.  Grim- 
ston's  fears  regarding  the  amenity  of 
that  comfortable  bachelor  establishment 
had  not  received  any  shocks  for  a  long 
time,  and  he  had  arrived  at  the  definite 
conclusion  that  Lidgate  was  not  a  mar- 
rying man. 

He  went  out  immediately  after  he  had 
drunk  his  coffee,  lighting  a  favourite 
cigar  as  he  left  the  house.  In  the  street 
he  hailed  the  first  hansom,  and  gave  the 
address  of  Hyde  Park-square,  where  he 
arrived  soon  after  nine  o'clock.  He  was 
not  on  terms  of  sufficient  intimacy  with 
Archibald  Currie  to  warrant  dropping  in 
of  an  evening  for  a  friendly  visit,  but 
he  knew  enough  of  the  man  to  feel  as- 
sured at  least  that  it  would  not  be  re- 
sented, and  that  the  nature  of  his  errand 
would  be  suffitient  to  justify  a  departure 
from  the  usual  routine.  In  the  day  time 
they  were  both  busy  men  with  their  time 
fully  occupied,  and  a  quiet  half  hour 
at  night  would  be  infinitely  better  for  ar- 
ranging something  concerning  the  future 
of  Reedham's  son.     - 

jMr.  Currie  was  at  home,  the  butler 
informed  him,  but  engaged  for  a  few 
moments.  Would  he  step  in?  As  Lid- 
gate  put  his  hat  down  in  the  inner  hall 
the  door  of  a  room  at  the  further  side 
suddenly  opened,  and  Katherine  W'rcde 


appeared.  She  started  a  little  at  the 
sight  of  Lidgate,  and,  then  recognising 
him,  came  forward  with  a  ready  smile. 

"Mr.  Lidgate,  isn't  it?  You  wish  to 
see  my  uncle?  He  is  engaged  for  a  few 
moments.    Will  you  ccjtne  in  here?" 

Lidgate  thanked  her  with  his  pleasant 
smile,  and  followed  her  iuU)  the  room 
she  had  just  left;  once  the  morning- 
room,  but  which  Katherine  had  convert- 
ed into  a  small  drawing-room,  where  she 
sat  a  great  deal.  The  big  (hnible  draw- 
ing-room on  the  first  iloor  was  now  sel- 
dom used,  except  on  the  occasion  of  the 
large  and  rather  stately  dinner  parties 
which  Archibald  Currie  gave  once  or 
twice  in  the  course  of  a  year. 

"We  have  not  met  for  a  very  long 
time,  Mr.  Lidgate,"  she  said.  "Did  I 
hear  from  someone  that  you  had  been 
to  America,  or  have  I  dreamed  it?" 

'"You  heard  aright;  I  have  oniy  just 
returned — last  Saturday,  in  fact." 

"You  had  a  pleasant  voyage,  I  hope. 
My  uncle  won't  be  long.  He  is  engaged 
with  a  gentleman  from  the  office.  He 
dined  with  us  this  evening,  and  they  have 
had  a  little  private  matter  to  discuss. 
They  may  be  back  here  again.  Has  the 
man  taken  vour  name  to  uncle,  I  won- 
der?" 

"It  doesn't  matter,"  said  Lidgate 
quickly.  "I  shall  be  very  glad  of  an  op- 
portunity to  talk  to  you.  You  might 
even  be  interested  in  the  matter  about 
which  I  have  come  tonight." 

He  could  not  help  admiring  her  as  she 
sat  under  the  soft  shade  of  the  lamp, 
the  delicate  light  falling  on  her  beauti- 
ful face  and  giving  wonderful  sheen  and 
richness  to  the  folds  of  her  brown  velvet 
gown.  It  was  a  very  simply-made  gown. 
all  straight  lines  and  folds,  but  it  had 
true  artistic  eflfect. 

"I  am  sure  1  shall,  if  it  interests  you. 
Toll  me  about  it." 

"I  have  been  this  evening  to  see  Mrs. 
Reedham — vou  know  who  I  mean?" 

Her  face  instantly  assumed  an  expres- 
sion of  the  deepest  interest. 

"Mrs.  Reeham— why.  yes.  of  course. 
Tell  me  about  her,  all  about  her,  at  once. 
I  would  like  to  go  to  see  her  sometimes, 
but — but  she  told  me  quite  frankly  it 
would  be  better  not :  and  when  she  said 
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it,  from  her  point  of  view,  it  really 
seemed  better.  But  I  often  think  about 
her.     How  is  she  getting  on?" 

"Not  well,"  he  answered  without  hesi- 
tation. "It  is  a  frightfully  sad  case,  and 
a  case  which  it  is  difficult,  if  not  impos- 
sible, to  help." 

"Is — is  she  in  need  of  any  kind?"  she 
inquired,  with  a  wistful,  eager  note  in 
her  voice.  "It  is  dreadful  to  associate 
her  with  such  a  question ;  but  you  know 
how  I,  and  a  great  many  other  people, 
feel  about  her,  and  how  terrible  it  is  to 
stand  by  and  do  nothing." 

"I  quite  understand.  She  has  had  a 
very  bad  year.  She  has  had  boarders  at 
her  house  in  Clapton,  but  she  is  not  the 
sort  of  woman  to  make  such  a  business 
pay.  She  gives  them  too  much  for  their 
money.  I  am  afraid  she  is  very  poor.  I 
wished  to  talk  over  her  affairs  with  Mr. 
Currie,  if  he  would  give  me  a  few  min- 
utes of  his  time.  If  he  would  take  the 
boy  and  give  him  a  helping  hand,  that 
would  mean  everything  to  them.  I  would 
take  him  myself  at  London  Wall,  but, 
as  you  know,  I  am  only  a  junior  partner, 
and  I  would  not  dare  to  suggest  it." 

"Don't  I  know  it?"  she  said,  with  a 
little  grimace.  "It  is  a  very  sad  case, 
hedged  about  with  every  conceivable 
kind  of  difficulty  and  hardship.  She  is 
so  innocent  and  so  sweet.  It  is  hard 
how  the  innocent  have  to  suffer  in  this 
world.  The  injustice  of  it  all  often 
stings  me." 

Her  voice  quickened,  and  her  eyes 
were  full  of  eloquent  feeling. 

"I  am  so  glad  you  have  come  to  Uncle 
Archie.  He  will  think  of  some  way. 
He  always  does.  At  Christmas  he  sent 
her  twenty  pounds  anonymously,  and  he 
has  sometimes  spoken  about  her.  But 
when  I  saw  her  she  was  doing  well  with 
her  boarders,  and  she  told  me  quite, 
frankly  she  was  not  in  need  of  anything, 
except  to  be  left  alone  to  live  her  own 
life." 

Lidgate  nodded. 

"She  told  me  that  tonight — I  mean 
what  had  passed  between  you — but  I 
think  she  may  have  regretted  it.  She 
is  very  lonely  now,  it  is  easy  to  see." 

"Then  I  will  go  again.     I  should  like 


to  go  tomorrow,  perhaps,"  said  Kather 
ine  eagerly. 

"I  would  wait  a  little,"  he  counselled. 
"At  least  till  we  have  settled  something 
between  us.  You  understand  how  more 
than  willing  I  am  to  help  her,  only  in 
my  case  it  is  even  more  difficult  than  in 
yours." 

"I  can  see  that.  You  were  very  "inti- 
mate >with  John  Reedham,  were  you 
not  not?" 

"We  were  like  brothers  once.  We 
lodged  together  in  our  young  manhood 
for  seven  years,  and — and  we  both  loved 
the  same  woman." 

The  words  were  out  before  he  could 
keep  them  back,  and  though  his  face 
flushed  a  little,  he  was  conscious  of  a 
sudden  and  sweet  relief. 

Of  one  thing,  at  least,  he  could  be 
sure  that  Katherine  Wrede  would  not 
misunderstand.  She  possessed  in  a  very 
rare  degree  the  gift  of  sympathetic  in- 
tuition, which  so  often  dispenses  with  the 
need  for  words. 

"Oh,  how  you  interest  me!"  she  said, 
leaning  forward  with  a  soft  beautiful 
light  in  her  eyes.  "And  yet  how  ter- 
ribly sad  it  all  is !  I  have  never  under- 
stood how  a  man  like  Reedham  could 
go  wrong.  He  had  everything  to  keep 
him  right.  Has  the  mystery  ever  been 
cleared  up  ?" 

He  shook  his  head. 

"It  will  never  be  now,  I  fear." 

The  significance  of  his  words  were  not 
lost  upon  her. 

"You  believe  that  he  committed  sui- 
cide," she  said  with  parted  lips. 

He  nodded. 

"In  my  own  mind  I  have  not  the 
slightest  doubt  of  it.  How  else  could  he 
have  eluded  the  vigilance  of  the  police  ?" 

"It  has  been  done,"  she  suggested. 
"One  night  Major  Polock,  from  Scot- 
land Yard  was  dining  here,  and  it  made 
me  quite  creepy  to  hear  him  talking 
about  the  number  of  mysterious  disap- 
pearances there  are  in  London.  Men, 
and  women  too,  simply  fall  out,  and  are 
heard  of  no  more.  They  go  out  from 
their  homes  in  the  morning  apparently 
in  good  health  and  spirits,  and  without 
any  pressing  cares,  and  they  never  come  . 
back." 
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"They  have  ulterior  motives,  1  should 
say.  in  every  case.  They  leave  London 
and  hide  themselves  in  other  countries." 

"The  Major  says  not.  He  says  more 
than  half  create  new  personalities,  new 
careers,  new  environments  for  them- 
selves, in  fact,  become  different  people." 

Lidgate  did  not  seem  credulous. 

"Such  a  course  would  not  have  been 
possible  to  poor  Rccdham.  I  am  forced 
to  the  conclusion  that  there  were  wheels 
within  wheels,  a  portion  of  his  life  that 
we  never  suspected.  And  I  am  certain 
as  certain  as  one  can  be  of  anything  for 
which  there  is  no  ocular  proof,  that  he 
is  dead." 

"It  would  te  better  so.  perhaps,  and 
one  day  in  the  future  you  may  perhaps 
comfort  his  poor  wife." 

"I  would  marry  her  now.  Miss  Wrede, 
but  I  dare  not  ask  her.  She  is  still 
absolutely  devoted  to  his  memory." 

"Ah,  but  one  cannot  live  forever  on 
memory,"  she  reminded  him.  "I  do  hope 
it  may  come  to  pass.  You  have  been  so 
truly  a  friend  to  her.  you  deserve  happi- 
ness. And  I  shall  always  be  glad  that  I 
have  known  this." 

"I  had  no  intention  of  telling  you.  I 
betraved  mvself  because  you  are  so  svm- 


pathetic.  I  have  not  yet  ceased  wjjiuler- 
ing  at  myself." 

She  smiled,  and  at  the  moment  held 
up  a  warning  finger. 

"Mark,  1  hear  them  coming  out  of  the 
library." 

At  the  moment  the  drawing-njom  door 
oiK-ned  and  .Archibald  I'urrit-,  a  fine  and 
picturesc|ue  figure  in  his  velvet  coat  ap- 
peared, lie  nodded  pleasantly  to  Lid- 
gate. 

"I  shall  be  with  you  in  a  moment,  Mr. 
Lidgate.  Charlton  is  going.  Katherine, 
come  and  bid  him  good-night." 

They  left  the  door  ajar,  and  Lidgate 
could  see  out  into  the  spacious  hall.  The 
man  they  called  Charlton  stood  under  the 
hall  lamp,  a  figure  of  ease  and  grace. 
His  clean-shaven  face  showed  clear  cut  as 
a  cameo  against  the  bright  light.  It  was 
not  famaliar  to  Lidgate.  yet  somehow  it 
interested  him  dcei)ly.  As  Charlton  turn- 
ed to  bid  Miss  Wrede  good-night,  he 
glanced  back  and  saw  Lidgate  where  he 
stood  before  the  fireplace  in  the  inner 
room.  He  turned  away  with  such  sharp- 
ness that  Katherine  Wrede  was  surprised. 
Almost  before  the  door  closed  upon  him 
he  took  out  his  handkerchief  to  wijie  the 
cold  sweat  drops  from  his  brow. 

(To  be  continued.) 


The  Last  Fight  of  the  Tennessee 

Patrick  Vaux 


I 


X  MOBILE  BAY,  ten  minutes  to  nine 
on  the  sunny  morning  of  August  5, 
1864,  a  most  amazing  spectacle  was 
to  be  witnessed.  A  single  Confed- 
erate man-of-war,  the  Tennessee,  was 
moving  out  from  under  the  shelter  of 
the  guns  of  b'ort  Morgan  to  attack  the 
I'edcral  fleet  of  three  heavily-armed  mon- 
itors and  fourteen  wooden  ships  of  war. 
their  crews  already  flushed  with  victory. 
The  clatter  of  projectiles  against  the  ar- 
mor of  the  Tennessee  was  to  mark  a 
contest    as    homeric    and    desperate,    if 


nt)t  as  deadly  in  effect  as  the  Revenge's 
great  and  glorious  fight  against  the  Span- 
ish fleet  off  Flores  in  the  Azores,  1591. 
It  was  to  be  that  the  Confederate  sur- 
rendered only  when  nothing  was  left  to 
her  either  for  tlefence  or  flight. 

Between  7  and  8  :^o  o'clock  that  morn- 
ing. Admiral  Farragut,  that  master  of 
war  on  the  waters,  had  at  last  taken  his 
fleet  up  the  Main  Ship  Channel  intc^  Mo- 
bile Bay.  over  fields  of  torpedo  and  sub- 
marine mines  and  past  the  terrible  bat- 
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teries  of  Fort  Morgan  with  its  thick  pall 
of  multi-colored  smoke. 

"D — n  the  torpedoes !"  he  had  cried, 
amid  the  terrific  crashing.  "D — n  the 
torpedoes!  Go  ahead.  Four  bells.  (The 
engineroom  signal  for  full  speed  ahead.) 
He  was  to  see  a  few  seconds  later,  when 
his  retreat  was  impracticable,  one  of  his 
monitors,  the  Tecumseh,  sent  bow  first 
to  the  bottom  by  an  exploding  mine. 

"Everything  has  a  weak  spot,  and  the 
first  thing  I  try  to  do  is  to  find  out  where 
it  is,  and  pitch  into  it  with  the  biggest 
shot  or  shell  that  I  have,  and  repeat  the 
dose  till  it  operates ;"  This  is  the  con- 
fession of  faith  stated  by  the  great  Ad- 
miral just  prior  to  the  attack.  Yet,  not 
only  could  he  state  a  principle,  but  he 
could  enforce  a  way  of  doing  things.  His 
finest  feat  was  at  Mobile  Bay  on  Sta. 
Cruz  de  Tenerifo,  1657. 

It  was  against  him,  then,  one  of  the 
three  great  admirals  of  the  modern  navy 
and  backed  with  the  concentrated 
strength  of  the  Northern  fleet,  that  Ad- 
miral Buchanan  was  throwing  himself, 
so  heroically,  so  regardless  of  conse- 
quences. 

Buchanan,  wounded  when  command- 
ing the  Merrimac  in  her  first  engage- 
ment— March  8th,  1862, — when  she 
slaughtered  the  frigates  Cumberland  and 
Congress — was  an  officer  full  of  pluck 
and  audacity ;  was  much  of  the  very  man 
to  lead  a  forlorn  hope.  What  he  decided 
to  do,  he  did  with  all  his  will.  There 
was  no  half  measures  with  him.  Yet  he 
was  only  too  apt  to  put  down  his  head, 
and  blind  with  Krieglust  smash  reckless- 
ly into  the  enemy.  Had  he  kept  in  shal- 
low waters,  and  attacked  the  Federals' 
wooden  ships  at  long  range  he  would 
have  efifected  much  and  inevitable  des- 
truction, the  monitors  with  their  heavier 
draught  and  short  range  smoothbores, 
then  being  unable  to  get  at  him.  But 
like  to  a  berserker  of  old  he  had  taken 
his  fate  into  his  hands. 

The  build  of  his  ramshackle  ironclad 
was  on  the  lines  of  the  Merrimac.  Like 
her,  she  steered  badly,  was  propelled  by 
cranky,  paralytic  engines  doing  barely 
6  knots;  and  was  manned  with  138  of  a 
complement ;  raw,  untrained  in  naval  effi- 
ciency.    Yet  steadily,  valiantly,  was  she 


now  steaming  across  the  smooth  waters 
of  Mobile  Bay  to  fight  a  force  twenty- 
five  times  her  strength. 

Behind  her  gun-port  shutters  of  5-inch 
iron,  alert  gun-captains  stood  ready  to 
click  the  defective  primers  of  six  rifled 
cannon,  two  7.12-inch  lOO-pounders, 
mounted  f©rward  and  aft,  and  two  6,4- 
inch  95-pounders  on  each  broadside.  Gun 
squads  held  themselves  braced  and  taut 
in  body  for  instant  duty.  Behind  her  5 
to  8-inch  armoured  sides  was  as  brave  a 
crew  as  ever  got  scourged  by  resentful 
nerves. 

In  the  plated  pilot-house  of  her, 
Buchanan  had  noted  the  enemy  hurriedly 
getting  under  way  again.  Attack  the 
ram,  not  only  with  your  guns  but  bows, 
at  full  speed,  had  been  Farragut's  signal 
to  his  ships.  His  surgeon  he  had  sent 
over  to  monitors  moored  some  distance 
away,  with  instructions  for  them  to  move 
in  to  the  attack. 

About  9 130  a.  m.  the  U.  S.  Mononga- 
hela  opened  the  last  naval  fight  of  the 
Southern  Confederation.  At  full  speed 
she  rammed  the  clumsy  ironclad,  fair 
amidships  on  her  starboard  side.  On 
board  the  Tennessee  lurching  port-shut- 
ters slid  open  and  rifled  guns  bellowed 
forth  their  deadly  missies.  The  broad- 
side of  the  Federal,  discharged  at  right 
angles,  pattered  like  to  hail  against  the 
thick  plating  of  the  undamaged  Confed- 
erate. Suddenly  the  thundering  Mon- 
ongahela  swung  away. 

To  port,  the  Lackawanna  was  charg- 
ing down.  She  smashed  against  the  port 
quarter  of  the  Tennessee,  but  failed  to 
hurt  her ;  slowly  came  round  and  for  a 
few  minutes  lay  alongside,  keeping  up 
a  hot  musketry  fire  on  the  enemy's  gun- 
ports,  and  hammering  out  with  the  only 
9-inch  gun  available.  One  of  the  Ten- 
nessee's port  shutters  was  beaten  in  by 
the  continuous  rain  of  shot.  Its  iron 
splinters  harrowed  the  adjoining  gun 
crews,  flaying  the  flesh,  and  lodging  deep 
in  wincing  bodies.  The  ironclad's  shell 
burst  inside  the  Lackawanna  with  dis- 
astrous efifect,  the  redhot  fragments  firing 
the  shattered  wood.  Yet  the  Northerners 
served  their  guns  coolly.  One  of  them 
giving  ear  to  scurrilous  speech,  flung  at 
them,   picked   up   a   holystone — the   first 
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thing  liandy — and  slinging  it  through 
the  Confederates  open  gun-port,  smote 
him  into  silence. 

But  a  sterner  foe,  Farragut,  in  the 
wooden-walled  Hartford,  was  now  bear- 
ing down,  and  Admiral  sought  Admiral. 
Bow-on,  the  two  antagonists  tramped  to- 
ward each  other,  both  intentling  to  ram. 
Nearer  the  bellicose  vessels  swept.  Sud- 
denly the  Tennessee  swerved,  fearing  to 
be  dragged  down  by  the  rammed  battle- 
ship ;  gusty  mouthed  men  breathed  easier 
and  plied  their  mighty  guns.  The 
Union's  flagship  ground  along  her  side, 
9-inch  missies  hopping  off  her  plating. 
Well  it  was  for  the  Tennessee  her  sides 
were  thick,  for  the  primers  of  all  her 
guns  save  one,  had  missed  fire.  The 
crew  of  the  flagship  heard  the  harmless 
clickings. 

It  was  now  the  infuriate  Lackawanna, 
having  circled  round,  bungled  her  steer- 
ing and  collided  against  the  Hartford's 
starboard  side.  Lidignantly  the  flagship 
talked  to  her :  "For  God's  sake,  get  out 
of  our  way,  and  anchor,"  and  plunging 
ahead  at  full  speed  again  made  to  ram 
the  enemy. 

Litrepidly  the  Confederates  awaited 
her  onset  for  the  stability  and  strength  of 
the  ironclad  had  calmed  feverish  men. 
Soon  the  prickling  blood  of  fury  and 
desperate  action  was  to  enflame  their 
louring  faces,  for  the  monitors  at  last 
were  closing  in,  slowly,  deliberately  as  if 
sure  of  their  prey.  It  was  now  to  be  ar- 
moured vessel  against  armoured — a  con- 
test for  which  the  South  was  ineffective- 
ly furnished  compared  with  the  North 
and  her  trained  naval  personnel. 

On  board  the  Tennessee  there  was  es- 
pied a  hideous  looking  monster  creeping 
up  on  our  port  side,  where  a  slowly  re- 
volving turret  revealed  the  cavernous 
depths  of  a  mammoth  gun.  Throughout 
the  Confederate's  casemate  rang  the  or- 
der, "Stand  clear  of  the  port  side."  One 
moment  later,  a  deafening  detonation 
thundered  out.  a  burst  of  thick  sulphur- 
ous smoke  seethed  against  the  port  gun 
shutters  of  the  Tennessee,  and  the  16- 
inch  shot  of  the  Manhattan's  pierced  iron 
plate  and  wooden  packing.  l>ut  the  huge 
projectile  stuck  in  the  side  of  the  enemy, 
her  inside  nettings  caught  the  splinters, 
and  no  casualties  resulted. 

Then  the  Confederate's  great  guns  be- 


gan to  splutter  madly,  chaotically,  and 
the  besmutcheil  faces  of  her  swaying 
gunners  assumed  rigid  lines,  for  now'  the 
guns  of  the  other  monitors,  Winnebago 
and  Chickasaw,  were  thwacking  out  at 
them.  A  far-spreading  drift  of  smoke 
settled  down,  splashed  crimson  and  or- 
ange by  fire  from  the  great  guns.  Amid 
their  stunning,  interminable  roaring  the 
Tennessee  was  reeling  and  shaking  and 
staggering,  for  the  W  innebago  and  Chi- 
ckasaw were  pounding  with  square-head- 
ed, steel  bolts  at  the  after  part  of  her 
casement,  starting  the  armour,  and  shoot- 
ing away  her  steering  tackle.  Her  fun- 
nel was  carried  away,  short  within  the 
casemate  amidships,  and  smoke  poured 
into  the  confinetl  battery,  coil  ui)on  coil, 
dense,  stiffling,  intolerably  hot.  One  gun 
became  disabled,  and  three  port-shutters 
got  jammed  in  their  sides.  Still  black- 
bodied  men  cursing,  grunting,  gasping  in 
that  unbearable  atmosphere,  strove  to 
work  their  guns.  If  obduracy  and  eflFort 
ever  won  a  fight,  the  Confederates  had 
been  victorious  that  morning. 

An  effort  was  made  to  clear  away  the 
porthole  shutters.  One  of  the  engine- 
room  staft',  with  intrepidity  hardly  ever 
equalled,  leant  himself  against  the  side  of 
the  casemate,  and  began  hammering  the 
pins  out  of  the  jammed  lids.  It  was  just 
outside  where  he  was  working,  that  a 
projectile  hit  the  plating  and  caused  such 
a  tremendous  concussion  that  he  was 
scattered  piecemeal,  over  the  grimy  deck. 

The  Confederate  flagship  was  helpless. 
She  was  an  inert  hulk  of  old  iron  now. 
Her  Admiral  was  lying  below,  severely 
wounded.  She  could  neither  fire  a  gun, 
nor  m.anoeuvrc.  ram  or  do  any  further 
damage  whatever ;  yet  for  twenty  min- 
utes more  she  faced  the  fire  from  the 
monitors,  that  were  most  energetically 
battering  her  frames  apart.  Then,  with 
]>uchanan's  consent,  the  white  flag  was 
shoved  up  into  the  air  through  the  case- 
mate grating,  but  not  being  observed  by 
the  enemy,  had  to  be  waved  by  Captain 
Johnson  from  her  uj)per  deck,  a  very 
hurricane  of  missies  whistling  about  him. 

Close  on  10  o'clock  it  was  when  the 
I'ederal  flag  was  hoisted  on  boar<l  the 
Tennessee.  The  last  note  of  the  South 's 
marine  had  been  sounded.  April  7th, 
1865,  dates  the  collapse  on  land  of  the 
resistance  of  the  Southern  Confederation. 


The  Shadow  of  a  Great  Mistake 


Isabel  Macdonald 


EFFIE'S  heart  misgave  her  as  she 
looked  at  the  remainder  of  that 
half  bag  of  flour.  She  could  have 
made  two  more  pies,  but  the  drip- 
ping was  done  and  there  was  only  enough 
butter  in  the  cellar  to  last  till  the  next 
churning.  She  had  hoped  that  the  thrash- 
ers would  have  finished  that  last  stack  of 
wheat  in  time  to  get  over  to  Cummin's 
for  their  supper,  but  it  was  five  o'clock 
now  and  they  stopped  at  six. 

She  knew  the  men  would  grumble,  but 
old  Burrows  was  angry  and  objected  to 
their  being  too  well  fed.  They  were  a 
"damned  lazy  lot,"  he  said,  and  Effie 
was  to  blame  for  their  "loafin'  around  so 
long."  His  thrashing  had  not  been  done 
in  the  stipulated  time.  There  had  been 
a  slight  fall  of  snow  one  day  and  the 
stacks  got  damp,  then  something  had 
gone  wrong  with  the  engine  and  there 
was  another  half-day  of  idleness.  Joe 
Wilkins  was  running  the  engine  and  the 
old  man  had  given  him  a  blowing  up 
about  it. 

At  half-past  five  Effie  peeped  out  of 
the  kitchen  window  to  see  if  the  men 
were  finished  at  the  stacks.  She  saw 
Joe  Wilkins  break  off  from  a  group 
standing  by  the  engine  and  come  toward 
the  house.  She  wondered  what  brought 
him — perhaps  he  had  something  to  say 
to  Burrows — but  no,  that  could  not  be, 
for  yonder  was  the  old  man  himself, 
walking  back  and  forth  by  the  granary. 
She  put  on  a  clean  aporn  and  flutifed  out 
her  hair  a  bit — it  was  a  red  gold  that 
shone  in  the  sunlight,  setting  off  her  pale, 
clear  skin  to  advantage. 

"Ah,  Miss  Miller,  1  guess  you  thought 
you'd  got  rid  of  me  and  jolly  glad  of  it, 
I  reckon,  but  here  I  am  back  again  in 
spite  of  fate.'' 

"Oh,  Mr.  Wilkins,  what  have  you  done 
to  your  finger?" 

"Just  chopped  it  off,  but  not  quite.  I'd 
just  like  to  wash  my  hand  and  wrap  it 
up  a  bit." 


She  had  disappeared  ere  the  words 
were  out  of  his  mouth  to  fly  back  with  a 
basin  of  warm  water,  a  piece  of  white 
cotton,  scissors  and  thread. 

"I  wouldn't  mind  having  you  always 
when  accidents  happen,"  the  young  man 
said  softly,  as  he  felt  the  soothing  touch 
of  her  deft  fingers  binding  up  his  maimed 
hand.  Her  face  was  bent  a  little  lower 
over  her  task  as  she  replied,  "I  reckon 
you  weren't  coming  up  to  the  house  again 
if  this  hadn't  happened." 

"Eh?  What's  that  you  say?  Well  I 
guess  if  I  hadn't  been  coming  back  to- 
day or  to-morrow,  I'd  have  been  the  day 
after." 

"Ha,  ha,  Mr.  Wilkins,  do  you  think  I 
believe  you?" 

"Honest,  I  mean  what  I  say.  I  am 
coming  around  with  the  cutter  some  of 
these  days  when  the  first  fall  of  snow 
comes.  You'll  come  with  me  for  a  drive, 
won't  you?" 

"Oh,  Mr.  Wilkins,  but  you  are  no^^ 
coming  just  for  me,  are  you?" 

"Sure.  Won't  the  old  lady  let  you  go?" 

"Yes,  I  suppose  so,  but — it's  very  kind 
of  you,  but,  there  must  be  someone  else 
you'd  like  to  take,  is  there  not?" 

"Well,  not  that  I  know  of,  and  if  there 
is,  they'll  just  have  to  be  kind  of  self- 
sacrificing  for  a  while,"  Joe  replied,  wita 
a  merry  light  in  his  eyes. 

The  drive  came  off  all  right.  It  was 
the  first  time  Efiie  had  ever  been  in  a 
cutter  and  to  her  intoxicated  senses,  the 
sweet  tingling  air,  the  rhythm  of  sound 
and  sight  and  motion  over  the  beautiful 
snowy  ground  seemed  like  a  dream  of 
heaven.  Joe  drove  past  his  own  place, 
"just  to  let  her  see  the  shack."  It  was  a 
siuig,  cosy  log  house  of  three  apartments, 
well  plastered  and  neatly  finished  inside. 

Having  inspected  the  premises,  includ- 
ing the  sod  roofed  stable  and  the  straw 
stacks,  where  Joe's  ten  head  of  cattle 
were  feeding,  they  drove  back  across  his 
east  quarter-section,  "a.  fine  bit  of  land," 
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as  he  said,  which  would  yield  good  crops 
when  he  got  it  broken. 

Effie  was  not  surprised  when  they 
drove  up  the  banks  of  the  ravine,  where 
the  horses  had  to  walk  and  the  bells  soft- 
ened from  a  merry  jingle  to  an  intermit- 
tent melody,  that  Joe  should  slip  her  hand 
into  his  beneath  the  butifaio  robes  and,  as 
he  searched  her  fair  little  childlike  face, 
make  the  old  request  that  is  fraught  with 
all  the  trenuilous  hope  and  desire  of 
which  the  human  heart  is  capable. 

And  Effie  !  Was  it  mistrust  of  her  own 
heart  or  some  memory  of  the  past  that 
made  her  face  grow  strangely  pale  and 
the  little  hand  tremble  so  within  his.  No, 
she  did  not  say  "yes,"  but  Joe  was  to 
understand  that  they  might  still  be 
friends.  She  knew  his  pride  was  wound- 
ed, though,  and  that  vague  misgivings 
would  stir  within  his  heart;  he  would 
think  he  had  been  too  hasty  or  that  one 
of  the  other  fehows  had  got  within  the 
sanctuary  of  her  affections  before  him. 
For  Dan  Skimming  had  made  bold  to 
show  Effie  that  he  was  smitten  since  the 
first  day  of  the  thrashing.  He  had  boast- 
ed to  her  that  his  team  were  the  best  in 
the  neighborhood,  and  that  he  was  going 
to  put  up  a  frame  house  in  the  spring. 

"You  'er  coming  in?"  she  said  as  they 
drew  up  in  front  of  the  Burrow's  house. 

"No,  thank  you ;  I  have  to  go  home 
and  fan  some  wheat  now.  I  am  taking  a 
load  into  town  to-morrow." 

The  blue  grey  yes  looked  up  into  his 
with  a  wistful,  yearning  expression,  but 
her  lips  refused  to  plead  their  cause.  She 
knew  that  Joe  was  angry  with  himself 
and  with  her  as  he  turned  the  team  and 
drove  home.  She  watched  him  drive 
down  the  road,  then  she  went  into  the 
house  and  up  to  her  own  room  to  sit 
there  a  long  time  dry-eyed  and  tearless, 
with  her  little  pale  face  buried  in  her 
hands — only  a  deep  drawn  sigh  now  and 
then  as  if  striving  to  lift  the  dead  weight 
of  her  own  heart. 

It  was  old  Mrs.  Burrows  who  man- 
aged it — how,  it  would  be  difficult  to 
teil.  But  the  old  lady  had  a  shrewd 
knowledge  of  the  world  together  with  a 
certain  spontaneous  kindness  of  heart, 
though  not  over-burdened  with  senti- 
ment, and  she  had  taken  to  Effie  from 


the   first   day   she  came   to   the   farm   as 
a  hired  girl. 

"They're  just  the  very  fit  for  each 
other  and  there  that  girl  is  wastin'  her 
life  mopin'  and  sighin'  all  the  day  when 
she  might  make  a  decent  match  and 
have  a  bit  home  of  her  own.  Say  Father, 
can't  ye  get  Joe  over  liere  on  some  pre- 
text or  other?" 

The  old  man  wasn't  paying  any  atten- 
tion to  her  just  then,  but  suddenly  he 
took  his  pipe  out  of  his  mouth  and  look- 
ed round  at  his  wife,  "What's  that  ye 
were  saying  Mother?" 

The  old  couple  had  once  had  a  little 
daughter  who  had  died  from  want  of 
proper  medical  skill  in  the  hard  early 
days.  It  was  away  in  those  dim  and 
misty  years  that  are  never  to  be  recalled, 
but  "Father"  and  "Mother"  they  had  al- 
ways been  to  each  other  since  then. 

"Bring  Joe  over  here?  Ay  ther's  the 
new  well  to  crib — he  might  gi'me  a  help- 
in'  hand  wi'  it." 

Joe  had  been  reluctant  to  c<jme.  Effte 
knew  why  and  she  secretly  feared  for 
them  both,  knowing  that  Joe's  embar- 
rassment would  be  as  great  as  her  own 
should  Mrs.  Burrows  "walk  into  him" 
as  she  threatened  to  do.  Her  fears  were 
realized  as  she  listened  behind  the  kitchen 
door  the  first  day  he  came  to  assist  with 
the  well.  It  was  after  dinner  and  Joe 
had  sat  down  by  the  fire  to  have  a  quiet 
smoke,  unsuspicious  of  the  old  lady's  con- 
fidential mood. 

"See  here  Joe  Wilkins,  I  was  jes  say- 
in'  to  Father  the  other  day,  what's  the 
use  o'  folk  spoiiin'  life  a'  for  a  bit  non- 
sense. The  old  man  turned  on  me  and 
says,  "Mind  yer  own  business,  woman, 
and  let  them  be,"  but  I  says  to  him,  says. 
I,  'No,  that's  not  my  way.  Ye  mind  how 
I  asked  you  a  straight  question  and  you 
had  to  say  as  what  ye  meant  by  comin' 
over  home  an'  sittin'  aside  the  stove  every 
night.  Bill  Slocum  had  done  it  for  a 
year  an'  it  was  that  awkward ;  I  never 
could  git  the  kettle  off  the  stove  or  open 
the  oven  door  when  I  was  in  a  hurry. 
An'  then  first  thing  as  I  knew  he's  taken 
up  with  Kate  McGee  and  married  her  in 
three  months.  So  I  just  says  to  myself, 
kin'  o'  knowin'  like.  I'll  have  no  foolin' 
from  Jim  Burrows'— and  that  was  how 
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we  came  together.  But  Efifie  hasn't  the 
grit — she's  only  a  lassie,  ye  know,  an' 
ye  musn't  mind  her  being  a  bit  shy,  Joe. 
Ye're  the  very  fit  for  each  other,  as  I 
said  to  the  Old  Man,  Effie  can  milk  and 
bake  and  churn  good's  the  whole  bunch 
o'  them  Alorton  girls.  She's  a  ketch  for 
any  lad,  an'  Dan  Skimming's  runnin'  it 
pretty  close  with  you  Joe.  He'd  be  for 
drivin'  round  here  every  night  if  the  Old 
Man  didn't  let  him  know  as  he  grudged 
the  hay  for  his  team." 

Effie  felt  that  Mrs.  Burrows'  well- 
meant  advice  would  be  enough  to 
frighten  Joe  away  forever,  and  from  a 
casual  remark  he  let  slip  that  night  she 
suspected  that  he  intended  to  skip  clear 
of  the  well  cribbing  before  it  was  finish- 
ed. On  the  second  morning,  however, 
when  they  started  work  he  had  the  mis- 
fortune to  lose  his  footing  on  the  slip- 
pery, ice-sheeted  edge  of  the  well  and 
fall  in,  resulting  in  a  broken  ankle  and 
very  nearly  costing  him  his  life. 

Joe  was  carefully  tended  in  the  days 
that  followed — a  doctor  was  brought 
from  town  and  with  Effie's  skill  at  nurs- 
ing the  ankle  soon  healed.  He  was  low 
spirited,  however,  and  prostested  that  he 
must  go  home  for  this  was  a  time  when 
he  could  not  afford  to  be  idle;  he  had 
only  sold  one  load  of  wheat  and  the  rest 
was  not  cleaned  yet,  and  there  would 
soon  be  a  slump  in  the  elevators.  But 
Effie  laughed  and  chatted  like  a  light- 
hearted  child,  though  sometimes  there 
was  a  pensive  sadness  in  her  eyes  when 
absorbed  in  thought. 

Six  weeks  elapsed  after  Joe  went  home 
before  the  Burrows  household  saw  any 
more  of  him.  Effie  used  to  watch  for 
the  light  in  his  shanty  at  night.  It  could 
be  seen  by  standing  at  the  west  end  of  the 
stable,  and  she  knew  just  when  he  had 
finished  the  chores  in  the  evening  and 
went  into  the  house  to  light  up.  She 
wondered  if  he  felt  lonely  and  what  he 
had  for  his  supper. 

Dan  Skimming  still  persisted  in  mak- 
ing his  presence  familiar  at  the  farm. 
But  two  nights  before  the  ball  at  Walk- 
er's, Joe  put  in  an  appearance  again. 
Effie  was  preparing  supper  and  Dan  was 
sitting  with  his  feet  up  on  the  front  of 
the  stove.     When  Effie  opened  the  door 


for  him,  Joe  walked  in  with  an  uncon- 
cerned expression,  which  was  evidently 
assumed,  for  Effie  knew  of  the  antipathy 
between  them,  and  she  could  see  that  the 
presence  of  the  other  man  would  be  like 
a  wet  blanket  on  Joe's  spirits,  whenever 
he  entered  the  house.  Yet  it  was  not  her 
fault  that  Dan  was  loafing  about,  for  he 
was  pretty  thick-skinned,  and  it  took 
more  than  a  gentle  innuendo  to  let  that 
gentleman  know  that  his  company  was 
unw^elcome. 

"Do  you  suppose  I  could  borrow  half- 
a-dozen  bags  off  the  old  man  ?"  Joe  asked 
in  an  abstract,  indolent  tone  as  he  warm- 
ed his  hands  before  the  fire. 

"Sure — I  just  patched  some  old  ones 
yesterday  for  the  men,  and  they  said  this 
morning  they  would  not  need  them  now, 
as  they've  got  the  grain  all  busheled," 
Effie  answered,  assuming  that  the  ques- 
tion was  addressed  to  her.  "Yes  going 
to  put  up  the  horse,  Mr.  W'ilkins,"  she 
added,  glancing  out  of  the  window. 

"W' ell,  I  don't  know,"  Joe  replied  with 
a  displomatic  attempt  to  veil  his  motives, 
"Perhaps  I  might,  though,"  and  with  as- 
sumed indifference,  as  if  acting  on  second 
thoughts,  he  swung  out  of  the  house. 

"Mr.  W'ilkins — Joe!"  she  said  softly, 
as  she  came  out  after  him  with  a  shawl 
thrown  over  her  shoulders ;  "there  is'nt 
room  in  the  stable  for  your  pony.  Skim- 
ming has  his  team  in,  but  couldn't  you — " 
She  thought  for.  a  moment  as  if  devising 
a  means  to  detain  him. 

"W'^ell,  I  guess,  you  see,  Effie,  I 
thought  as  you  might  come  with  me  to 
the  dance  over  to  W'alker's  to-night — we 
could  start  right  off,  ye  know." 

"Oh,  Mr.  Wilkins!" 

"Will  you  come,  or  not?"  There  was 
firmness,  even  a  rough  note  in  Joe's 
.voice. 

"Yes,  I  think  I  might,"  the  words  came 
forth  in  a  tremulous  whisper,  but  his 
alert  ear  caught  the  answer. 

Then  Effie  ran  in  and  Joe  led  the  horse 
round  to  the  sheltered  side  of  the  house, 
and  threw  one  of  the  fur  rugs  over  it,  for 
protection. 

There  were  plenty  of  gossiping  tongues 
in  the  neighborhood  to  spread  the  news 
far  and  wide  that  Joe  Wilkins  had  taken 
Effie   Miller  ta  the  dance  ;    the  truthful 


THE    SHADOW    OF    A    G  K  E  A  T    M  I  S  1'  A  K'  E 


03 


facts  soon  dwindled  into  dreamy  fiction, 
and  ere  a  week  had  elapsed  since  the 
night  of  festivities  at  Walker's,  the  news 
was  scattered  broadcast  over  the  country 
side  that  Joe  and  Effie  were  engaged, 
i'erhaps  ^Irs.  Burrows  had  a  hand  in  it, 
seeing  that  her  mind  was  set  on  the 
match,  but  be  that  as  it  may,  the  young 
people  did  not  appear  to  resent  it,  fur- 
ther than  a  casual  contradiction  on  Joe's 
part,  when  questioned  directly  upon  the 
subject  by  Bill  Morris.  But  he  muttered 
to  himself  immediately  after  that  "folk 
needn't  ask  such  personal  things  as  a  fel- 
low has  a  right  to  keep  to  himself." 

The  upshot  of  it  was  that  one  crisp 
bright  day,  the  week  before  Christmas, 
Joe  and  Efiie  drove  over  to  River  Bank, 
and  got  the  Rev.  McX'ane  to  marry  them. 
They  were  settled  down  in  their  own 
snug  little  home  for  at  least  five  days  be- 
fore the  startled  neighborhood  knew  what 
had  happened. 

But  it  was  not  always  a  safe  thing  to 
disappoint  the  local  gossips  of  what  they 
considered  their  legal  prey,  and  Effie,  by 
doing  so,  merited  their  displeasure  to 
such  an  extent  that  all  that  winter  vindic- 
tive little  tales  were  circulated  about  her 
housekeeping,  her  husband  and  even  her 
own  family  connections,  of  which  they 
knew  nothing,  but  had,  on  this  account, 
all  the  more  room  for  speculation. 

Joe  and  Effie,  however,  lived  happily 
indifferent  to  all  such  warring  winds 
without,  sheltered  and  content  within 
their  own  snug  little  log  house,  with  its 
white  plastered  walls,  its  polished  stove, 
uncurtained  windows  and  ornate  rag  car- 
pets on  the  floor,  the  art  of  making  which 
Effie  had  learned  from  motherly  old  Mrs. 
Burrows. 

Of  a  winter's  night,  when  the  wind 
howled  outside  and  the  snow  drifted  in 
eddying  wreaths  up  against  the  shack, 
Joe  would  come  in  from  doing  the  chores 
and  sitting  down  in  front  of  the  stove 
with  his  chair  tilted  back  and  his  feet 
stuck  up  before  the  blazing  fire,  would 
light  his  pipe  and  sit  there  with  a  smile 
of  meditative  contentment  on  his  face. 

It  gave  Ef!ie  a  loving  satisfaction  to  see 
him  thus,  and  yet  deep  down  in  her  heart 
it  strengthened  the  pain  of  that  dreadful 
doubt  and  uncertainty,  which  against  all 


the  temptations  of  a  happy  home,  had 
held  her  back  so  long  from  marrying 
Joe,  She  sometimes  stopped,  conscience 
stricken,  to  wonder  if  some  horrible  pun- 
ishment would  not  be  meted  out  to  her  in 
payment  of  her  injustice  to  him,  for  that 
portion  of  her  life  which  she  had  held 
back  from  him. 

One  day  in  earl  yspring,  when  Joe  had 
just  commenced  the  harrowing,  and  after 
a  hard  morning's  work  was  watering  the 
horses  at  the  well,  the  dog  suddenly  flew 
down  the  road,  barking  furiously.  Rover 
had  an  inveterate  hatred  of  strangers, 
and  could  scent  them  a  mile  away.  Eftie 
looked  out  of  the  window  and  her  eyes 
followed  the  resentful  old  collie;  she 
could  see  a  man  crossing  the  field  of  last 
year's  breaking,  that  bordered  on  Bill 
Morris's  homestead.  The  man  was  evi- 
dently a  stranger,  else  he  would  not  have 
got  off  the  trail.  Joe  was  watching  him. 
too,  and  waved  to  him  how  to  get  round 
the  slough,  after  mounting  the  fence. 

Something  in  the  man's  appearance,  as 
he  drew  nearer  awakened  an  unpleasant 
apprehension  in  Ef?ie's  mind.  She  tried 
to  persuade  herself  that  she  had  not  seen 
him  before,  but  her  fears  grew  into  cer- 
tainty as  the  man  approached.  She  re- 
cognized the  battered  felt  hat,  and  who 
else  but  Sam  Petrie  could  have  that 
slouching  gait.  He  had  once  been  shot 
in  a  saloon  brawl,  and  his  left  leg  was 
stiff.  Effie  leaned  against  the  window,  a 
chill  dread  at  her  heart  and  her  mind 
stunned  into  inaction.  She  had  once 
feared  Petrie,  but  now  it  was  a  feeling  of 
bitter  hatred  that  took  possession  of  her. 
How  had  he  dared  to  come  here  with  the 
villainous  purpose  of  ruining  her  happi- 
ness. 

Joe  was  hospitable,  and  was  sure  to  in- 
vite him  in.  Through  the  open  door  she 
could  hear  their  conversation. 

"Fine  day,"  the  stranger  said,  slouch- 
ing up  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets. 
"Gettin'  a  bit  like  spring  now."  he  added, 
coming  to  a  standstill  and  glancing  up 
into  the  vast  azure  canopy,  where  a  dark 
triangular  streak  moved  northward,  in- 
dicating a  flock  of  wild  geese  on  their  re- 
turn flight. 

"Ay."  Joe  responded.  "I  reckon  ye're 
a  stranger  in  these  parts?" 


I04 


WESTWARD    HO!     MAGAZINE 


"Yeve  struck  it  right." 
"Spent  the  winter  here?" 
"No,  just  out — and  I'm  lookin'  up  n 
job  of  some  kind.  I  met  a  man,  as  1 
came  along  the  trail,  who  said  as  he 
thought  you  might  want  help  for  the 
spring  work,  so  I  supposed  there'd  be  no 
harm  in  trying  you." 

"Umph,"  Joe  was  doubtful  that  any  of 
his  neighbors  would  have  made  such  a 
suggestion,  knowing  that  he  never  hired 
help  except  at  thrashing  time.  "Well,  ye 
see  it's  like  this,  a  fellow  like  me  wants  to 
do  his  own  work,  if  he  can.  It's  more 
saving." 

"Wouldn't  you  want  a  helpin'  hand 
with  the  harrowing,  just  for  a  week  or 
two  ?  I've  done  a  bit  o'  harrowing  on  a 
farm  down  eat,  for  a  few  days,  before  I 
came  up  here,"  the  other  responded. 

'"Have  you  walked  all  the  way  from 
town?  Come  in  and  have  a  bite  of  din- 
ner with  us." 

Was  it  possible  he  did  not  know  of  her 
whereabouts,  Effie  asked  herself.  That 
he  had  only  come  here  by  chance  ?  They 
had  gone  down  to  the  stable  with  the 
horses  and  she  could  think  a  bit.  The 
table  was  set  and  the  dinner  was  cooking 
on  the  fire.  She  could  avoid  detection  by 
feigning  illness,  knowing  that  her  white 
face  and  shaken  nerves  would  carry  out 
the  deception,  and  Joe  could  attend  to 
the  visitor  himself. 

Shutting  herself  into  the  bedroom  she 
revolved  in  her  mind  all  possible  means 
of  escape  from  the  cruel  humiliation 
which  she  feit  to  be  inevitably  facing 
her.  Like  a  person  in  the  desperate 
throes  of  drowning,  the  whole  panorama 
of  her  past  life  was  flashed  before  her 
with  a  painful  knowledge  that  all  was 
about  to  be  lost. 

The  men  entered  the  house  and  sat 
down.  There  was  silence  for  a  few 
minutes,  and  then  she  heard  Joe  apolo- 
gizing for  her  absence. 

"I  guess  the  wife  was  not  expecting 
visitors,  or  maybe  she  is  out  feeding  the 
chickens.  But  sit  in  to  the  fire  and 
warm  yourself,  while  I  go  and  hunt  up 
the  Misses."  Joe,  acting  on  first  thought, 
was  just  going  out  of  the  house  when 
he  heard  his  wife's  voice  feebly  calling 
him  from  the  next  room. 


"Why,  what's  the  matter,  Effie?  You 
look  as  white's  a  ghost.  You've  had  a 
faint,  eh?  What's  come  over  ye,  lass? 
'T  got  a  fright  when  I  saw  you  coming 
in  with  that  ugly  looking  man,"  she  re- 
plied, her  large 'blue  eyes  speaking  the 
truth  of  it  like  a  child. 

To  this  Joe  laughed  incredulously.  "I 
reckon  he  aint  an  old  lover  o'  yours,  eh? 
He's  from  the  other  side  and  seems  a 
sort  o'  decent  chap — he  wants  some  work 
badly,  and  I've  kind  of  half  promised  to 
give  him  something  to  do.  What's  wrong 
Effie.  Why  do  you  look  at  me  like 
that? 

For  answer  Effie  only  gave  a  hysteri- 
cal laugh.  She  was  half  reclining  on  the 
bed  with  tear-stained  cheeks  and  a  woe- 
begone expression  Joe  had  never  seen 
before. 

"I  wonder  that  you  don't  know  better 
than  to  waste  yer  pity  on  the  scum  o' 
the  earth,  Joe — ye'll  find  him  like  all  the 
others — a  lazy  good-for-nothing." 

"Well,  it's  this  way,  Effie,  I  don't  ex- 
actly need  him,  but  I  like  to  give  a  fel- 
low a  helping  hand  now  and  then."  Bui 
Effie's  face  hardened. 

"I  wouldn't  have  brought  him  into  the 
house  if  I'd  a  been  you — he's  such  a  ruf- 
fian like — I  saw  him  through  the  win 
dow." 

"Well,  I  guess  I'll  have  to  get  him 
some  grub  anyhow.  Where  do  you  keep 
things  ?" 

Effie  gave  him  directions  about  the 
dinner  and  soon  she  heard  the  men  pull- 
ing in  their  chairs  to  the  table. 

"Ye're  fixed  up  kin'  o'  snug  here,  ain't 
ye       Just  late  married  I  expect." 

"Ay,  that's  so,"  Joe  responded  phleg- 
matically. 

"Umph !  Things  go  kin'  o'  smooth 
for  a  while,"  Petrie's  voice  had  an  aud- 
ible sneer  in  it. 

"You  speak  a  bit  sarcastic.  Ever  tried 
it  yourself?"  Joe  answered  with  an  at- 
tempted civility. 

"Waal,  I  reckon  so.  The  gal  ran 
away." 

"Oh,  you  were  kind  of  broken  up 
about  it  and  came  out  here,  eh?" 

"That's  about  it.    I'm  looking  for  her."' 

"Then  she  came  to  this  country  too? 

I'd  have  stayed  on  the  other  side  if  I'd 
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been  you.  Nothing  like  having  space  be- 
tween you  when  once  you've  quarreled." 

"Yes,  my  friend,  but  ye  see  1  don't 
mean  to  allow  no  such  tantrums  as  that. 
When  a  man's  married  he's  married  and 
his  wife  hez  a  right  to  stand  by  him." 

"Well  I  haven't  had  to  think  the  mat- 
ter over,  Mr.  Petrie,  because  Effie  and 
I  have  never  had  a  quarrel  yet.  But 
it  seems  to  me  if  I  were  a  gel  as  wanted 
to  be  left  alone  Id  get  to  know  how  to 
handle  a  revolver.  That's  what  they  do 
here." 

"Ye  mean  to  say  that  ye  would  shelter 
the  lass  agin  her  husband?" 

"No,  Mr.  Petrie,  1  didn't  exactly  mean 
that — 1  merely  suggested  as  there  might 
be  faults  on  both  sides.  But  never  mind, 
wo  wont  say  no  more  on  the  subject  see- 
ing as  1  don't  know  her  nor  much  about 
yerself  either." 

So  it  was  evident  Petrie  did  not  mean 
to  reveal  himself  to  Joe  just  at  once. 
There  was  some  comfort  in  this,  though 
it  did  not  quiet  her  turbulent  feelings. 
What  other  devilish  scheme  would  he 
employ  to  torment  her,  she  asked  herself, 
for  she  more  than  suspected  now  that 
he  knew  she  was  Joe's  wife. 

The  men  finished  their  meal  without 
liaving  much  more  to  say  to  each  other 
and  to  her  great  relief  she  heard  them 
rise  and  go  out  of  the  house. 

Joe  came  in  again  to  tell  her  how  he 
had  succeeded  in  getting  rid  of  the 
visitor.  Effie  watched  jeaiously  for  any 
indication  of  suspicion  in  her  husband's 
face  and  manner,  but  it  was  evident  that 
their  conversation  outside  had  not  re- 
vealed any  more  to  Joe  than  she  had 
overheard. 

Joe  drove  into  town  the  following  Sat- 
urday to  buy  some  farm  implements.  It 
was  unusually  late  when  he  came  home. 
l:^ffie  had  stood  long  outside  the  shanty 
in  the  chilly  moonlight  listening  for  the 
rattle  of  the  wagon  coming  down 
through  the  ravine. 

"What's  kept  you  till  this  time  of 
night?"  she  asked'  him  as  he  unhitched 
the  team.  Joe  only  gave  a  grunt  in 
response  and  she  knew  that  something 
was  wrong. 

His  face  had  a  sullen  look  as  he  came 
into  the  house.     "Tell  you  what,  lass,  it's 


you  that's  getting  a  name  round  the 
country-side.' 

"What's  put  you  out  o'  sorts  tonight, 
Joe?" 

"I'm  not  out  o'  sorts,  wife,  all  1  want 
is  a  straight  answer  to  a  straight  ques- 
tion. ll(jw  is  it  you  come  to  know  the 
man  Petrie?  1  kind  of  thought  as  there 
was  some  reason  for  your  being  so  scared 
of  him." 

"Joe,  who  said  as  1  knew  him?" 

"Don't  yer  face  tell  it?" 

"Joe!  Joe!"  Etitie  trembled  and  tears 
choked  her  voice  as  she  threw  herself 
down  on  the  couch,  "it's  all  lies  they've 
been  telling  you.  Who  says  1  knew 
him  ?  You  don't  mean  to  tell  me  as 
you'd  believe  what  Petrie  would  say. 
You  know  as  well  as  I  do  he's  a  man 
as  is  not  tit  to  live.  Joe,  it's  downright 
cruel  of  you  to  bring  this  up  against 
me."  Her  eyes  brightened  with  some- 
thing like  the  look  of  a  deer  brought  to 
bay  when  it  suddenly  feels  the  strength 
to  defend  itself,  and  she  anxiously 
searched  his  face  for  the  effect  of  her 
words. 

EfHe  knew  what  his  thoughts  were, 
that  his  mind  was  not  at  rest,  but  that 
Joe  had  a  manly  spirit  which  forbade 
him  trying  to  ferret  out  things.  The 
knowledge  of  what  she  felt  to  be  her 
own  unworthiness  gave  her  the  most 
poignant  self-accusation,  and  yet  what 
would  a  confession  mean — she  dared  not 
think  of  her  own  utter  desolation  without 
Joe — rather  would  she  have  told  a  thou- 
sand lies  than  risk  losing  him,  her  hus- 
band, her  all  in  the  worUl.  Did  she  not 
value  his  love  more  than  any  other  wo- 
man possibly  could,  after  all  the  bitter 
suffering  she  had  come  through? 

Day  after  day  she  hoped  and  feared 
alternately,  knowing  that  while  Petrie 
was  in  the  neighborhood  all  her  dreams 
of  home  and  happiness  might  be  blasted 
any  moment  he  chose  to  raise  his  hand 
against  her. 

It  was  the  day  that  Sandy  McAllistec 
tlrove  up  in  his  wagon  to  consult  al)out 
some  seed  wheat  he  was  buying  from 
foe,  that  her  fears  were  realized  as  to 
Petrie's  mischief-making.  She  had 
watched  them  from  the  window,  their 
heads  bent  in  earnest  conversation.    She 
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saw  a  strange  pailor  on  Joe's  face,  his 
lips  moved  as  if  muttering  a  curse  and 
he  strode  off  toward  the  granary  without 
further  parley  with  the  other  man.  Sandy 
looked  after  him,  whistled  to  himself 
and  then  came  up  and  knocked  at  the 
door. 

He  smiled  sort  of  sheepishly  as  Effie 
came  out  to  speak  to  him.  "No,  I'm 
not  coming  in,  Alissis.  I  reckon  yer  hus- 
band's a  bit  upset  by  something  I  said 
to  him."  "It  "ud  be  a  bad  lookout  for 
that  fellow  Petrie  if  Joe  got  unto  him 
just  now,"  he  added  with  a  knowing 
look  as  he  jumped  into  his  wagon. 

When  he  had  gone  Effie  ran  into  the 
house  and  dropping  on  her  knees,  wath 
her  head  falling  forward  into  the  big 
rocking  chair  that  Joe  always  sat  in ;  she 
prayed  in  a  spasm  of  heart-struck  repent- 
ance and  grief  for  her  own  wretched  fate 
in  being  the  cause  of  all  this  trouble 
and  misunderstanding.  Couldn't  some 
super-natural  agency  intervene  to  sooth 
Joe's  mind  and  banish  that  evil  man 
from  the  neighborhood.  Her  poor 
mother  had  always  said  that  prayers 
were  answered  and  she  prayed  now  with 
her  hands  clenched  together,  and  offer- 
ing herself  to  heaven  as  a  sacrifice  if 
only  the  happiness  of  their  home  should 
not  end  in  shame  and  sorrow. 

Suddenly  she  sprang  to  her  feet  and 
rushing  out  of  the  house  ran  down  the 
road  like  some  wild  terrified  creature. 
Bursting  open  the  door  of  the  granary 
she  looked  up  to  the  wall  on  the  right 
hand  side.  She  saw  the  empty  pegs  and 
his  cartridge  belt  hanging  there  but  the 
gun  was  gone!  What  had  he  done? 
What  was  he  going  to  do  ?  Would  he  be 
tempted  to  commit  a  crime  that  would 
send  him  to  the  penitentiary  for  life. 
Poor  Joe!  And  it  was  all  her  fault. 
She  knew  him  too  well.  Joe  was  hard 
to  anger  but  there  was  a  primitive  spirit 
of  righting  one's  wrongs  by  blood  that 
she  knew  to  be  latent  in  him."^  She  leaned 
against  some  bags  of  wheat  standing  in 
the  corner,  her  breath  coming  fast  and 
her  thoughts  in  a  wild  whirlpool  of  in- 
eflFective  madness. 

She  knew  too  well  where  he  had  gone. 
Petrie  was  working  Bill  Morris'  new 
quarter  section,  and  Petrie  was  the  ob- 


ject of  Joe's  revenge.  What  could  she 
do?  If  only  she  could  warn  Petrie  be- 
fore Joe  found  him.  With  an  effort  she 
roused  herself  into  action. 

Leading  the  old  grey  pony  out  of  the 
stable  she  tied  a  couple  of  sacks  on  his 
back  in  place  of  a  saddle.  Joe  had  taken 
the  short  cut  through  the  woods ;  she 
had  seen  him  disappear  in  the  distance 
as  she  left  the  house,  but  by  taking  the 
new  trail  she  figured  upon  being  across 
the  ravine  before  him.  But  the  ravine 
was  boggy  and  it  took  her  a  long  time 
to  find  a  sure  footing  for  the  pony. 

When  she  reached  the  field  of  break- 
ing she  saw-  the  team  standing  at  the 
end  of  the  furrow  but  no  sign  of  their 
master,  till  the  sound  of  angry  voices, 
as  she  rode  up,  attracted  her  attention 
to  a  clump  of  bushes  some  few  yards 
off.  Her  heart  almost  misgave  her  at 
this  moment.  It  was  the  penalty  of  her 
long  effort  to  keep  Joe  in  the  dark  as 
to  the  terrible  secret  of  her  own  life. 

The  two  men  did  not  notice  her  ap- 
proach till  she  drew  up  beside  them. 
Joe  gasped  and  for  the  first  time  she 
saw  a  look  of  fear  come  over  his  face. 
"You  here,  Effie  ?  What's  wrong  ?  You 
don't  mean  to  tell  me  as  there's  a  w'ord 
of  truth  in  what  this  blackguard  says, 
and  that  you've  been  deceivmg  me  ail- 
along?" 

She  looked  at  him  with  wild,  staring 
eyes.  How  could  she  answer  hiui?  Th;.- 
cruelty  of  it  seemed  too  hard  to  bear, 
for  the  moment,  though  she  had  lived 
it  over  in  bitter  anticipation  all  those 
weeks  since  Petrie  first  came  to  the 
neighborhood. 

"Joe,  I  knew  as  this  'ud  come  some  day 
and  it's  no  use  me  asking  your  forgive- 
ness now.  I  don't  deserve  it  and  I  know 
you  can't  do  it.  But  oh  !  if  you  knew 
how  I  have  been  punished.  I  didn't  want 
to  ruin  your  life  and  I  tried  hard  to  send 
you  away,  fearing  as  I  couldn't  trust  my 
ow^n  heart.  But  I  loved  you  from  the 
first  day  as  I  set  eyes  on  you,  when  you 
held  the  lid  of  the  kettle  so  as  I  should 
not  scald  my  fingers,  and  it  was  so  hard. 
Mrs.  Burrows  said  as  how  it  was  down- 
right sinful  that  I  should  spoil  both  our 
lives  and  I  began  to  see  it  that  way  too, 
though  she  didn't  know  that  I  had  mar- 
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ried  Petrie  when  1  was  sixteen  and  that 
he  was  still  living.  I  was  just  a  child 
staying  with  my  step-mother  who  didn't 
want  me,  and  I  believed  him  when  he 
told  me  how  good  he  would  be  to  me 
and  was  glad  to  leave  home.  But  he 
was  drunk  the  day  of  our  marriage  and 
struck  me  because  I  wouldn't  give  him 
Grandmother's  gold  pin  I  was  wearing. 
I  found  he  hadn't  a  dollar  saved  up  and 
there  was  no  food  in  the  house,  because 
he'd  been  drinking  for  three  days  and 
pawned  his  clothes,  so  I  slipped  out  of 
the  house  and  ran  home.  My  brother, 
Bob,  protected  me  and  said  as  he  would- 
n't see  me  go  back  to  Petrie  while  he 
lived.  He  told  me  my  marriage  vow 
was  not  binding  on  account  of  my  youth, 
and  that  I  could  start  life  anew.  But 
Petrie  hunted  me  like  a  hare  till  Bob 
sent  me  out  here.  We  thought  Petrie 
had  no  money  and  would  never  find  me. 
But  I  never  meant  to  take  up  with  any- 
one else  till  I  met  you,  Joe,  and  then  it 
seemed  so  hard.  Oh!  Joe,  I  vowed  I 
would  be  true  as  gold  to  you  all  my  life." 

"Ay,  ye  see  now  as  ye've  been  callin' 
me  a  Her  and  such  rot  for  nothing," 
Petrie  jeered. 

Joe  looked  at  his  wife.  She  could 
read  in  his  face  a  grief  deeper  than  her 
own.  Suddenly  it  came  to  her  with  a 
shock  of  remorse  that  he  too  must  have 
had  long  days  of  a  pent-up  dread.  Why 
had  she  not  trusted  him?  She  fell  on 
her  knees,  "Joe!  Joe,  if  I'd  a  thought 
you'd  have  stood  by  me  I'd  have  told 
you  all — but — I  was  afraid  you  would 
hate  me."  She  spoke  low,  her  voice 
hoarse  with  a  throbbing  emotion.  Joe's 
face  was  white,  his  eyes  looked  set  like 
those  of  a  man  who  ascends  the  scaffold. 
He  did  not  answer,  he  did  not  even  look 


at  her,  but  turned  and  strode  across  the 
plowing, 

1  here  was  a  shriek  like  the  death-cry 
of  some  wild  woodland  creature  and  she 
had  bounded  after  him  and  held  him 
tight,  "Joe*  Joe!  you're  not  going  to 
leave  me — not  with  him.  Vou  don't  know 
him ;  he  would  kill  me." 

He  turned  to  her  with  a  face  void  of 
passion  now  and  in  his  voice  no  note  of 
anger,  only  a  deep,  raw  grief:  "Effie, 
why  did  ye  come  to  me  lookin'  so  inno- 
cent when  yer  heart  was  deceitful  ?  Think 
what  it  means  to  me,  an  honest  man,  to 
bear  shame  and  disgrace  in  the  neigh- 
borhood because  his  wife  lied  to  him." 

"Joe,  I  knew  it  was  wicked,  but,  oh. 
I  was  so  frightened — to  lose  you!"  It 
was  all  she  could  say  for  herself,  but 
what  advocate  could  have  pleaded  her 
cause  so  earnestly  as  the  wealth  of  mean- 
ing hidden  between  those  words,  "I  was 
so  frightened — to  lose  you." 

"Efifie,  though  I  was  for  blamin'  you 
just  now,  I  tell  you  what,  lass,  it's  only 
your  love  as  matters  to  me.  Yon  scoun- 
drel is  not  your  husband  in  God's  sight 
or  mine,  for  you  were  and  are  still  a 
child,  but  I  left  you  to  choose  between 
us."  Joe  looked  back  at  the  man  they 
had  left,  "Give  him  time  Effie  and  don't 
fear,  lass,  so  long's  I'm  here;  he'll  be 
gone  tomorrow." 

Effie  never  knew  why,  for  he  was  al- 
wavs  mild  and  gentle  to  her,  but  other 
men  feared  Joe  as  well  as  Petrie.  and 
when  word  went  round  that  that  indivi- 
dual had  cleared  out  it  was  generally 
conceded  to  be  a  good  riddance.  In  con- 
sequence, his  capacity  for  tale-bearing 
was  regarded  as  natural  an  offshoot  as 
the  fungus  that  sprouts  on  a  rotten  tree. 
and  not  even  the  gossips  suspected  it  bore 
some  foundation. 


One  Glimpse  of  High  Life 


St.  John  Bradner 


THERE  is  a  secluded  part  of  St. 
Jame's  Park,  where,  screened  by 
trees  and  shrubbery,  a  bench  has 
been  placed,  and  any  person  seat- 
ed thereon  enjoys  an  immediate  view  of 
the  artificial  lake,  with  its  swans,  ducks, 
and  wild  fowl.  A  gravel  path  passes 
this  bench  between  it  and  the  water,  and 
now  and  then  someone  strolls  along  the 
path,  but  usually  there  is  no  such  traffic 
here  as  that  which  flows  over  the  bridge, 
where  pedestrians  find  a  short  cut  from 
Piccadilly  to  the  Victoria  Station  dis- 
trict. 

A  girl  of  rare  beauty  and  dignity  of 
bearing  sat  on  this  bench  and  gazed 
dreamily  at  the  view  before  her.  She 
was  dressed  with  an  air  of  distinction, 
and  a  connoisseur  in  costumes  would 
have  read  Paris  in  the  exquisitely  fitting 
garments  she  wore.  Her  fashionable  hat 
formed  an  appropriate  climax  to  a  toilette 
that  characterized  her  as  a  woman  of 
taste,  and  it  set  off  her  abundant  wealth 
of  tawny-bronze  hair,  as  the  perfection  of 
art  always  enhances  the  perfection  of  na- 
ture. Young  women,  quite  plainly  in  a 
more  humble  station  of  life,  passing  down 
the  path,  cast  envious  glances  at  the 
slightly  disdainful  figure  seated  there, 
but  the  lady  of  the  bronze  locks,  her 
splendid  eyes  fixed  on  the  distance,  was 
entirely  without  cognizance  of  these  pro- 
menaders'  existence.  An  open  book  lay 
face  downwards  on  the  bench  beside  her. 
She  had  tired  of  reading,  and  now  her 
thoughts  engrossed  her;  perplexing 
thoughts,  even  disturbing  thoughts,  if 
one  might  judge  by  the  slight  wrinkle  on 
her  fair  brow,  and  Edward  Totley,  pass- 
ing her  for  the  fifth  time,  could  not  but 
notice  this  distraction  of  expression,  won- 
dering if  it  betokened  knowledge  of  his 
frequent  saunterings  back  and  forth,  and 
whether  this  made  the  chances  of  inau- 
gurating an  acquaintance  with  the 
haughty  beauty  more  or  less  difficult. 


At  last  his  opportunity  came,  and  he 
seized  it  with  almost  overdone  avidity.  A 
sudden  movement  on  the  part  of  the  sit- 
ter disturbed  the  balance  of  the  book  by 
her  side.  It  rocked  for  a  brief  instant  on 
the  edge  of  the  bench,  then  fell  to  the 
gravel.  Totley  sprang  forward,  stooped, 
picked  up  the  volume,  and,  with  a  bow 
that  subtly  suggested  the  shop-walker 
trying  to  be  more  than  ordinarily  polite, 
handed  it  to  her,  saying : 

"Your  book,  I  think,  Miss." 

She  glanced  carelessly  at  the  volume, 
probably  had  forgotten  all  about  it ;  then 
her  fine  eyes  surveyed  the  young  man 
before  her  from  head  to  foot,  and  he  red- 
dened slightly  under  a  scrutiny  which 
seemed  to  appraise  him  at  slight  value, 
and  cast  him  aside. 

"Thanks,"  she  said  coldly. 

She  did  not  take  the  book,  but  there 
was  dismissal  in  her  glance,  and  dismissal 
in  the  one  careless  word  she  had  drawled. 
But  the  young  man,  abashed  as  he  was, 
did  not  take  his  departure,  nor  place  the 
book  once  more  on  the  bench,  as  perhaps 
he  should  have  done  if  he  had  been  as 
truly  courteous  as  he  wished  his  suave 
bow  to  indicate.  He  looked  at  the  title 
in  gold  at  the  back  of  the  book. 

"Ah,"  he  said,  with  a  certain  radiance 
of  expression,  "I  see  you  are  an  admirer 
of  the  great  Cora  Parilla." 

The  young  lady  slightly  raised  her  eye- 
brows, and  an  expression  of  annoyance, 
which  for  a  brief  instant  swept  over  her 
face,  departed  as  quickly  as  it  came.  A 
slight  glimmer  of  amusement  played  for 
a  moment  around  those  delicately  chisel- 
led lips.  Here  before  her  stood  some- 
thing new  and  unusual  in  her  experience. 
She  seemed  to  enjoy  his  increasing  con- 
fusion as  time  passed  before  she  replied. 

"I  do  not  aspire  to  be  an  admirer  of 
Miss  Parilla,  although  I  have  been  given 
to   understand   that   her   works   are   ex 
tremely  popular  with  the  middle  classes." 
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"They  are  that,"  said  the  young  niaii 
with  fervour.     "I  Hke  them  myself." 

The  young  lady  inclined  her  head, 
more  perhaps  to  conceal  the  flicker  of 
amusement  which  illuminated  her  highly 
bred  face. 

'T  can  quite  believe  that,"  she  said, 
"but  I  am  reading  this  work,  endeavor- 
ing to  obtain  some  idea  of  die  point  of 
view  of  those  who  labor." 

"Really?"  cried  the  young  man.  "Why 
I  read  them  for  exactly  the  opposite  rea- 
son. '1  hey  give  such  grand  pictures  of 
the  expensive  lives  led  by  our  aristocracv 
and  the  people  of  wealth.  For  instance, 
where  can  you  find  such  impressive  lan- 
guage as  tliat  used  in  describing  the 
grandeur  of  the  ball  at  the  Duke  of  Tot- 
tenham's town  house?" 

For  the  first  time  during  this  im- 
promptu conversation,  a  real  smile  illum- 
inated the  countenance  of  the  lady. 

"His  Grace  the  original  of  the  charac- 
ter called  the  Duke  of  Tottenham  in  this 
book  is  a  very  old  and  dear  friend  of 
mine.  The  charming  old  man  is  slightly 
deaf,  but  nevertheless  1  read  to  him  the 
grandiloquent  account  to  which  you  have 
just  referred,  and  the  ancient  nobleman, 
with  his  hand  to  his  ear,  listened  atten- 
tively. Do  you  know  what  his  criticism 
was  ?" 

"I  do  not,"  replied  the  young  man 
eagerly,  "but  I  should  be  much  interested 
to  learn." 

The  eyes  of  the  young  lady  grew  ten- 
der as  her  mind  dwelt  reminiscently  on 
her  elderly  but  noble  friend. 

"His  Grace  dismissed  the  subject  with 
the  one  expressive  word  'Rot!'  " 

"You  amaze  me,"  said  the  young  man, 
with  a  note  of  sadness  in  his  voice.  "Am 
I  to  understand  that  our  aristocracy  are 
given  to  the  use  of  such  low — and  if  I 
may  say  so,  vulgar — expressions,  which  I 
thought  passed  current  only  in  White- 
chapel." 

"I  regret  to  say  that  they  do,"  replied 
the  girl,  the  smile  leaving  her  face.  "The 
deterioration  of  high  society,  in  the  mat- 
ter of  conversation  alone  seems  to  me  one 
of  the  most  deplorable  signs  of  the  times. 
I  attribute  it  to  the  advent  of  Americans 
with  their  slang,  and  to  the  welcome  ex- 
tended bv  even  the  most  select  circles  to 


South  African  people,  whose  only  re- 
commendation is  their  wealth.  I  remem- 
ber when  association  wiUi  the  smart  set 
was  not  so  easily  attained." 

"Surely,  Ma<lam,"  said  the  young  man 
with  great  deference,  "you  are  too  young 
to  have  seen  much  change  at  the  dis- 
tinguished altitude  at  which  yuu  evidently 
move." 

The  young  woman  graciously  inclined 
her  head. 

"Even  in  my  short  life  1  have  noticed 
the  decadence.  But  tell  me  about  your- 
self.    May  1  ask  your  name?" 

"1  am  called  Edward  Totley,  and  I  be- 
long to  the  drapery  department  of  Sher- 
ard's  Stores.  Indeed,  I  think,  madam,  1 
have  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you 
there." 

The  young  lady  slowly  shook  her  head. 

"I  do  most  of  my  shopping  in  Paris," 
she  said.    "I  am  going  there  to-morrow." 

"Ah,  your  are  fortunate.  I  have  often 
thought  of  taking  a  week-end  in  i'aris, 
but  1  never  seemed  to  be  able  to  spare 
the  money." 

"I  don't  know  that  you  have  missed 
much,"  she  answered.  "I  care  little  for 
Paris  except  as  a  shopping  centre,  and  to 
attend  the  balls  at  our  Embassy.  I  much 
prefer  X'ienna,  or  even  Rome,  although 
in  the  winter  Cairo  is  sometimes  worth 
while." 

"Why,  you  must  have  travelled  a  great 
deal,"  said  the  young  man  with  respectful 
admiration. 

"What  else  is  one  to  do?"  asked  the 
girl,  with  a  slight  shrug  of  her  shapely 
shoulders.  "Won't  you  sit  down,  Mr. — 
er — er "' 

"Totley,"  prompted  the  young  man. 

" Mr.  Totley.     Would  you  mind 

telling  me  something  of  your  mode  of 
life  and  your  aspirations?" 

Mr.  Edward  Totley  sat  down  on  the 
bench,  thanking  her  for  the  permission, 
and  she  placed  the  closed  volume  between 
them. 

"H  I  may  make  so  bold."  he  stammer- 
ed, "may  I  venture  to  ask  by  what  term 
I  am  to  address  you  ?" 

"Call  me  Lady  Gladys,"  she  replied 
simplv. 

"I  thank  vour  ladyship,"  he  said  grate- 
fullv.     "Well,  mv  mode  of  life  is  of  the 


no 


WESTWARD    HO!    MAGAZINE 


simplest.  I  occupy  a  back  room,  third 
flight  up,  in  Stanley  Street,  not  far  from 
the  Stores.  I  make  my  own  breakfast 
over  a  spirit  lamp,  and  get  to  my  busi- 
ness by  8  o'clock  prompt." 

"Surely  the  Stores  do  not  open  at  that 
early  hour?" 

"No,  your  ladyship,  they  do  not,  but 
we  must  arrive  early  to  arrange  the  fab- 
rics  in   which   we   deal." 

"How  interesting!     And  lunch?" 

"Well,  your  ladyship,  we  call  it  dinner, 
and  during  the  busy  season  it  proves  a 
hurried  meal.  It  is  enjoyed  on  the  pre- 
mises, and  costs  from  eightpence  up- 
wards." 

"Dear  me,  do  you  mean  to  tell  me  that 
a  meal  can  be  purchased  in  London  for 
eightpence?" 

"Oh,  }es,  madam — I  mean,  your  lady- 
ship, and  they'll  do  you  exceedingly  well 
for  a  shilling.  Supper  I  generally  take 
at  a  restaurant,  or  perhaps  content  my- 
self with  a  bit  of  bread  and  cheese  in  my 
room." 

"Really,  I  am  very  much  obliged  to 
you  for  this  account  of  the  day ;  and 
now,  what  are  your  aspirations,  Mr.  Top- 
ness  ?" 

"Topley,  your  ladyship." 

"Ah,  yes,  Mr.  Topley." 

"I  hope  in  time,  by  strict  attention  to 
business,  and  an  intent  to  please  custom- 
ers, that  I  may  become  the  manager  of 
the  department." 

Her  ladyship  sighed  deeply. 

"You  seem  to  think  that  an  ignoble 
ambition,  I  fear,"  protested  the  future 
manager. 

"Indeed,  no,  you  quite  mistake  my 
mood.  I  was  contrasting  to  my  own  dis- 
advantage the  useful,  industrious  life  you 
lead  as  compared  with  that  dull,  trivial 
round  which  circumstances  compel  me  to 
follow.  Dinners,  balls,  receptions,  the 
Riviera,  Egypt,  or  Algiers  in  winter, 
country  house  party  after  country  house 
party  after  the  season  in  London,  a  bit 
of  summer  at  Trouviile  or  Ostend,  hunt- 
ing during  the  month  of  the  fox,  and  the 
shooting  on  the  moors  or  the  fishing  in 
the  lochs  and  rivers  of  Scotland.  Oh, 
the  weariness  of  it  all,  the  weariness  of 
it!    The  same  inane  people,  the  same  in- 


ane remarks,  an  unceasing  treadmill  oi 
frivolity." 

"Well,  you  know,  your  ladyship,  I 
should  like  to  have  a  taste  of  it.  I  could 
do  with  a  bit  of  tiring  of  that  sort,  but, 
my  eyes,  it  must  take  a  pot  of  money." 

"Oh,  money,"  cried  her  ladyship. 
"Yes,  I  suppose  it  does.  I  am  at  least 
saved  any  worry  about  money.  That  is 
all  attended  to  by  my  man  of  business. 
Indeed,  when  the  wealthy  Baron  de 
Mournville  proposed  to  me  the  other 
day,  I  said  to  him  wearily,  'Why  should 
we  join  those  two  huge  fortunes,  when 
each  of  itself  is  already  too  large,'  and 
he  answered,  'Egad,  your  ladyship,  the 
whole  modern  tendency  is  towards  com- 
bination." Alas,  how  can  one  look  for 
unbiased  love  amid  such  an  environ- 
ment." 

"Well,  your  ladyship,  with  such  beauty 
as  you  possess,  and  such  charm  of  mind 
as  you  have  already  displayed  during  my 
short  acquaintance  with  you.  If  I  had  the 
courage " 

"Spare  me  any  compliments,  I  beg  of 
you.  I  have  heard  them  all  time  and 
again,  and  in  various  languages,  while 
you,  I  take  it,  are  restricted  to  English 
only,  which  does  not  possess  that  flexi- 
bility that  robs  flattery  of  its  nauseating 
fulsomeness.  Cannot  you  see  that  al- 
though we  sit  here  together  in  the  Park, 
without  having  undergone  the  formality 
of  an  introduction,  the  difference  in  our 
stations  renders  any  attentions  I  may  re- 
ceive as  disinterested." 

"I  fear  that  is  too  true,"  murmured 
Mr.  Topley,  drawing  a  very  deep  breath. 
'T  suppose  that  any  protestations  I  might 
make " 

"Quite  so,"  interrupted  Lady  Gladys, 
with  a  tone  of  finality.  "Let  us  talk  of 
something  else.  How  is  it  that  you,  a 
young  man  bound  down  by  hours,  as  I 
may  say,  are  able  to  spend  an  afternoon 
in  the  Park?" 

"Oh,  this  is  my  afternoon  off.  Each 
of  us  in  the  drapery  department  has  one 
afternoon  a  week  to  himself." 

"Ah,  I  see." 

"But  it  is  no  less  remarkable,"  con- 
tinued Mr.  Topley,  "that  your  ladyship 
should  be  here  sitting  on  a  bench  unat- 
tended." 
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Her  ladyship  smiled  indulgently. 

"My  attendant  is  not  far  ot^',"  she  said. 
"Did  you  come  into  the  Park  hy  the  en- 
trance near  the  Ritz  Hotel." 

"Yes,  I  did." 

"Perhaps  you  failed  to  notice  a  large 
red  motor  car  standing  there?" 

"I  saw  it,  as  a  matter  of  fact.  A  very 
fine  one  I  judged  it  to  be,  with  a  digni- 
fied, imperturable  chauffeur  in  brown  liv- 
ery sitting  there  like  a  statue." 

"Ah,"  said  her  ladyship,  smiling,  "that 
is  l*"ritz — that  is  my  attendant." 

"Am  I  to  take  it  that  the  car  is  yours, 
my  lady?" 

"It  is  one  of  mine,"  she  said,  rising 
slowly,  "although  I  think  I  like  my  black 
electric  brougham  better.  Now  I  must 
bid  you  good-bye.  I  am  due  at  the  Coun- 
tess of " 

Mr.  Topley  rose  also. 

"May  I  esort  you  to  your  car?"  he 
asked. 

"No,  no,  not  for  worlds.  I  could  not 
have  the  dignified  Fritz  think  I  had  met 
you  here  by  appointment,  and  his  station 
in  life  is  such  that  he  would  entirely 
fail  to  understand  the  casual  nature  of 
our  meeting,  and  the  quite  impersonal 
turn  our  conversation  has  taken." 

"May  I  accompany  you  part  of  the 
way  ?" 

"Sir,  I  trust  to  your  honor  neither  to 
accompany  me  nor  to  follow  me.  li  so- 
ciety knew  I  had  stationed  my  motor  car 
there  in  order  to  meditate  upon  human 
problems  alone  in  the  Park  it  would 
think  me  demented.  It  is  my  only  chance 
of  escaping  for  a  moment  from  the  tread- 
mill. I  carry  this  book,  not  to  read,  as 
you  may  have  surmised,  but  as  an  excuse 
for  sitting  here,  gazing  at  those  who  pass 
me.  and  meditating  on  the  mystery  of 
their  lives.    You  see,  Mr.  Tottem " 

"Totley,  your  ladyship." 

" You  see,  Mr.  Totley,  how  I  have 

revealed  to  you  my  inmost  thoughts.  Do 
not  spoil  the  sweet  remembrance  of  our 
casual  meeting  by  being  so  banal  as  to 
follow  me." 

"May  I  not  hope,  your  ladyship,  that 
we  shall  meet  again  ?" 

Lady  Gladys  shook  her  head,  the 
young  man  thought  somewhat  sadly. 


"A  second  meeting  is  unlikely.  Our 
paths  must  sever.  To-morrow  morning 
\()U  will  be  behind  your  counter,  and  I 
shall  be  on  the  Dover  express.  Good-bye 
and  thank  you  so  much  for  your  interest 
ing  conversation. 

After  a  momentary  hesitation  she  ex- 
tended her  hand  to  him.  He  took  it  with 
a  courteous  deference  that  seemed  to  hei 
accustomed  eye  not  entirely  composed  of 
a  shopman's  politeness.  He  bent  and 
touched  the  dainty  fingers  with  his  lips. 
Next  instant  she  was  gone.  When  the 
shrubbery  screened  her  from  his  vision 
the  young  man  ran,  not  after  her,  as  he 
had  been  forbidden,  but  along  the  path 
which  joined  the  broader  way  that  led  to 
Piccadilly.  His  speed  to  that  thorough- 
fare attracted  some  attention  from  tiie 
Park  police,  but  he  was  not  interfered 
with.  On  the  opposite  side  of  the  street 
from  the  red  motor  car,  where  the  sta- 
tuesque chauft'eur  still  held  his  station,  he 
waited.  By-and-bye  the  tall  and  elegant 
form  of  her  ladyship  appeared.  She  cast 
one  brief  admiring  glance  at  the  great  red 
machine  but  instead  of  taking  her  seat 
in  it,  she  rapidly  crossed  the  road  so  di- 
rectly towards  the  perturbed  Mr.  Totley 
that  for  a  moment  he  thought  she  had 
recognized  him.  but  such  was  not  the 
case.  She  walked  directly  to  the  ser- 
vants' entrance  of  a  mansion,  and  there 
was  met  by  a  flurried  man-servant,  who 
spoke  so  loudly  that  Mr.  Totley  over- 
heard. 

"Susan,  Susan,"  expostulated  the 
other,  "whatever  kept  you?  Her  lady- 
ship is  in  a  rage.  She  says  you  will 
never  finish  her  packing  in  time." 

"I  became  so  interested  in  my  book." 
replied  Susan,  with  a  tremor  of  alarm  in 
her  voice. 

"I  knew  that  would  catch  you."  said 
the  other,  and  the  door  was  closed. 

The  young  man  with  a  sigh  crossed 
the  road,  opened  the  side  door  of  the 
red  motor  car.  and  seated  himself. 

"To  the  Club.  Henri."  he  commanded. 

"Very  good,  my  lord."  replied  the 
statuesque  chauffeur,  and  next  instant  the 
great  piece  of  mechanism  was  purring 
like  a  kitten  along  Piccadilly,  and  down 
St.  James's  Street,  and  into  Pall  Mall. 
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H."    said    the    fair-haired   girl, 
reining   in    her   pony   at   the 
summit  of  the  rise,  "isn't  it 
glorious !      Clorinda,   look   at 
the   changing  colors   on   the   mountains, 
and  that  blazing  gold  and  crimson  sun- 
set, as  if  the  end  of  the  world  had  come 


with   blood  and   flj 


!      But."   with 


little  catch  of  weariness  in  her  voice,  and 
a  sudden  descent  to  the  mundane.  "I  a;» 
so  tired  that  I  would  fall  off  only  that  I 
have  stiffened  into  this  position,  and  in 
any  event  I  shall  perish  of  hunger  in  ten 
minutes  more." 

The  other  turned  her  eyes  slowly  from 
the  many-colored  panorama  stretching  to 
the  West,  with  a  little  absent  smile  at  the 
absurdity  of  her  companion's  conclusion. 
Then  she  noted  the  drooping  figure  and 
the  pallor  of  fatigue  showing  through  re- 
cent tan,  and  said  penitently. 

"Poor  Allie,  I'm  a  brute  to  forget  how 
little  used  you  are  to  riding,  why,  you 
must  be  simply  worn  out.  We've  ridden 
forty  miles  since  noon;  I  wonder  how 
you  stand  it  so  well.  But  the  camp  is 
just  over  that  hill — brace  up,  honey,  we'll 
be  there  in  a  minute."  At  the  prick  of 
the  spur  the  ponies  shook  off  their  weari- 
ness, scenting  home,  and  dropped  into  a 
rocking  gallop. 

"Don't  you  ever  get  tired?"  said  Ali- 
cia, her  eyes  dwelHng  unconsciously  on 
the  strong  lithe  curves  of  the  other's'  fig- 
ure, that  swayed  and  answered  to  the 
swinging  gait  of  the  horse. 

"Tired !"  with  an  expressive  flash  of 
white  teeth.  "Hardly :  but  poor  old  Chi- 
co  often  does,"  and  she  leaned  forward 
to  pat  the  sorrel  pony's  neck.  "Before 
the  round-up's  over  you  won't  know  how 
to  get  tired  either." 

"I  wish  it  could  last  forever."  sighed 
Alicia.  "Wasn't  it  dear  and  lovely  of 
Uncle  Tim  to  let  us  come  with  them  on  a 


real  round-up,  when  we — I  mean,  when 
I  am  so  much  in  the  way  all  the  time.  Oh 
I  never  dreamed  of  anything  so — so  wild, 
and  Western  and  picturesque ;  and  I 
think  the  cow-boys  are  so  romantic.  I 
can  never  get  to  see  enough  of  this  life." 

"Dad  is  an  old  darling,"  Clorinda  as- 
sented, continuing  categorically,  "but  you 
know  you  are  not  a  bit  in  the  way  and  we 
all  just  love  to  have  you ;  and  you  must 
be  a  wonder  if  you  can  find  anything  ro- 
mantic about  the  cow-punchers ;  /  can't, 
and  I  ought  to  know  them."  Clorinda 
forgot  the  transfiguring  glamour  of  nov- 
elty. They  were  topping  the  next  rise  by 
now ;  at  its  further  foot,  snuggled  in  the 
curve  of  a  lazy,  willow  fringed  creek,  lay 
the  round-up  camp. 

Three  big  tents  and  a  little  one  stood 
about  irregularly  ;  but  just  at  this  moment 
the  life  of  the  camp  seemed  to  focus 
around  the  chuck-wagon,  beside  which 
glowed  a  big  portable  sheet  iron  stove  in 
charge  of  a  fat,  cook.  Further  down  the 
creek,  the  strings  of  saddle  horses 
spread  themselves  for  half  a  mile,  graz- 
ing under  the  lazily-watchful  eye  of  a 
solitary,  cigaretteful  cowboy.  Haifa- 
dozen  cattle  of  varying  ages  moved  rest- 
lessly about  within  the  strongly-built,  six- 
foot  pole  corrals  across  the  coulee,  gaz- 
ing out  through  the  bars  with  red,  re- 
sentful eyes  or  snifiing  suspiciously  at  the 
smouldering  remains  of  branding-fires. 
They  were  all  that  were  left  of  the  hun- 
dreds of  snorting,  wild-eyed  brutes  that 
had  been  driven  in,  branded  or  other- 
wise dealt  with,  and  turned  loose  again 
headed  toward  their  home  ranches  in  tl  c 
course  of  the  day ;  and  for  various  rea- 
sons they  had  been  reserved  for  the  next 
day's  business. 

All  this  Clorinda's  gaze  took  in  as  n 
thing  familiar  and  expected  as  the  atmos- 
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jiliere  of  home;  her  glance  settleil  on  the 
group  about  the  chuck-wagon. 

"Look,  Sang  has  supper  ready, "  she 
announced.  "Four,  six,  seven — why, 
there's  an  extra  man  tonight.  1  can  count 
nine  besides  dad.  There,  don't  you  see, 
sitting  beside  Alexy,  and  a  tenderfoot, 
too,  by  the  sign  of  his  yellow  gaiters.  ' 
She  dropped  her  hand  from  shading  her 
eyes  as  they  rode  up.  and  reined  Chico 
suddenly  to  his  haunches,  cowboy  fash- 
ion, sitting  straight  and  slim,  with  tlie 
last  golden  glow  from  the  sunset  bring- 
ing points  ot  living  tire  fnjm  her  chestnut 
hair  and  topaz  eyes. 

The  men  sprawled  carelessly  about  on 
the  gress  in  the  lee  of  the  wagons,  ha:t 
rose  and  greeted  the  girls  merri.y  and 
several  of  them  rose  and  strolled  over  to 
take  the  horses.  The  foreman,  a  caic- 
less,  handsome  giant  in  w'orn  leather 
chaps,  and  a  soft  shirt,  lifted  Alicia  from 
her  saddle  as  easily  as  if  she  were  a  ch'kl, 
with  a  certain  grave  courtesy  that  seemed 
always  her  due,  and  an  underlying  hint 
of  tenderness  that  had  so  far  passed  un- 
noticed, even  by  himself,  perhaps ;  but 
before  such  help  could  be  offered  Clor- 
inda  she  had  swung  to  the  ground  as 
lightly  as  a  cat. 

The  stranger  had  risen,  too,  and  stood 
hat  in  hand  ;  he  was  well  built,  if  slight, 
and  wore  his  correctly  made  riding  togs 
with  an  air  that  spoke  of  city  parks  ra- 
ther than  the  breezy  freedom  of  the 
priarie.  His  smooth  hair  was  brushed 
from  a  pale,  high  forehead ;  in  his  grey 
eyes  the  look  of  weariness  habitual  to  one 
overgiven  to  introspection  was  replaced 
for  a  moment  by  a  ghmmer  of  curious  in- 
terest as  they  rested  on  Clorinda. 

He  drew  his  reluctant  glance  from  her 
as  Alicia  came  forw^ard,  smiling  pleased 
recognition  ;  but  Clorinda,  unusually  ob- 
servant, fancied  there  was  also  a  hint  of 
arrogance,  an  assurance  of  welcome,  that 
grated  on  her  sensitive  pride  in  a  way 
"she  could  only  feel  and  not  define.  She 
had  grown  very  fond  of  the  slender,  blue- 
tyed  cousin. 

Was  it  only  ingrained  shyness,  or  some 
more  special  cause  of  embarrassment, 
that  brought  that  sudden  tide  of  color  to 
AUv's    face,    Clorinda    wondered.   '  She 


bent  her  head  indifferently  to  the  C(jn- 
fused  introduction : 

"Arch— Mr.— Mr.— Staynes,  let  me 
present  you  to  my  cousin  Clo — I  mean, 
Miss  Macklin.  You've  heard  me  speak 
of  Mr.  Staynes,  Lm  sure,  Clo;  a  great 
friend  of  brother  Jack's." 

"1  am  always  pleased  to  meet  my 
cousin's  friends,"  said  Clorinda.  "liut 
you  will  excuse  me  a  m(jment ;  1  should 
like  to  refresh  myself  before  supper." 
W  ith  a  touch  of  brus(iuerif  she  turned 
away  and  disappeared  into  the  small  tent. 
Staynes  followed  her  with  his  glance,  to- 
tally misapprehending  the  meaning  of 
her  manner.  "A  shy,  gauche  little  coun- 
try girl,"  he  reflected,  "but  what  eyes — 
and,  gad,  what  a  mouth  !" 

Alicia's  voice,  forcedly  merry,  brought 
him  back.  "Does  this  remind  you  of 
camping  in  the  Adirondacks.  with  tiiree 
guides  apiece  and  all  the  modern  con- 
veniences? And  what  stray  wind  blew 
you  to  our  little  corner  of  earth  ?  1 
thought  you   were   in  Japan." 

"I  was — three  weeks  ago,"  he  answer- 
ed, "but  I  had  enough  of  lotus-easing  for 
a  time,  and  a  sudden  fancy  took  me  to 
see  the  West  again — besides,"  and  from 
long  habit  his  voice  dropped  half  a  tone ; 
"1  knew  you  would  be  here;  Jack  writes 
me  as  often  as  I  can  persuade  him  to." 

The  blood  reddened  her  transparent 
skin  again ;  she  laughed  a  little  nerv- 
ously. 

"That's  very  nice  of  you — but  you 
must  excuse  me  too.  f(jr  a  moment  only." 
and  she  went  away  hastily  after  Clor- 
inda. In  her  averted  face  a  keen  obser- 
ver might  have  read  both  embarrassment 
and  relief,  as  well  as  a  certain  confusion 
that  showed  she  had  reached  a  stage 
where  some  re-adjustment  of  old  and 
new  view-points  was  imminent. 

Clorinda  was  pulling  the  comb  savage- 
ly through  her  thick  waves  of  chestnut 
hair,  scowling  into  the  little  cracked 
mirror;  at  Alicia's  entrance  slie  smiled 
unconsciously  and  kissed  her.  She  was 
striving  to  bring  clearly  to  memory  some 
hints  and  vague  confessions,  but  nothing 
crystallized  definitely  out  of  it  except 
the  name.  "Archie  Staynes."  and  the  cer- 
tainty that  some  interruption  had  just 
prevented    a    formal    engagement.      She 
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sighed  :  he  had  roused  something  antag- 
onistic in  her,  and  the  reflection  that  un- 
less he  were  serious  he  would  hardly 
have  followed  Alicia  ah  this  way  to  re- 
sume the  attair  was  not,  in  her  present 
state  of  mind,  comforting.  So,  with  hu- 
man fallibility,  she  read  her  own  mean- 
ing, which  might  or  might  not  have  been 
tlie  true  one,  into  Alicia's  pink  cheeks 
and  troubled  blue  eyes. 

One  mistake  at  least  she  made ; 
Staynes  had  come  to  the  West  primar- 
ily on  business.  Irue,  he  had  meant,  "if 
he  had  time,"  to  look  up  Alicia  Wayne ; 
but  chance  had  brought  him  to  her  soon- 
er than  he  had  expected.  Now  he  was, 
as  usual,  trying  to  define  his  own  emo- 
tions at  seeing  her  again,  with  no  very 
satisfactory  .results,  tor  some  trouble- 
some factor  whicn  he  could  not  quite 
analyze  was  obscuring  his  mentai  vision. 

When  the  girls  appeared  again  the 
others  were  busily  despatching  tne  even- 
ing meal,  sitting  about  on  the  ground  or 
on  anything  that  would  serve,  tin  plates 
well  laden  on  their  knees,  tin  cups  of 
steaming  coltee  in  their  hands.  Staynes 
was  talking  to  Air.  Alacklin  and  had  not 
commenced ;  he  quietly  brought  them 
their  portions  while  they  fell  upon  Clor- 
inda's  father  with  glad  ejaculations.  Clo. 
accepted  her  supper  from  his  hands  with 
brief  thanks  and  went  away  to  perch  on 
the  wagon  tongue.  Aiicia  made  place 
for  him  by  herself  on  a  folded  tarp.  As 
he  began  his  meal  Clo's  voice  drifted  to 
him : 

"Sit  on  the  ground  and  let  your  feet 
hang  over,  Alexy ;  you've  got  my  seat 
of  honor  on  that  wagon-tongue.  That's 
better — thanks !  Say,  you  should  have 
seen  Ally  and  me  pursuing  a  ferocious 
coyote  pup  to-day ;  it  must  have  weighed 
at  least  three  pounds,  mostly  ears  and 
feet.  We  surprised  it  down  by  the  Cot- 
tonwood Coulee  and  took  after  it  yelling 
— yes.  Ally  yelled  for  the  first  time  in  her 
life.  I  heard  her.  We  got  quite  close, 
and  I  thought  to  capture  the  savage 
brute  alive,  so  I  took  down  that  highly 
ornamented  rope  from  my  saddle  horn. 
I  got  it  uncoiled  all  right,  and  swung 
it  with  really  fine  effect.  If  Remington 
or  Russell  could  have  seen  me  then,  it 
would  have  ensured  me  undying  fame. 


But  something  happened ;  please  don't 
ask  me  what.  Anyway,  the  rope  seemed 
to  get  tangled  just  as  I  let  fly;  it  went 
flop  to  the  ground  right  in  front  of  poor 
Chico.  and  he  lit  in  it  with  both  front 
feet.  W'ell,  after  I  had  got  tired  of 
standing  on  my  ear  on  an  ant-hill,  I  rose 
and  unwound  about  three  haif  hitches 
and  a  true-lover's  knot  from  Chico's  fore- 
legs and  gently  helped  him  up  ;  then  I 
looked  round  and  there  was  Alicia  sitting 
stock  still  on  her  pony,  her  face  frozen 
into  an  expression  of  horror  and  her 
mouth  still  open  and  fixed  for  that  yell. 
She  had  been  too  scared  to  move." 

Her  story  finished  in  a  burst  of  laugh- 
ter from  the  punchers.  "W^hat  became 
of  the  coyote?"  inquired  Jack  Barnes. 

Clorinda  paused  with  a  forkful  of 
beans  poised  in  mid-air,  and  transfixed 
him  with  a  glance  of  grieved  reproach. 
"And  is  that  all  the  sympathy  I  get? 
Maybe  Aiicia  knows  what  became  of  the 
coyote.  I  lost  interest  in  it  about  the 
time  I  discovered  that  ant-hill."  Her 
sweet,  throaty  voice  trailed  away  plain- 
tively, she  sighed,  still  contemplating  the 
beans,  and  then  ate  them  meditatively. 
Presently,  under  her  breath  she  queried 
of  Alexy,  otherwise  known  as  Alexico 
Bill  Farrell :    "\\'ho's  the  maverick?" 

"Him,"  said  Alexy,  with  a  lofty  disre- 
gard of  grammar  and  a  lift  of  his  eye- 
brow to  indicate  Staynes.  "Name's  Stein 
or  something  like  that ;  staying  at  Hoop- 
er's ranch  down  Aliik  River ;  blew  in  to- 
night with  the  boss.  Rides  like  a  jumpin- 
jack." 

"M-Mm."  she  murmured  enigmatical- 
ly, and  fell  silent,  while  the  object  of  her 
curiosity  was,  less  directly,  trying  to  ob- 
tain some  information  about  her. 

"Miss — Miss  Macklin,  your  cousin,  is 
a  fine  rider,  is  she  not?  he  said  careless- 
ly to  Alicia,  after  a  brief  discussion  of 
home  topics  and  a  sketchy  description  of 
his  impressions  of  Japan. 

"Oh,  Clo  is  simplv  splendid  on  horse- 
back," she  answered  with  enthusiasm ; 
"but  then,  she's  splendid  anyway.  Her 
father  idolizes  her,  you  know,  and 
around  the  ranch  she  does  as  she  pleases. 
Indeed,  she  could  run  the  place  as  well 
as  anyone:  she's  always  been  with  him 
when  at  home.     And  she  can  shoot,  and 
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throw  a  rope,  or  drive  a  sixhorse  team — 
oh,  she's  wonderful.'  lo  AHcia  these 
accoinpHshments  were  indeed  much  more 
wonderful  than  such  of  Clorinda's  as  she 
forgot  to  mention,  such  commonplaces 
as  lier  ability  to  sing  and  play ;  and  al- 
though she  added  that  Clo  could  speak 
Peigan,  she  forgot  to  mention  that  she 
could  also  speak  French.  Therefore  to 
his  former  impressions  Staynes  added 
that  Cio  was  "a  hoydenisli  tomboy,  half 
Indian,    in    fact.         1 00   bad,    witli    that 

face "  but,  of  course,  nothing  of  this 

appeared  in  his  speech.  He  was  an  adept 
with  tliC  small  change  of  conversation,  so 
the  evening  passed  pleasantly  enough ; 
Alicia  made  her  fatigue  an  excuse  for 
retiring  early. 

To  the  sercet  dismay  of  both  the  girls, 
and  not  a  little  to  his  own  amazement, 
the  next  morning  found  Staynes  accept- 
ing an  invitation  from  James  Alacklin  to 
spend  tlie  rest  of  the  days  of  the  round- 
up at  the  Macklin  camp.  As  the  only 
idle  member  of  the  party,  he  usually 
made  it  his  duty  to  escort  the  girls  on 
their  rides ;  sometimes  Joe  Devereaux, 
the  foreman,  made  a  fourth,  but  not  of- 
ten, for  his  position  was  no  sinecure. 
Clorinda  was  generally  pleased  with  the 
addition ;  she  was  always  rather  silent 
and  reserved  with  Staynes,  and  it  irked 
her  naturally  buoyant  spirits  to  maintain 
such  an  attitude  day  after  day.  But 
with  Alicia  it  was  otherwise.  Some- 
times she  was  her  old  self,  and  chatted 
unconstrainedly  with  Staynes  of  old 
times;  but  Devereaux"  presence  never 
failed  to  recall  the  embarrassment  and 
shyness  of  the  first  evening  of  Staynes' 
arrival. 

More  than  once,  to  Clorinda's  secret 
fury,  Staynes  deftly  manoeuvred  with 
Devereaux  to  change  partners  in  the 
ride ;  and  the  fact  that  she  could  find  no 
overt  cause  for  complaint  in  his  speech 
or  attitude  only  annoyed  her  the  more. 
Presently  he  found  himself  taking  in- 
finite pains  to  please  her,  spending  half 
an  hour  at  a  time  trying  to  coax  a  smile 
into  the  depths  of  her  golden  eyes.  One 
day  he  wiled  her  for  full  ten  minutes  into 
forgetting  her  secret  resolution  not  to 
like  him — and  for  the  rest  of  that  day 
she  spoke  not  at  all. 


Ten  days  after  his  arrival,  and  the 
last  (jn  which  he  would  be  with  them, 
she  was  once  more  sc(jwling  earnestl) 
into  the  little  cracked  mirror  as  she  ad- 
justed her  stock  tie  preparatory  to 
mounting.  Outside  the  tent  she  could 
hear  Staynes'  languid,  pleasant  tones  ad- 
dressing Alicia,  and  at  the  .sound  her 
brows  became  one  straight  black  line 
alx>ve  her  lowered  lids,  while  her  mouth 
drew  to  a  streak  of  crimson,  "l-'ool," 
she  addressed  herself  inwardly.  "Be 
honest  about  it  with  yourself — bah,  I'm 
sick  of  this  pretense  of  hating  him — I 
like  him,  yes,  I  do — and  he  would  like 
me  if  I  would  let  him — and  he's  Ally's 
sweetheart.  And  what  under  Heaven 
either  of  us  can  see  in  the  supercilious, 
dandified,  useless,  lx)red-l( joking  creature 

"     She  flung  out  of  the  tent,  caught 

Chico's  reins  from  the  ground  where 
they  trailed,  and  vaulted  into  the  saddle 
merely  by  laying  her  hand  on  the  pom- 
mel, without  touching  the  stirrups.  Be- 
fore the  other  two  could  mount  she  had 
three  hundred  yards  start,  riding 
straight  and  hard,  with  head  bent  and 
sombrero  pulled  down  over  her  eyes. 

When  the  others  caught  up  to  her  she 
found  Joe  Devereaux  had  made  an  ex- 
cuse to  join  them ;  he  declared  he  was 
going  their  direction  for  a  few  miles  any- 
way. As  Alicia  and  he  were  deep  in 
conversation  and  riding  so  close  their 
knees  touched,  she  did  not  try  to  inter- 
rupt them.  Staynes  ranged  his  horse 
alongside  her ;  she  l(X)ked  blankly  out 
over  the  landscape. 

"Don't  you  think  you  are  rather  unfair 
to  me  ?"  he  said  presently. 

"Xo."  she  answered  briefly,  uncompro- 
misingly. 

"Then  what  good  reason  have  you  for 
being  so  nasty  to  me?"  he  persisted. 

"I  am  not  nasty  to  you,"  she  said 
coldly. 

"Vou  are  not  nice  to  me."  he  smiled. 

"Why  should   I  be?"  she  asked. 

"Oh,  I  don't  know :  perhaps  out  of  the 
depths  of  your  natural  amiability,  or  be- 
cause I  am  your  father's  guest,"  he 
teased. 

She  flushed.  "I  am  sorry  if  I  have 
seemed  rude."  she  said  gravely,  and  be- 
fore he   could   press   his   advantage   she 
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spurred  Chico  to  a  pace  where  conversa- 
tion was  impossible,  although  he  kept 
close  to  her  side  as  she  fled. 

Thereby  she  undid  herself.  For  on 
looking  around  again,  half  an  hour  later, 
neither  Alicia  nor  Joe  were  in  sight,  al- 
though Staynes  still  rode  by  her,  cour- 
teously silent.  Again  she  flushed  nerv- 
ously. 

"Have  I  really  been  rude  to  you?"  she 
said,  in  a  low  voice. 

"Very,"  he  said  in  a  light,  bantering 
tone.  "Tell  me,  do  you  honestly  dislike 
me  ?" 

"I  did  at  first,"  she  answered. 

"But  now?" 

She  fumbled  awkwardly  with  her  rid- 
ing quirt ;  it  slipped  to  the  ground  under 
Chico's  feet,  and  the  pony  stopped.  Cior- 
inda  and  Staynes  sprang  to  the  ground 
for  it  almost  simultaneously. 

They  had  been  riding  straight  up  the 
coulee  away  from  camp,  to  the  West- 
ward, and  had  been  ascending  most  of 
the  way.  Here  the  country  was  grow- 
ing more  broken  and  rolling,  and  the 
little  creek  ran  in  a  narrow  valley  be- 
tween cut-banks  which  at  some  places 
were  thirty  to  sixty  feet  high.  They  dis- 
mounted almost  at  the  verge  of  one  of 
these  cut-banks ;  the  buffalo-grass  grew 
to  the  last  inch  of  it,  and  in  some  cases 
the  tough  sod  held  in  a  little  shelf  be- 
neath which  the  brown  clay  soil  had 
crumbled  away.  Ten  feet  from  where 
the  ponies  stopped  was  a  sheer  drop  of 
perhaps  twenty  feet  of  bare  yellow-faced 
cut-bank,  and  below  that  for  another 
twenty  feet  the  slope  of  crumbled  earth 
was  barely  sufficient  to  give  foot-hold  to 
an  active  climber,  down  to  the  trickle  of 
water  which  September  had  left  in  the 
coulee  bed. 

With  a  murmured  thank  you,  Clorinda 
caught  up  her  whip  and  walked  nearer 
the  edge,  looking  down  the  valley.  He 
followed  and  stood  at  her  elbow.  His 
gray  eyes  held  a  hint  of  amusement, 
more  than  a  hint  of  determination,  and 
a  growing  glimmer  of  something  else 
that  might  have  been  more  dangerous 
than  either.  They  were  fixed  on  a  little 
glinting  curl  just  behind  her  left  ear, 
that  stirred  softly  in  a  passing  breeze. 
He  was  conscious  of  an  absurd  desire  to 


kiss  it.  The  suggestion  of  unyielding 
rigidity  in  her  straight  young  figure  only 
brought  a  maddening,  perverse  desire  to 
crush  her  within  his  arms  until  she 
should  yield.  But  his  voice  was  languid 
and  even  as  he  repeated : 

"Do  you  dislike  me  now?" 

"N-not  so  much."  He  laughed  quietly 
at  the  grudging  tone. 

"Then  give  me  a  little  chance,"  he 
said. 

"A  chance  for  what?"  She  turned 
her  head  slightly,  regarding  him 
through  lowered  lashes,  and  something 
in  the  pose  or  look  fired  the  glimmering 
spark  in  his  eyes  to  flame.  There  was 
nothing  cold  about  them  now.  But  her 
thoughts  were  really  with  Alicia ;  she 
never  noticed.  In  fact,  she  was  repeat- 
ing Alicia's  name  as  if  it  were  an  invoca- 
tion against  the  powers  of  evil  and  her 
own  young  blood. 

"A  chance  to "    He  never  finished 

the  sentence,  for  she  had  faced  him  now, 
liead  thrown  back  a  little,  golden  eyes 
mysterious  under  dark  lashes,  color  ris- 
ing, and  the  ripest,  reddest  mouth  ever 
meant  for  kissing  curved  to  a  defiant 
pout.  He  stopped  with  a  quick,  indrawn 
breath,  then  with  one  sweeping  move- 
ment, caught  her  in  his  arms,  lifting  her 
bodily  until  his  lips  met  hers. 

"You  little  witch,"  he  muttered  fierce- 
ly. "How  dared  you  look  at  me  like 
that?" 

But  the  first  blinding  second  had 
passed,  and  she  was  mistress  of  herself. 
With  a  movement  as  lithe  and  unex- 
pected as  a  wildcat's,  she  twisted  from 
his  grasp. 

"Dare  !"  she  choked.  "Dare!  You — ' 
with  a  sudden  descent  to  the  purely  prim- 
itive, she  struck  him  full  on  the  cheek 
with  one  small  gauntleted  hand. 

Instinctively,  unconsciously,  he  moved 
no  more  than  a  few  inches  sidewise,  but 
it  was  enough  ;  under  his  feet  the  thin 
shelf  of  sod  gave  way,  and  before  her 
uncomprehending  eyes  he  suddenly  dis- 
appeared over  the  edge  of  the  cut-bank. 

Clorinda  never  lost  her  head  in  an 
emergency.  Now  she  neither  screamed 
nor  fainted,  nor  did  any  of  the  other 
foolish  things  usual  to  women.  She  flung 
herself  first  face  down  on  the  grass  and 
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peered  over  the  edge  where  Staynes  had 
I  a  lien.  He  was  lying  hniply  at  the  foot 
:  the  cut-bank,  beside  the  water  ;  down 
I  ream  a  few  feet  liis  hat  bobbed  and 
tloated ;  his  face  was  a  splotch  of  white 
to  her  tear-blurred  eyes.  She  looked 
up  and  down ;  either  way  it  was  a  good 
tive  hundred  yards  to  a  path  whereby  she 
couUl  scramble  down.  It  would  take  too 
many  precious  seconds  to  go  that  way. 
I  nhesitatingly  she  ran  to  her  pony,  took 
the  long  rawhide  lariat  from  the  saddle, 
and  slii)per  the  noose  of  it  over  the  horn. 
At  the  familiar  pull  of  it  Chico  looked 
at  her  wisely  and  braced  his  feet,  a  trick 
that  any  cowboy  knows.  She  tossed  the 
loose  end  over  the  cut-bank,  gripped  the 
rawhide  firmly  in  her  stoutly  gloved 
palms,  and  slid  lightly  over. 

The  leather  slid  warm  between  her 
fingers,  then  she  had  a  footing  on  the 
steep  lower  slope.  Another  second,  and 
she  knelt  beside  the  still  figure  in  the 
grass.  Big  tears  were  rolling  from  her 
eyes,  but  she  never  stopped  to  brush 
them  away.  There  seemed  little  wrong 
with  him  except  a  slowly  rising  lump  on 
the  back  of  his  head,  where  he  must 
have  struck  a  stone,  and  some  minor 
scratches.  He  was  breathing  reassur- 
ingly, though  not  for  several  minutes 
after  she  had  doused  him  wMth  a  hatful 
of  cold  water  did  he  open  his  eyes. 

His  first  words  were:  "Thank  you — 
and,  if  you  can,  try  to  forgive  me." 

She  stiffened.  "You  will  oblige  me  by 
keeping  silence  about — that.  Now  be 
quiet  until  I  can  fetch  the  ponies  down ; 
you  cannot  make  the  climb  yet."  She 
walked  away  without  a  backward  glance  ; 
though  he  never  knew  it  was  for  the 
good  reason  that  she  dared  not  let  him 
see  her  emotion. 

They  rode  home  in  almost  utter  sil- 
ence. Once  he  winced  as  his  weight 
went  on  his  left  foot,  for  the  ankle  had 
been  severely  twisted ;  and  she  glanced  at 
him  with  eyes  full  of  pity,  but  looked 
away   again   without   speaking. 


Nearing  the  camp,  they  rounded  a 
thicket  of  box-elder  suddenly,  and  Clor- 
inda  reined  Chico  in  sharply  with  a  little 
audible  gasp.  There  was  Alica  and  Joe 
Devereaux ;  they  had  evidently  dis- 
mounted for  a  drink.  Jot  was  lifting 
Alicia  to  the  saddle  again — but  as  he  did 
so  he  held  her  in  his  arms  for  a  moment, 
and  she  turned  her  mouth  frankly  to  his 
for  a  kiss.  They  had  not  seen  the  others 
approaching;  and  they  did  wA  now,  for 
Ciorinda  caught  her  companion's  bridle 
and  forced  both  the  horses  back  out  of 
sight  again. 

"Now  tell  me,"  she  said,  "did  you 
know  ?"  The  backward  movement  of 
her  head  indicated  her  meaning. 

"Xo,"  he  returned. 

"Weren't  you  engaged  to  Ally?" 

"No,"  he  repeated.  "But  I  had  meant 
to  ask  her,  last  spring." 

"Ah,"  she  said,  "then  you — are  in  love 
with   her?" 

"Don't  you  think  it  is  my  turn  to  ask 
a  question  ?"  he  said,  parrying  hers. 
"Will  you  answer  one?" 

"Perhaps." 

"Are  you  afraid  to?"  teasingly. 

Her  head  went  back  haughtily,  "i 
am  not  afraid  of  anything." 

"Then,"  he  said,  "why  did  you  kiss 
me  and  call  me  'dearest'  when  I  was 
lying  at  the  foot  of  the  cut-bank  ?" 

She  looked  at  him  in  utter  dismay  ;  and 
then,  with  total  unexpectedness,  said, 
"You  cheat!" 

"Admitted,"  he  said.  "Though  it  does 
not  answer  my  question.  Now  listen," 
he  reined  in  beside  her.  caught  her  deftly 
about  the  shoulders  and  turned  her  face 
to  him,  looking  into  her  eyes,  "if  I  tell 
you  that  I  love  you,  better  than  anything 
in  heaven  or  earth,  will  I  need  then  to 
answer   what   you   asked?" 

Her  answer  was  too  low  to  catch,  but 
he  seemed  satisfied. 

"Sweetheart."  he  said,  and  kissed  her 
lips  again.  Then  they  rode  homeward 
together. 


The  Conjured  Melons 

Frank  H.  Sweet 


MOST  people  who  like  histon-  are 
familiar  with  the  national  story 
of  Marcus  Whitman's  "Ride 
for  Oregon"  — t  hat  daring 
horseback  trip  across  the  continent,  from 
the  Columbia  to  the  Missouri,  which  en- 
abled him  to  convince  the  United  States 
Government  not  only  that  Oregon  could 
be  reached,  but  that  it  was  worth  possess- 
ing. Exact  history  has  robbed  this  story 
of  some  of  its  romance,  but  it  is  still  one 
of  the  noblest  wonder-tales  of  our  own, 
or  any  nation.  Monuments  and  poetry 
and  art  must  forever  perpetuate  it,  for  it 
is  full  of  spiritual  meaning. 

Lovers  of  missionary  lore  have  read 
with  delight  the  ideal  romance  of  the 
two  brides  who  agreed  to  cross  the  Rocky 
Mountains  with  their  husbands,  Whit- 
man and  Spaulding.  How  one  of  them 
sang,  in  the  little  country  choir  on  de- 
parting, the  whole  of  the  hymn, 

"Yes,  my  native  land,  I  love  thee," 

when  the  voices  of  others  failed  from 
emotion.  They  have  read  how  the  whole 
party  knelt  down  on  the  Great  Divide, 
beside  the  open  Bible  and  under  the  Am- 
erican flag,  and  took  possession  of  the 
great  empire  of  the  Northwest  in  faith 
and  imagination,  and  how  history  ful- 
filled the  dream. 

Oregon  and  Washington  are  full  of 
monumental  legends,  as  grand  as  those 
of  the  pioneer  colonies  of  the  East ;  Van- 
couver, the  original  explorer,  if  we  dis- 
card the  charming  romance  of  Juan  de 
Fuca;  Puget,  the  poetic  lieutenant  of 
Vancouver ;  the  old  merchants  of  As- 
toria ;  the  Boston  fur-traders,  and,  more 
heroic  than  all,  the  missionaries  who  of- 
fered to  the  cause  their  lives,  and  thought 
no  more  of  themselves. 

Theodore  Winthrop  prophesied  that  in 
these  April  empires  of  the  setting  sun  re- 


ligion itself  would  one  day  find  a 
higher  and  more  luminous  development. 
\\  hether  this  prove  true  or  not,  Oregon 
and  Washington  are  already  rendered 
immortal  by  the  souls  of  their  pioneers. 

At  the  time  of  the  coming  of  the  mis- 
sionaries the  Cayuse  Indians  occupied 
the  elbow  of  the  Columbia,  and  the  re- 
gion of  the  musical  names  of  the  Wallula 
the  Walla  Walla  and  Waiilaptu.  They 
were  a  superstitious,  fierce  and  revenge- 
ful race.  They  fully  believed  in  witch- 
craft or  conjuring  and  in  the  power  to 
work  evil  through  familiar  spirits.  Every- 
thing to  them  and  the  neighboring  tribes 
had  its  good  and  evil  spirit,  or  both — the 
mountains,  the  rivers,  the  forests,  the 
sighing  cedars  and  the  whispering  firs. 

The  great  plague  of  the  tribes  on  the 
middle  Columbia  was  the  measles.  The 
disease  was  commonly  fatal  among  them, 
owing  largely  to  the  manner  of  treat- 
ment. When  an  Indian  began  to  show 
the  fever  which  is  characteristic  of  the 
disease,  he  was  put  into  and  enclosed  in 
a  hot  clay  oven.  As  soon  as  he  was  cov- 
ered with  a  profuse  perspiration,  he  was 
let  out,  to  leap  into  the  cold  waters  of  the 
Columbia.  Usually  the  plunge  was  fol- 
lowed by  death. 

There  was  a  rule  among  these  Indians, 
in  early  times,  that  if  the  "medicine  man" 
undertook  a  case  and  failed  to  cure,  he 
forfeited  his  own  life.  The  killing  of 
the  medicine  man  was  one  of  the  drama- 
tic and  fearful  episodes  of  the  Columbia. 

Returning  from  the  East  after  his  fa- 
mous ride.  Whitman  built  up  a  noble 
mission  station  at  Waiilaptu.  He  was  a 
man  of  strong  character,  and  of  fine 
tastes  and  ideals.  The  mission  house 
was  an  imposing  structure  for  the  place 
and  time.  It  had  fine  trees  and  gardens, 
and  inspiring  surroundings. 

Mrs.  Wliitman  was  a  remarkable  wo- 
man, as  intelligent  and  elegant  as  she  was 
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heroic.  The  colony  became  a  prosperous 
one,  and  for  a  time  was  the  happy  valley 
of  the  West. 

One  of  the  vices  of  the  Cayuse  Indians 
and  their  neighbors  was  stealing.  The 
mission  station  may  have  overawed  them 
for  a  time  into  seeming  honesty,  but  they 
began  to  rob  its  gardens  at  last,  and  out 
of  this  circumstance  comes  a  story,  re- 
lated to  me  by  an  old  Terirturial  officer, 
which  may  be  new  to  most  readers.  I  do 
not  vouch  for  it,  but  only  say  that  the 
narrator  is  an  old  Territorial  Judge  who 
lives  near  the  place  of  the  Whitman  tra- 
gedy, and  who  knew  many  of  the  survi- 
vors, and  has  a  large  knowledge  of  the 
Indian  races  of  the  Columbia.  To  his 
statements  I  add  some  incidents  of  an- 
other pioneer. 


"The  thieving  Cayuses  have  made  'way 
with  our  melons  again,"  said  a  young 
farmer  one  morning,  returning  from  the 
gardens  of  the  station.  "One  theft  will 
be  followed  by  another.  I  know  the  Cay- 
uses.    Is  there  no  way  to  stop  them?" 

One  of  the  missionary  fraternity  was 
sitting  quietly  among  the  trees.  It  was 
an  August  morning.  The  air  was  a  liv- 
ing splendor,  clear  and  warm,  with  now 
and  then  a  breeze  that  rippled  the  leaves 
like  the  waves  of  the  sea. 

He  looked  up  from  his  book,  and  con- 
sidered the  question  half  seriously,  half- 
humorously. 

"I  know  how  we  used  to  prevent  boys 
from  stealing  melons  in  the  East,"  said 
he. 

"How  ?" 

"Put  some  tartar  emetic  in  the  biggest 
one.  In  the  morning  it  w^ould  be  gone, 
but  the  boys  would  never  come  after 
any  more." 

The  young  farmer  understood  the  re- 
medy, and  laughed. 

"And,"  added  he,  "the  boys  didn't  have 
much  to  say  about  melons  after  they  had 
eaten  that  one.  The  subject  no  longer 
interested  them.  I  g^ess  the  Indians 
would  not  care  for  more  than  one  melon 
of  that  kind." 

"I  would  like  to  see  a  wah-wah  of  In- 
dian thieves  over  a  melon  like  that?" 
said  the  gardener.  "I  declare,  I  and  the 
bovs  will  do  it!" 


He  went  to  his  work  laughing.  That 
day  he  obtained  some  of  the  emetic  from 
the  medical  stores  of  the  station,  and 
plugged  it  into  three  or  four  of  the  linest 
melons.  Next  morning  he  found  that 
these  melons  were  gone. 

The  following  evening  a  tall  Indian 
came  slowly  and  solemnly  to  the  station. 
His  face  had  a  troubled  l(Jok,  and  there 
was  an  air  of  mystery  about  his  gait  and 
attitude.  He  stopped  before  one  of  the 
assistant  missionaries,  drew  together  his 
blanket,  and  said : 

"Some  one  here  no  goot.  You  keep  a 
conjurer  in  the  camp.  Indian  kill  con- 
jurer. Conjurer  ought  die;  him  danger, 
him  no  goot." 

The  laborers  gathered  around  the 
stately  Indian.  They  all  knew  about  the 
nauseating  melons,  and  guessed  why  he 
had  come.  All  laughed  as  they  heard 
his  solemn  words.  The  ridicule  incensed 
him. 

"You  one  conjurer,"  he  said,  "he  con- 
jure melons.  One  moon,  two  moons,  he 
shall  die." 

The  laborers  laughed  again. 

Half  moon,  more  moons  he  shall  suffer 
— half  moon,  more  moons,"  that  is, 
sooner  or  later. 

The  missionary's  face  grew  serious. 
The  tall  Indian  saw  the  change  of  ex- 
pression. 

"Braves  sick."  He  spread  out  his  blan- 
ket and  folded  it  again  like  wings. 
"Braves  double  up  so" — he  bent  over, 
opening  and  folding  his  blanket.  "Braves 
conjured;  melon  conjured — white  man 
conjure.     Indian  kill  him." 

There  was  a  puzzled  look  on  all  faces. 

"Braves  get  well  again,"  said  the  mis- 
sionary incautiously. 

"Then  you  knozi\"  said  the  Indian. 
"You  know — you  conjure.  Make  sick — 
make  well !" 

He  drew  his  blanket  again  around  him 
and  strode  away  with  an  injured  look  in 
his  face,  and  vanished  into  the  forests. 

"I  am  sorr>'  for  this  joke,"  said  the 
missionary  ;    "it  bodes  no  good." 

November  came.  The  nights  were 
long,  and  there  was  a  perceptible  cool- 
ness in  the  air,  even  in  this  climate  of 
.A.pril  days. 

loe   Stanfield.   a  half-breed  Canadian, 
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and  a  member  of  Whitman's  family,  was 
observed  to  spend  the  lengthening  even- 
ings much  with  the  Cayuses  in  their  lod- 
ges. He  had  been  given  a  home  by 
VV  hitman,  to  whom  he  had  seemed  for  a 
time  devoted. 

Joe  Lewis,  an  Indian  who  had  come  to 
Whitman  sick  and  half-clad,  seems  to 
have  been  on  intimate  terms  with  Stan- 
field,  and  the  two  became  bitter  enemies 
to  the  mission  and  sought  to  turn  the 
Cayuses  against  it,  contrary  to  all  tradi- 
tions of  Indian  gratitude. 

In  these  bright  autumn  days  of  1847, 
a  great  calamity  fell  upon  the  Indians 
of  the  Columbia.  It  was  the  plague. 
This  disease  was  the  terror  of  the  North- 
western tribes.  The  Cayuses  caught  the 
infection.  Many  sickened  and  died,  and 
Whitman  was  appealed  to  by  the  leading 
Indians  to  stay  the  disease.  He  under- 
took the  treatment  of  a  number  of  cases, 
but  the  patients  died. 

The  hunter's  moon  was  now  burning 
low  in  the  sky.  The  gathering  of  rich 
harvests  of  furs  had  begun,  and  Britisn 
and  American  fur-traders  were  seeking 
these  treasures  on  every  hand.  But  at 
the  beginning  of  these  harvests  the  Cay- 
uses were  sickening  and  dying,  and  the 
mission  was  powerless  to  stay  the  pes- 
tilence. 

A  secret  council  of  Cayuses  and  half- 
breeds  was  held  one  night  under  the 
hunter's  moon  near  Walla  Walla  or  else 
on  the  Umatilla.  Five  Crows,  the  war- 
rior, was  there  ;  Joe  Lewis,  of  Whitman's 
household,  and  Joe  Stanfield,  alike  sus- 
picious and  treacherous,  and  old  Alungo, 
the  interpreter.  Stikas,  a  leading  Indian, 
may  have  been  present,  as  the  story  I 
am  to  give  came  in  part  from  him. 

Joe  Lewis  was  the  principal  speaker. 
Addressing  the  Cayuses,  he  said : 

"The  moon  brightens ;  your  tents  fill 
with  furs.  But  death,  the  robber  is 
among  you.  Who  sends  Death  among 
you?  The  W^hite  Chief  (W' hitman.) 
And  why  does  the  White  Chief  send 
among  you  Death,  the  Robber,  with  his 
poison  ?    That  he  may  possess  your  furs." 

"Then  why  do  the  white  people  them- 
selves have  the  disease?"  asked  a  Cay- 
use. 

None  could  answer.    The  question  had 


turned  Joe  Lewis's  word  against  him, 
when  a  tall  Indian  arose  and  spread  his 
blanket  open  like  a  wing. 

It  was  the  same  Indian  who  had  ap- 
peared at  the  mission  after  the  trick  of 
the  plugged  melons. 

"Brothers,  listen.  The  missionaries 
are  conjurers.  They  conjured  the  melons 
at  Waiilaptu.  They  made  the  melons 
sick.  I  went  to  missionary  chief.  He 
say,  T  make  the  melons  well.'  I  leave  the 
braves  sick,  with  their  faces  turned  white, 
when  I  go  to  the  chief.  I  return,  and 
they  are  well  again.  The  missionaries 
conjure  the  melons  to  save  their  gar- 
dens. They  conjure  you  now  to  get 
your  furs." 

The  evidence  was  conclusive  to  the 
Cayuse  mind.  The  missionaries  were 
conjurers.  The  council  resolved  that  all 
the  medicine  men  in  the  country  should 
be  put  to  death,  and  among  the  first  to 
perish  should  be  Whitman,  the  con- 
jurer. 

Such  in  effect  was  the  result  of  this 
secret  council  or  councils  around  Waiil- 
aptu. 

Whitman  felt  the  change  that  had  come 
over  the  disposition  of  the  tribes,  but  he 
did  not  know  what  was  hidden  behind 
the  dark  curtains.  His  great  soul  was 
full  of  patriotic  fire,  of  love  to  all  men, 
and  zeal  for  the  gospel. 

He  was  nothing  to  himself — the  cause 
was  everything.  He  rode  hither  and 
thither  on  the  autumn  days  and  bright 
nights,  engaged  in  his  great  work. 

He  went  to  Oregon  City  for  supplies. 

"Mr.  McKinley,"  he  said  to  a  friend, 
"a  Cayuse  chief  has  told  me  that  the  In- 
dians are  about  to  kill  all  the  medicine 
men  and  myself  among  them.  I  think 
he  was  jesting."' 

"Dr.  Whitman,"  said  McKinley,  a 
Cayuse  chief  never  jests." 

He  was  right.  The  fateful  days  wore 
on.  The  splendid  nights  glimmered  over 
Mt.  Hood,  and  glistened  on  the  serrated 
mountain  tents  of  eternal  snow.  The 
Indians  continued  to  sicken  and  die,  and 
the  universal  suspicion  of  the  tribes  fell 
upon  Whitman. 

Suddenly  there  was  a  war-cry.  The 
m.ission  ran  with  blood.  Whitman  and 
his    wife    were   the    first   to    fall.      Then 
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horror  succeeded  horror,  and  many  of 
the  heroic  pioneers  of  the  Columbia  River 
perished. 

"The  Jesuits  have  been  accused  of 
causing-  the  murder  of  Whitman,"  said 
one  historian  of  Washington  to  me. 
"They  indignantly  deny  it.  I  have  studied 
the  whole  subject  for  years  with  this 
opinion,  that  the  Indian  outbreak  and  its 
tragedies     had    its    origin,    and    largely 


gathered  its  force,  from  the  terrible  joke 
of  the  conjured  melons. 

"That  was  the  evidence  that  must  have 
served  greatly  t(.  turn  the  Indian  mind 
against  one  of  the  bravest  men  that  Am- 
erica  has  pnxluced,  and  whose  name  will 
stand  immortal  among  the  heroes  of 
Washington  and  ( )regon." 

I  give  this  account  as  a  local  story,  and 
not  as  exact  history  :  but  the  tradition  is 
believed  by  many  in  Washington. 


The  Spirit  of  the  West 


Blanche  E.  Holt  Murison 


OF  what  does  it  consist,  this  great 
intangibility — this  all-pervading, 
persistent  spell,  that  grips  the 
senses  as  soon  as  one  passes  the 
mystic  line  that  divides  ILast  and  West  in 
rhis  mighty  Dominion  of  Canada?  As 
subtle  as  the  boundless  distances  of  roll- 
ing prairie,  as  elusive  as  the  mist  that 
wraps  itself  in  filmy  folds  about  the 
-now-crested  crags  of  the  Rockies,  and 
>ct  as  perceptible  and  real  as  the  Sun 
in  his  strength.  Fancy  transfigures  every 
!)ulsing  throb  of  the  pistons  of  the  huge 
-Mogul  engine — that  like  some  titanic 
modern  Pegasus  bears  one  on  and  on  to 
the  sunset  goal — into  gigantic  heart- 
boats,  striving  to  all — exj)ress  the  spaci- 
"us  soul-stirring  emotion  that  filters  into 
"ne's  being  with  the  very  air  one 
breathes. 

Westward  Ho!  Westward  Ho!  The 
mind  becomes  obcessed  with  the  one  idea 
—  speeding  West  —  speeding  West ! 
Through  primaeval  forests,  where  in 
places  of  desolation  blackened  stumps  up- 
lift twisted  fingers  in  weird  uncanny  de- 
fiance ;  through  tunnels  of  blasted  rock, 
and  monotonous  stretches  of  forlorn  lone- 
liness— on — on — while  the  heart  becomes 
attuned  to  the  same  tireless  dynamic  en- 
ergy that  animates  the  fiery-tongued 
snorting  steed  that  is  plunging  through 
space,  and  one  welcomes  with  a  wild 
abandon  every  strong  spurt,  every  sup- 


reme effort  that  brings  into  closer  con- 
sciousness the  wonder  of  the  West.  The 
air  becomes  keener,  pregnant  with  a  tang 
hitherto  untasted ;  a  subtle  something 
that  thrills  through  the  blood  like  wine, 
touching  the  senses  to  a  strange  exhilera- 
tion,  and  filling  the  whole  being  with 
eager  anticipation. 

Westwartl  Ho!  Westward  Ho!  The 
rhythmical  measure  beats  through  the 
brain,  until  it  becomes  a  mild  intoxica- 
tion just  to  repeat  the  magic  words. 

The  first  peep  into  the  Western  won- 
derland comes  at  Winnipeg,  and  here  an- 
ticipation is  hopelessly  lost  in  the  glamor 
of  a  realization  that  bewilders.  The 
spirit  of  the  West — it  is  here ;  one  feels 
it's  potent  power  irresistibly.  Brave, 
buoyant,  indomitable !  What  a  world  of 
wizardy  it  has  created.  What  a  marvel 
lous  scaffolding  it  has  builded  alxnit  it- 
self— that  is  how  it  imjjresses  one.  Here 
things  are  in  the  course  of  construction, 
but  the  fabric  is  colossal,  and  Rome  was 
not  built  in  a  day.  One  of  the  future 
cities  of  the  world  is  here;  the  thought 
is  borne  home  at  every  turn,  and  the  life 
on  all  sides  reflects  the  spirit  of  its  \)co- 
l)le.  The  spirit  of  its  people  is  but  the 
visible  expression  of  the  Spirit  of  the 
West,  and  as  one's  own  heart,  mind,  and 
brain  become  imbued  with  the  same  in- 
sidious volatile  influence,  one  ceases  to 
wonder,  because  many  things  ac(|uire  a 


122 


WESTWARD    HO!    MAGAZINE 


broader  significance,  and  no  misgivings 
find  a  place  in  the  magnitude  of  what  has 
been  already  achieved.  In  this  new 
world  everything  is  on  a  large 
scale,  and  one  is  apt  to  dream 
great  dreams  of  the  future  that 
draws  nearer  every  day  to  this  broad 
Empire  of  Vastness  and  unparalleled 
Possibilities,  where  dreams  become  reali- 
ties when  touched  by  the  magic  breath 
of  the  Spirit  that  animates  alike  the 
dreamer  and  his  dream,  the  conception 
and  the  consummation.  One  sees  it  in 
the  faces  of  men,  one  feels  it  in  the 
strong  hearty  handclasp,  one  is  conscious 
of  its  presence  in  the  very  atmosphere; 
but  like  a  will-o'-the-wisp  it  eludes,  even 
while  it  beckons  ever  on  and  on.  Al- 
though one  would  fain  linger,  there  is 
no  choice  but  to  follow,  for  the  sunset 
goal  is  far  ahead  the  challenge  of  Silence 
is  unanswered,  and  the  mystery  of  the 
mountains  still  unfathomed.  As  one  en- 
ters the  vast  barren  spaces  in  between, 
the  solitude  becomes  almost  oppressive, 
and  one  forgets  the  tantalizing  sprite  that 
has  hitherto  lured  one  on.  All  other 
thoughts  are  engulfed  in  the  terrific  lone- 
liness of  the  endless  empty  stretches  that 
drown  the  senses  in  immeasurable  dis- 
tance. But  the  Spirit  of  the  West  is  tri- 
umphant even  here,  and  thousands  and 
thousands  of  acres  are  aglow  with  the 
flaunting  golden  tassels  of  ripening  grain. 
Here  the  Spirit  of  the  West  and  the 
Spirit  of  Man  have  met  and  blended,  and 
the  prophetic  augury  is  the  promise  of  a 
harvest  that  no  man  can  measure. 

Silence  becomes  attuned  to  a  music 
that  enchants  the  finer  senses  with  a 
strange  rapture.  What  the  Objective 
cannot  grasp,  the  Subjective  gathers  in  to 
its  own  delight. 

There  are  chords  untouched  by  mortals, 
Intermezzos  vast  and  grand ; 
Waiting  by  the  Open  Portals 
Of  the  Silence  of  the  Land. 
All  the  empty  spaces  throng 
With  the  sound  of  steps  untrod, 
While  the  air  grows  full  of  song, 
And  the  symphonies  of  God. 

One  does  not  need  the  wisdom  of  the 
oracle,  or  the  vision  of  the  seer,  to  see 
and  feel  the  Lure  of  the  Land;  that  ir- 
resistible magnetism  that  draws  forgotten 


instincts  to  the  surface  of  the  soul  to  re- 
vel in  the  untramelled  freedom  of  illimit- 
able spaces.  It  is  this  indescribable  Spirit 
of  the  West  that  breathes  the  breath  of 
compensation  which  tempers  the  rougher 
blast  of  hardship  and  adverse  fortune, 
that  otherwise  might  daunt  or  dismay. 
Face  to  face  with  the  naked  truth  of  liv- 
ing, life  assumes  larger  proportions  and 
the  courage  that  can  dare  and  win,  even 
against  overwhelming  odds,  is  part  of  the 
elementary  curriculum  of  the  school, 
where  men  are  taught  by  the  voiceless 
silent  monitors  of  Nature. 

But  if  the  level  monotony  of  the  prairie 
can  charm  by  the  very  vastness  of  its 
sameness  and  the  grandeur  of  its  bound- 
lessness— the  majesty  of  the  mountains 
enthralls  and  bows  the  heart  in  awe.  At 
times  the  immensity  of  things  seems  al- 
most more  than  one  can  bear ;  the  senses 
become  satiated  with  the  splendor  of 
scenic  effects  no  pen  could  ever  portray, 
and  no  brush,  however  skilful,  could  ade- 
quately picture.  Heaved  to  heaven,  they 
stand  like  immutable  guardians  of  the 
searchless  secrets  of  all  ages.  One  won- 
ders vaguely  whether  the  Spirit  of  the 
West  can  pass  this  gigantic  barrier  of 
forbidding  height  upon  height,  crag  upon 
crag.  Will  it  not  be  lost  in  the  depth  of 
some  abysmal  canyon,  or  left  inert  and 
frozen  in  the  chilly  arms  of  some  great 
glacier?  One  becomes  speculative  in 
one's  conjectures  and  the  curious  persist- 
ence that  has  chased  this  ignis  fatuus 
over  half  a  continent  perceptibly  lessens. 

In  this  higher  altitude  it  is  enough  to 
breathe,  to  fill  the  whole  physical  entity 
with  the  exuberant  joy  of  just  being — 
and  to  revel  mentally  in  the  consciousness 
of  life.  One  becomes  a  creature  of  ele- 
mental forces,  of  latent  possibilities. 
Thought  becomes  illuminative,  and  a  sud- 
den flood  of  inspiration  bears  one  trium- 
phantly to  the  very  marge  of  the  Immor- 
tal. But  the  mood  passes — such  emo- 
tions are  ever  fleeting,  and  the  mountains 
stand  immovable  and  silent,  wrapt  in 
their  inviolable  mystery,  softly  shrouded 
by  a  gossamer  veil  of  diaphanous  silver, 
that  half  obscures  and  half  reveals  their 
shadowy  solidity. 

Westward  Ho!  Westward  Ho!  The 
scent  of  the  sea  is  in  the  air,  and  the 
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pageant  of  the  sunset  has  just  begun.  It 
seems  fitting  that  the  goal  should  be 
reached  just  as  the  golden  portals  open 
to  welcome  the  tired  day  after  its  brief 
sojourn  among  mortals.  The  soul  stands 
almost  afraid  before  the  sublimity  of  the 
scene  disclosed.  Mountains,  sea,  sky  and 
forest,  blend  in  an  indescribable  beauty, 
and  make  a  picture  that  could  only  ema- 
nate from  the  Master-hand  of  the  Great 
Artist.  A  jewelled  bridge  of  tremulous 
light  arches  from  the  horizon  to  the 
shore,  spanning  land  and  sea,  and  the 
distance  between  the  finite  and  the  in- 
finite is  lessened  for  a  breathless  moment 
by  a  sense  of  soul-communion  with  the 
Unseen.  With  a  final  spurt  and  shriek, 
that  sounds  almost  like  a  gigantic  sigh 
of  relief,  Pegasus  comes  to  a  halt.  The 
long  journey  is  ended.  Then  as  one  looks 
around,  one  realizes  with  a  sudden  rush 
of  ecstacy  that  the  Spirit  of  the  West 


is  still  present,  strong  and  predominant : 
that  here  is  the  source  from  which  it 
springs,  and  that  one  has  all  unknowing- 
ly been  tracing  back  instead  of  forward. 
Here  in  this  beauty  spot  of  earth  men 
have  called  Vancouver,  one  feels  that  this 
cogent  charm  is  in  its  own  native  element. 
Here  in  many  ways,  although  not  less 
elusive,  it  is  perhaps  better  understood ; 
the  imaginative  scaffolding  has  been  re- 
moved in  places,  and  the  finishing  touch 
becomes  apparent.  Although  as  yet  much 
is  in  the  abstract,  much  in  the  dream,  the 
inner  sight  can  catch  a  far-off  glimpse  of 
the  concrete  structure,  that  shall  stand  to 
future  generations  as  a  memorial  to  that 
intuitive  philosophy,  which  pervading  the 
Present  shall  glorify  the  Future,  and 
guard  to  grander  ends  the  ultimate  des- 
tiny of  a  people,  wooed  to  their  splendid 
inheritance  by  the  Spirit  of  the  West. 


Our  Empire 

Ada  Sifton  Walker. 

God  bless  our  Empire — world  renowned, 
For  striving  wrongs  to  right, 

God  grant  that  peace  and  plenty. 
May  ever  dwell  in  sight. 

God  bless  our  sister  colonies, 

Their  land,  their  homes  so  bright ; 

May  peace  e'er  dwell  within  their  sliores 
And   Right   prove   ever   Might. 

May  our  united  voices  rise 

And  ring  from  height  to  height 
Ring  loud  for  Justice,  liberty, 

Equality,  and  Right. 


And  for  our  own  dear  land,  we  trust 
That  in  all  Nations'  sight. 

Our  country's  watchword,  ever  must 
Be — Freedom,  God,  and  Right. 


ffOCHfuAT  g,  o/im, 


Ex-Mayor  Carey,  with  Reminiscences 
of  Lord  Dufferin 


Hon,  C.  H.  Mackintosh 


WERE  those  who  deemed  their 
existence  indispensable  to  any 
community,  vouchsafed  the 
privilege  of  returning  for  even 
so  brief  a  season,  to  scenes  of  former 
triumphs,  the  readiness  with  which  niches 
left  vacant  were  filled,  would  certainly 
be  a  revelation.  The  pompous  person- 
ages, who,  bristling  with  self-importance, 
imagined  that  their  patronising  smile  im- 
parted additional  lustre  to  the  sun's  rays, 
or,  that  the  wheels  of  commerce  only  re- 
volved when  they  deemed  proper  to  open 
their  front  doors,  would  experience  a 
rude  awakening. 

In  British  Columbia,  for  instance,  less 
than  forty  years  ago,  a  few  scores  of 
malcontents  could  discover  no  other  pa- 
nacea for  ills  complained  of,  than  annex- 
ation, consequently,  the  President  of  the 
United  States  was  petitioned  to  wrap 
the  sufferers  within  the  folds  of  the  Stars 
and  Stripes.  Where  are  those  patriots 
now  ?  It  were  well  to  draw  the  veil  over 
even  the  names  of  these  misguided  ex- 
perimentalists. 

There  were  others,  however,  who,  re- 
sponsive to  the  patriotic  appeal  of  the 
late  Sir  Henry  Crease  (then  Attorney- 
General)  chivalrously  co-operated  in 
efforts  to  solidify  the  chain  of  provinces 
now  constituting  an  auxiliary  kingdom  of 


the  Motherland.  Mr.  Crease  eloquently 
portrayed  obstacles  to  be  surmounted  as 
well  as  advantages  to  be  gained,  admit- 
ting that  the  issue  would  tax  all  their 
patriotism,  all  their  forbearance,  all  ab> 
negation  of  self  and  selfish  aims,  dwell- 
ing upon  the  fact  that  it  would  be  neces- 
sary to  combine  individual  power  and  in- 
fluence in  one  effort  for  the  com- . 
mon  good.  His  words  were  prophetic. 
True,  men  like  the  late  honoured  Justice 
Drake,  Doctor  Helmcken,  and  a  few 
more,  faltered  on  the  threshold,  not  lack- 
ing loyalty  nor  wavering  in  allegiance  to 
the  Crown ;  rather,  from  a  sense  of  loy- 
alty to  the  Province,  misgivings  as  to 
commercial  results,  and  a  conviction  that 
so  important  and  far-reaching  an  issue 
demanded  prolonged  deliberation.  No 
hesitancy  characterized  the  majority:  J. 
W.  Trutch  (afterwards  Sir  Joseph,  Lieu- 
tenant-Governor), F.  J.  Barnard  (father 
of  the  present  member  for  Victoria), 
Messrs.  Humphreys,  Alston,  Doctor  Car- 
rail,.  Hon..  E. .  Dewdney.  (afterwards 
Lieutenant-Governor  of  the  North-West 
Territories,  Minister  of  the  Interior  and 
Lieutenant-Governor  of  British  Colum- 
bia) uttered  no  uncertain  opinions  and 
British  Columbia  merged  her  isolated 
fortunes  with  those  of  the  Federal  Union. 
In   this   connection,   the   name   of  the 
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late  Amor  De  Cosmos  sliould  be  remem- 
bered, an  earnest  worker  in  tiie  Legis 
iature,  a  journalist  and  a  distinguislied 
representative  in  tlie  House  of  Commons. 
His  arguments  in  1878  and  1879  ^^'il'  be 
found  to  contain  the  gist  of  cogent  rea- 
sons for  "Better  Terms."  He  died — his 
remains  being  followed  to  their  resting 
jilace  by  two  or  three,  faithful  friends 
or  admirers.  He  had  run  the  race,  and 
new  aspirants  Hocked  to  the  arena.  A 
prominent  citizen  (the  writer  is  under  the 
impression  it  was  Doctor  Helmcken)  at 
the  time  animadverted,  in  a  letter  to  the 
press,  upon  the  ingratitude,  forgetful- 
ness,  indifference,  or,  concisely  put, 
abandoned  selfishness,  of  a  community 
which  profited  by  the  dead  publicist's  ser- 
vices, yet  grudged  a  flower  to  drop  upon 
his  grave.  Amor  De  Cosmos  had  faults, 
weaknesses,  shortcomings — who  has  not? 
Nevertheless,  he  was  one  whose  unde- 
viating  loyalty,  ripe  intellect  and  ma- 
tured judgment,  were  freely  devoted  to 
advancing  the  material  interests  of  his 
adopted  i'rovince.  In  return,  his  name 
is  allowed  to  pass  into  oblivion.  Little 
he  recks;  the  dull,  cold  ear  of  death 
hearkens  not ;  neither  eulogy  nor  cen- 
sure, praise  nor  reproach  disturbs  the 
quietude  of  his  solitary,  almost  neglect- 
ed abiding  place.  Fealty  to,  apprecia- 
tion of,  the  memory  and  deeds  of  those 
who  toiled  in  the  national  vineyard,  and 
toiling,  stamped,  their  handiwork  upon 
the  country's  institutions,  are  pregnant 
with  meaning:  not  the  mere  process  of 
recording  deeds  on  shafts  of  cold 
marble ;  but  loyalty,  appreciation, 
manifested  while  the  warm  flush  of  life 
courses  through  their  veins.  The  ad- 
vancement of  a  country,  attained  by  civil- 
izing methods,  can  at  all  times  be  traced 
according  to  the  progress  and  develop- 
ment of  its  institutions.  Irrespective 
then,  of  scholastic  attainments,  the  first 
legitimate  step  towards  a  higher  intel- 
ligence, an  elevated  and  elevating  pa- 
triotism, is,  the  instilling  into  the  minds 
of  the  young,  love,  respect  for  and  de- 
votion to,  the  better  ideals  of  life.  When 
we  cease  to  appreciate  the  work  of  those 
whose  energies  were  concentrated  upon 
expediting  the  progress  and  adding  to  the 
glory  of  the  State,  that  hour  the  foun- 


dation upon  which  depends  the  safety, 
permanence  and  solidity  of  the  super- 
structure, is  weakened.  ' 

Republics  have  been  censured  for  in- 
gratitude. Are  not  new  countries,  un- 
der changing  conditions,  similarly  so? 
There  is  noticeable,  at  times,  a  brutal  in- 
difference, as  well  as  ignorance  of  what 
was,  and  cavalier  unconcernedness  of 
what  is;  always  providing,  of  course 
that  self  interest  has  not  been  interfered 
with.  Notwithstanding,  no  reason  ex- 
ists, why  a  plea  should  not  be  made  in 
favour  of  the  recognition  of  those  who 
suffered  all  the  vicissitudes  of  pioneer 
life,  opened  the  treasure  house  of  vast 
resources  and  utilised  the  golden  key  to 
the  ( )rient.  Why  not  proclaim,  trum- 
pet-tongucd,  that  the  sturdy  men  of 
earlier  days  are  appreciated?  Why  not 
bring  together  those  who  have  Done 
Something?  Surely  there  are  scores  of 
people  with  time,  money,  energy,  enough 
to  become  sponsors  for  such  a  laudable 
undertaking.  This  would  involve  respon- 
sibility. What  is  life  for?  A  great 
Pioneer  Re-union,  an  assemblage  of  "all 
that  is  left  of  them"  would  prove  of 
value  to  the  Provincial  .\rchives,  and 
be  timely,  appropriate  and  historic  from 
every  point  of  view. 

The  above  discursive  comments,  are 
suggested  by  the  simple  incident  of  an 
introduction  to  an  old  citizen  of  \'ictoria 
whom  the  writer  met  travelling  between 
\'ancouver  and  the  Caj^ital  City  of  the 
Province.  Mr.  Joseph  W.  Carey,  a  typical 
path-finder  and  a  man  who  has  Done 
Something.  Thereafter,  the  writer  visit- 
ed ex- Mayor  Carey  at  his  residence.  2842 
Douglas  street.  \'erging  upon  his  eight- 
ieth year,  straight  as  a  rush,  deep  chest- 
ed, clear  eyed,  a  well  knit  frame,  the 
extended,  welcoming  hand,  muscular, 
friendly,  hospitable — no  wonder  that 
heart  and  respect  and  confidence  went 
out  towards  this  old  war-horse  of  Pro- 
gress. 

"Xow,"  he  said,  "don't  ask  me  if  I'm 
the  man  who  built  Carey  Castle ;  every- 
one asks  that.  To  be  sure,  I  have  built 
castles,  long  ago — but  they  were  in  the 
air!  It  was  my  old  friend  George  Hunter 
Carey  who  erected  that  mansion.  I  lived 
for   thirtv-seven    vears   on    Kane   street. 
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Xo.  i6,  near  Doctor  Jones'  residence. 
Imag-ine !  when  building,  I  imported  Cali- 
fornia red-wood  at  $55.00  per  thousand ; 
imported  doors,  windows-sashes  and 
framework  around  the  Horn,  from  Eng- 
lond.     What  a  change  today !" 

The  writer     listened     to     a  story  of 
Pioneer  Reminiscences.      The  man  who 
Did  Something  was  born  in  the  County 
of   Cork,   Ireland,   in    1830;    his    father 
was  an  officer  in  the  33rd  Foot,  in  active 
service   during  the   Napoleonic   wars   in 
Egypt.     Mr.  Carey  crossed  the  Atlantic 
in    1845,  assisted  in  surveying  in   Mas- 
sachusetts and  elsewhere  until  1852,  then 
went  to  California ;    surveyed  the  boun- 
dary lines  between  California  and  Ari- 
zona,  surveyed   in  the  Colorado  desert, 
finally  going  to  Mexico.     A  hardy  an- 
nual, he  appears  to  have  weathered  ail 
climates  and  blossomed  and  bloomed  in 
all   hemispheres.      However,   he   became 
homesick,   yearned   for   the    British   flag 
and  British  surroundings.    Accompanied 
by  Amor  De  Cosmos,  he  travelled  up  the 
Eraser,  visited  the   forks  of  the  Eraser 
and  Thompson  rivers,  explored  the  sur- 
rounding    district,     and     subsisted     on 
"horse   flesh'   at   "four   bits"    (50  cents) 
per  cut.     "Well,  it  wasn't  bad,"  said  the 
old  gentleman ;  "it  recalled  the  historic 
days   when   a   Monarch   was   offering   a 
whole    kingdom    for   one   horse !"      The 
Irish  was  coming  out ;  Mr.  Carey  con- 
tinued :  "We  went  to  Hill  Bar,  and  later, 
discovered  Eoster  Bar.     Of  course,"  he 
continued,     with     quizzical     originality, 
"those  were  about  the  only  bars  one  could 
frequent    then !      After    that,    I    worked 
Rocky    Bar,    cleaning    up    from    $50   to 
$60  per  day — sometimes  more.     Then  I 
got  my  head  crushed  and  remained   in 
Yale    until    1859."     He   added,   with   a 
smile,  "I  had  known  quartz  to  be  crush- 
ed, but  objected  to  my  head  being  sub- 
jected  to  any   such   process.      I   packed 
my  traps  and  accepted  a  position  under 
Commissioner   Campbell,  making  roads, 
maps     and    topographical    observations. 
Then  to  the  now  flourishing  Similkameen 
district,  becoming  thoroughly  conversant 
with  engineering  difficulties  west  of  the 
Rockies.     I  then,  happily  for  me,  deter- 
mined to  permanently  reside  in  Victoria,' 
where    I    arrived    late    in    i860.     I     ac- 


cepted some  work  in  the  Hudson's  Ba> 
Company,  but  constantly  heard  the  buzz- 
ing of  the  mining  bee  in  my  bonnet  and 
the  call  of  the  wilds  to  be  up  and  doing. 
So,  I  up  and  did,  went  off  to  Leech's, 
where  was  gold  with  a  small  settlement — 
but  no  profit  worth  following.  During  my 
travels  I  discovered  a  fair  acreage  of 
promising  agricultural  land  and  thought 
it  would  pan  out  well — which  it  did. 
The  farm  was  in  the  Colquitz  Valley,  and 
I  soon  had  fruit  trees  planted,  and  cattle 
and  live  stock  purchased.  After  a  while 
hill,  dale  and  valley  re-echoed  the  grunt- 
ing of  innumerable  hogs.  My  son,  Wil- 
liam, now  cultivates  those  broad  acres 
and  the  people  honoured  me  by  calling 
the  traversed  highway  Carey's  Road." 

There  were  worlds  yet  to  conquer,  for 
in  1874,  Mr.  Carey  was  surveying  town- 
ships in  Langley  and  Ladner,  and  Islands 
in  the  Gulf  of  Georgia.  Profits  were 
invested  in  real  estate  and  buildings  in 
\'ictoria,  where  he  had  long  before  iden- 
tified himself  with  municipal  afifairs,  be- 
ginning in  1865  and  remaining  in  the 
Council  many  terms.  In  1884  Mr.  Carey 
was  elected  Mayor  of  the  City  of  Vic- 
toria. "Of  course,"  he  remarked,  "I 
hadn't  it  all  my  own  way ;  municipal  life 
is  not  a  bed  of  roses ;  sometimes  I 
thought  it  was  all  thorns."  He  handed 
the  writer  a  copy  of  a  newspaper  called 
the  Post,  published  at  the  time.  After 
reading  an  article  certainly  not  over- 
flowing with  encomiums,  the  writer  said : 
"Never  mind,  the  future  vindicated  your 
foresight." 

"It's  gone  now,  I  don't  mind,"  said 
Air.  Carey ;  "Victoria  of  those  days  was 
not  the  Victoria  of  the  present.  '  Why, 
the  civic  revenue  twenty- four  years  ago 
only  amounted  to  $99,324.26,  the  expen- 
diture being  the  same  amount,  less  $690. 
And  yet  they  charged  me  with  extrava- 
gance! I  remember  urging  my  old 
friend  Boscovitz  to  take  up  the  water- 
works ;  the  enterprise  could  have  been 
got  for  a  song  as  compared  with  values 
now.  He  didn't  see  it ;  $100,000  was  a 
lot  in  those  days." 

While  speaking,  Mr.  Carey  gazed  pen- 
sively at  a  portrait  on  the  wail,  as  though 
it  assisted  his  memory.  "That  is  the 
girl  I  married,  a  Miss  Slater,  daughter 
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of  a  clergyman.  We  were  very  happy. 
I  lost  her  less  than  ten  years  ago.  The 
other  drawings  are  by  my  sons.  Major 
Herbert  Clement,  my  younger  son,  with 
his  wife,  visited  me  (|uite  recently.  He 
is  commandant  at  Dublin  Castle  and 
holds  the  rank  of  Major.  Thank  Pro- 
vidence. I  have  been  able  to  make  them 
comfortable  for  life.  That  other  picture 
is  of  myself  :  the  kiddie  on  my  knee  is 
a  grandchild." 

The  old  gentleman  paused  again, 
looking  towards  the  portrait  of  the 
wife    who    had    crossed     the  Great   Di- 


Ex-Mayor    Carey   and    Grandchild. 

vide.  He  thought,  perhaps,  of  the  early 
days,  of  hopes  and  fears,  struggles,  fail- 
ures, successes,  triumphs ;  recalled  the 
wifely  word  of  encouragement,  when 
clouds  towered  and  fortune  frowned. 
That  look  of  love,  nay,  reverence,  the 
moisture  in  the  eyes,  were  indeed  in- 
tensely human. 

Mr.  Carey  then  continued:  "T  observe 
you  have  the  photographs  of  Lord  and 
Lady  DufTerin  in  your  hands.  I  value 
those  pictures  very  much — so  please  take 
care  of  them.  I  value  them,  not  alone 
because  the  noble  people  were  Irish  and 
I  am  Irish  ;  but  wdien  things  were  not 
as  bright  as  one  would  wish.  Lord  Duf- 


ferin,  then  Govcrnor-Cicncral  of  Canada, 
gave  me  the  hand  of  good-fellowship  and 
Lady  DufTcrin  was  very  kind  to  my  dear 
wife." 


Lord  Dufferin. 

"Do  you   refer   to  the   time   that  His 
Excellency  visited    Hritish   Columbia,   in 


Lady  Dufterin. 

than  Lord  Dufferin.  1  never  saw  before. 
Railway  and  Terms  of  Union '" 

"Ves,  in  1876.  and  a  man  more  anxious 
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to  know  the  truth,  to  do  the  right  thing 
than  Lord  Dufferin  I  never  saw  before. 
Someone  must  have  informed  him  of  my 
explorations  along  the  Fraser.  How- 
ever, he  sent  for  me.  He  was  wonder- 
ful at  mastering  details ;  would  take  the 
map  and  remember  everything  I  pointed 
out.  His  inferences  were  marvellously 
correct.  He  asked  me  about  the  people ; 
what  they  expected,  what  sacrifices  they 
would  likely  be  willing  to  make,  who 
were  the  leaders  of  different  interests, 
promoters  of  agitation  and  so  forth.  On 
several  occasions  he  sent  for  me  to  dis- 
cuss points  he  afterwards  made  in  his 
brilliant  speech.  Then  he  wanted  to 
know  ail  about  the  Cariboo  road,  the 
state  it  was  in  and  whether  it  was  pat- 
ronised. He  said  he  intended  remaining 
a  month,  so  would  often  see  me.  Natur- 
ally, the  neighbours  were  puzzled  to  solve 
the  problem  of  such  a  great  man  and 
great  lady  cultivating  the  acquaintance 
of  humble  individuals  like  myself  and  my 
wife ;  however,  like  every  nine  days' 
wonder,  the  circumstance  was  forgotten. 
I  think  I  did  some  good  in  speaking  to 
His  Excellency  of  the  great  resources  of 
the  Province  and  the  splendid  mineral 
and  timber  country  that  would  be  opened 
by  the  transcontinental  railway.  He 
said  "the  people  will  get  the  railway,  but 
they  must  be  reasonable  and  not  look 
for  or  demand  miracles."  I  observed 
that  Lady  Dufferin  always  accompanied 
her  husband,  evincing  deep  interest  in 
what  he  said  and  what  was  said  to  him  ; 
she  frequently  commented  upon  replies 
made  to  his  questions." 

The  writer  said  :    "Xo  two  people  ever 


lived  in  Canada  better  respected  and 
loved  than  they." 

"I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  that,  for 
it  agrees  with  all  I  ever  heard  or  thought. 
Living  in  Ottawa  as  you  did  when  they 
were  there,  you  enjoyed  opportunities  for 
hearing  everything.  Oh,  by  the  way,  I 
must  tell  you  of  the  local  sensation  cre- 
ated on  Beacon  Hill,  when  their  Excel- 
lencies attended  a  reception.  In  those 
davs  there  were  no  tram  cars  out  to  the 
Hill.  When  His  Excellency  with  Lady 
Dufferin  drove  up,  after  speaking  to  civic 
and  political  dignitaries,  he  beckoned  me 
towards  his  carriage  and  with  my  wife^ 
I  of  course  responded.  They  received  us 
verv  warmly  and  we  talked  for  some 
time.  The  surrounding  guests  were  sim- 
ply petrified.  One  civic  official  said  to 
me :  "Carey,  who  did  His  Excellency 
mistake  you  for?"  I  did  not  like  it,  sim- 
ply replying:  "I  only  have  one  face;  I 
have  met  His  Excellency  several  times. 
Is  there  any  reason  he  should  not  treat 
me  courteously?"  I  heard  no  more. 
Lord  Dufferin  delivered  his  diplomatic 
speech,  which  set  men  thinking.  To  my 
astonishment,  the  facts  I  had  supplied 
were  so  enlarged  upon,  so  brilliantly  put, 
that  I  again  marvelled  at  his  wonderful 
intellect.  He  left  British  Columbia  car- 
rying the  good  wishes  of  all — my  heart 
and  that  of  my  wnfe,  always  retained  a 
feeling  akin  to  worship,  of  them.  His 
Excellency's  prescience  was  vindicated, 
eventually,  and  all,  more  than  all,  of  his 
promises  fulfilled.  The  photographs  you 
are  looking  at  were  presented  to  us  by 
their  Excellencies — two  of  God's  own. 

The  Irish  again  dominated  ;  tears  were 
in    the     eyes     of     the     man     who     did 
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The  Prairie 


D.  D.  Ross 


FAR  bevontl  the  veil  of  civilization, 
hut  yet  amid  all  the  beauty  and 
splendor  of  Nature's  most  care- 
ful handiwork,  lay  these  vast  un- 
explored regions,  known  only  as,  "The 
Great  Lone  Land."  Lone,  because  it 
was  wholly  unknown.  \'ast,  because  as 
yet  no  man  had  fully  comprehended  its 
greatness. 

Here  beneath  the  northern  skies  nest- 
led down  between  the  Rockies  on  the 
west  and  the  Great  Lakes  on  the  East, 
stretches  this  great  level  vastness.  An 
endless  waste  of  uncultivated  plains  over 
which  roamed  the  majestic  bufifalo,  and 
dotted  here  and  there  only  by  the  Red- 
man's wigwam.  With  no  trace  of  civili- 
zation, no  sign  of  law  or  order,  the  sav- 
age sturdy  Indian  led  a  life  of  freedom 
and  carelessness,  either  worshipping  the 
sun  or  moon  or  singing  wild  incantations 
to  his  gods. 

No ;  not  so  now.  The  past  is  gone, 
and  with  the  present  comes  law  and  or- 
der. These  vast  undulating  plains,  bound- 
less and  beautiful,  teem  with  life  and  en- 
ergy. The  dark  ])laces  are  made  straight 
and  the  maiden  prairie  is  made  to  send 
forth  her  crops  of  fruit  and  flowers  in 
endless  profusion. 

The  spring  usually  slow  at  coming. 
seems  suddenly  to  burst  forth  into  full 
summer.  Life  and  growth  are  seen  on 
every  hand.  From  the  long  snow-cov- 
ered plains  spring  the  tender  herbs  and 
plants,  and  soon  the  dried  surface  turns 
a  deep  velvety  green.  It  is  here  that  Na- 
ture truly  asserts  her  rights,  for  in  only 
a  few  short  weeks  an  entire  transforma- 
tion has  taken  place.  The  cold  search- 
ing blasts  of  fearless  winter  have  turned 
into  the  loveliest  of  spring  and  on  every 
side  growth  and  vegetation  answer  back, 
the  same  thankfulness  to  nature. 

Far  up  the  distant  mountain  side  tiny 
silver  streams  are  seen  to  gurgle  down. 


tumbling  over  jagged  rocks,  falling  into 
deep  dark  canyons  and  emerging  hun- 
dreds of  feet  below,  only  to  be  again 
dashed  over  another  steep  precipice  as  it 
hurries  on  to  join  the  mighty  rivers  of 
the  plains  beyond. 

Watered  by  these  never-failing  gla- 
cier-fed streams,  the  vast  prairies  are 
truly  the  future  granaries  of  the  world. 
The  luxuriant  growth  bespeaks  the  rich- 
ness of  the  soil,  for  along  the  low-lying 
lands,  the  ravines  and  dried  up  sloughs, 
the  tall  rank  grass  waves  and  undulates 
in  every  passing  breeze.  The  wild  pea- 
vine  too  is  not  wanting.  Its  growth,  sur- 
passing almost  every  other  vegetation. 
In  fact,  so  much  so  that  in  some  parts 
it  is  almost  impossible  to  gallop  a  horse 
without  endangering  its  rider  by  the  ani- 
mal's feet  becoming  entangled  in  the 
vines.  This  is  particularly  so  in  the 
far  north  along  the  great  Peace  River 
V'alley.  Here  the  shrub  and  vine  inter- 
lacing in  endless  beauty  form  a  com- 
plete network  of  entanglement,  which 
provides  shelter  to  the  ever  weary  wolf 
and  coyote.  Strange  to  relate,  'the 
prairie  chicken  is  nowhere  here  to  be 
found,  but  like  most  other  harmless  crea- 
tures, ])refers  the  oi)cn  to  the  dark  un- 
derlying places. 

The  Indian  too,  but  of  a  much  lower 
type  than  his  kinsman  to  the  south,  haunts 
these  lonely  valleys,  leading  a  life  of 
carelessness  and  want.  His  sphere  is 
cramped  for  the  settler  crowding  in  on 
every  side,  has  forced  him  back.  Hem- 
med in  as  it  were  until  today  the  once 
noble  Redman  remains  only  a  part  of  his 
true  self.  Many  of  his  noblest  traits  arc 
gone ;  and  in  their  place  are  found  "un- 
fortunately" many  of  the  white  man's 
vices.  The  buffalo,  whose  once  mighty 
tread  shook  the  earth  like  distant  thun- 
der, have  almost  disappeared  until  now 
only  a  few  ]irotected  by  law  and  guarded 
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by  high  fences,  remain  to  tell  the  tale  of 
the  useless  slaughter  of  bygone  years. 
The  plains,  too,  are  rapidly  changing  in 
appearance.  The  rich  virgin  soil  has 
proved  her  fruitfulness,  while  the  mighty 
rivers  are  being  made  to  yield  their  store 
of  wealth.  The  distant  hills  on  every 
hand  show  signs  of  advancing  civiliza- 
tion, while  in  almost  every  valley  the 
rancher  is  to  be  found  with  his  herd  of 
branded  cattle. 

Time  moves  on  and  with  it  comes  the 
multitude  who  spy  out  our  land  ana 
then  returning  to  their  own  countries,  are 
reinforced  by  friend  and  neighbor.  Thus 
the  onward  march  of  myriads  of  souls 
who  shall  people  these  vacant  lands  and 
build  up  our  cities.  Westward,  yet  ever 
westward  match,  these  great  invad- 
ing armies  until  ere  long  our  seemingly 
inexhaustible  supply  of  free  lands  will 
be  as  a  story  that  was  told.  Millions 
upon  millions  of  acres  of  this  once  use- 
less land  shall  be  turned  into  life  sustain- 
ing granaries  and  long  ere  another  de- 
cade shall  have  come  and  gone,  the  plains 
that  today  know  no  man  shall  teem  with 
life  and  energy.  Towns  and  cities  shall 
dot  this  fair  land  of  ours  where  today 
only  the  passing  hawk  poised  on  high 
swoops  down  on  some  poor  helpless  crea- 
ture to  satisfy  his  insatiate  hunger. 

We  look  but  a  few  years  back  and 
there  we  see  the  noble  Redman  in  all  his 
glory,  while  on  the  other  hand  we  look 
into  the  future  and  there  we  see  the 
fruits  of  civilization.  The  busy  farmer 
tilling  the  soil  amid  all  the  comfort  and 
contentment  of  that  most  free  and  noble 
life.  For  truly  it  is  the  farmer  and  more 
especially  the  Western  farmer  who  en- 
joys to  the  full  the  privilege  of  nature's 
best,  and  greatest  gift,  namely,  Health 
and  Strength. 

Dense  clouds  of  dirty  black  coal  smoke 
belching  from  high  chimneys  shall  mark 
the  great  manufacturing  centres  where 
our  many  wants  are  being  prepared  for 
us  at  our  very  door.  No  more  then  shall 
we  hear  that  old  time-worn  cry  "Protec- 
tion" ;  for  it  shall  then  be  an  unknown 
quantity.  A  nation  within  ourselves  with 
three  oceans  lapping  at  our  shores.  Tru- 
ly this  is  a  heritage  to  be  proud  of.  In- 
terlaced with  connecting  systems  of  rail- 


ways our  main  product,  wheat,  shall  go 
forth  as  the  warriors  of  old  conquering 
wherever  it  is  sent,  until  the  nations 
will  be  compelled  to  exclaim,  "Behold  the 
Granary  of  the  World."  These  once  un- 
shorn fields  shall  now  yield  to  their 
fullest  extent  under  the  trained  hand  of 
their  cultivator,  while  with  all  the  skill 
of  modern  science  and  genius  of  inven- 
tion, the  seemingly  arid  districts  of  today 
shall  be  made  to  produce  their  crop  of 
wheat  and  fruit.  The  rivers  and  streams 
that  today  run  the  course  mapped  out 
for  them  by  nature,  shall  be  harnessed 
and  made  to  lend  their  assistance  and  to 
do  their  share  towards  acomplishing  this 
great  end. 

Our  minerals,  as  yet  practically  un- 
known, shall  add  materially  to  our  na- 
tional wealth ;  the  bowels  of  the  earth 
shall  be  made  to  give  up  their  hidden 
treasures,  while  our  rocks  and  sand- 
beds  will  yield  their  stores  of  gold.  Na- 
ture too  has  provided  a  beautiful  supply 
of  coal ;  and  a  famine  from  that  source 
need  not  be  feared  for  hundreds  of  years. 
Natural  gas  is  found  in  many  places,  and 
being  utilized  as  a  substitute  for  other 
fuels.  It  is  found  at  a  depth  ranging 
from  five  hundred  to  three  thousand  feet 
and  seems  to  be  similar  to  the  dry  marsh 
gas.  It  is  not  combustible  without  air, 
but  burns  brilliantly  when  mixed  in  the 
proper  proportions.  Several  places  along 
the  banks  of  the  South  Saskatchewan, 
this  gas  is  found  escaping  through  cracks 
and  crevices  in  the  ground,  and  in  one  or 
two  places  particularly  a  lighted  match 
thrown  to  the  ground  will  cause  a  flame 
to  dance  and  quiver  up  and  down  the 
openings.  Its  future  usefulness,  as  yet, 
is  wholly  a  speculation,  but  we  believe 
that  great  things  are  in  store  for  us 
through  this  wonderful  medium.  Petro- 
leum too  is  found  in  great  abundance.  In 
several  places  in  the  foothills  it  is 
found  oozing  from  the  hillsides.  In 
fact  minerals  of  all  kinds  lie  hidden  at 
our  very  hand,  and  all  that  is  needed  is 
time  and  energy  to  unfold  to  us  this  fabu- 
lous wealth. 

While  we  speak  of  the  illimitable 
prairie,  yet  we  have  an  almost  end- 
less supply  of  timber.  This  timber  ranges 
in  size  from  the  thickness  of  vour  arm 
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to  full  grown  trees,  from  wliich  the  finest  niulates  more  wealth,  and  where  energy 

of  lumber  can  be  cut.  ^^""^=^  ^^  '^s  fu.lest  reward 

What  few  fur-bearing  animals  that  are  ^    ^""^^  ,^^  ""^  '^  f;"J    ^^''^  ^^^'  ^  ''f 

^  towns  and  cities,  settle<l  with  the  sturdi- 

left  are  being  protected  by  law  and  thus  est   sons   and   daughters  of   the   world's 

we  are  assured  of  our  needs  along  that  noblest  men,  our  fair  soil  that  today  lies 

line.     In  conclusion,  let  me  sav  that  in  mantled  in  her  maiden  dress,  shall  send 

these   once   vast   unknown   regions,   be-  [^  ^^'^'7  ^^'^'Y  'f"^  ^'^^  J^uits  of  her  la- 

bor.      Instead    ot    as    todav,    supporting 

lieved  to  be  of  perpetual  snow  and  un-  ^,j^.  ^^.^.^.,^  millions,  it  shallsupport  seven 

inhabited  by    a    savage,     unconquerable  times    seven,    and    still    have    room    for 

people,  we  have  one  of  the  finest,  if  not  more. 

the   finest,   country   open    for   settlement  All  these    great    resources,    all    these 

under  the  sun — a  country  which  appeals  ours — ours  for  the  taking,  and  may  we 

to   the   poor   man.   the   laborer   and   the  say  with  the  Caesar  of  old : 
artisan — a   country    where   wealth   accu-  'AN'e  came,  we  saw.  we  conquered." 


The  Dawn   of  Love* 

Blanche  £■  Holt  Murison 

In  the  heart  of  the  woods  a  voice  is  heard. 

List,  my  dear! 
The  soul  of  the  silence  is  all  disturbed, 
Silvered  to  sound  by  the  song  of  a  bird. 

The  voice  is  the  voice  of  wooing  and  winning. 
The  song  is  a  song  that  is  just  beginning, 
oleam  by  gleam  the  Dawn  encroacheth, 
Love  awake,  the  Day  approacheth : 
Waken,  dear ! 

In  the  Dawn  is  a  breath  of  soft  suspense ; 

Breathe,  my  sweet ! 
The  air  is  all  holy  with  sacraments. 
Dew-drenched  with  the  odor  of  frankincense. 

Drowse  not  in  the  dusk,  awake  out  of  sleeping, 
The  sun  through  your  lattice  is  boldly  peeping. 
Life  with  love  and  rapture  thrilleth ; 
Where  the  fount  of  Youth  distilleth. 
Drink,  my  sweet! 

In  the  heart  of  the  heart  of  me — a  prayer. 

Come,  my  love ! 
The  voice  and  the  song  and  the  fragrant  air 
Are  waiting  for  us,  and  the  world  is  fair. 

The  day's  at  the  morning,  still  dim  with  dreaming 
Its  fabulous  fancies  for  our  redeeming. 
Come,  oh,  come!— where  souls  are  meeting; 
Haste,  oh,  haste !— the  time  is  fleeting. 
Come,  my  love ! 


My  Ideal  Man 


HERE  HE  IS,  just  as  I  promised 
him  last  month — my  ideal  man ! 
With  awe  and  trembling  I  ap- 
proach my  fearful  and  wonder- 
ful subject:  an  ideal  man,  you  must  ad- 
mit, is  rather  a  rarity  of  the  species,  and 
as  such  demands  due  reverence  and  re- 
spect. 

It  is  not  my  intention  to  draw  com- 
parisons between  my  ideal  man  and  my 
ideal  woman  ;  everybody  is  already  fami- 
liar with  the  classical  rhymes — "Sugar 
and  spice  and  all  that's  nice" — and 
"Frogs  and  snails  and  puppy-dog's  tails" 
which  tell  their  own  story  of  a  difference 
as  well  as  a  distinction. 

The  'Schoolboy  in  his  essay  wrote : 
"2^Ian  is  a  two-legged  animal"  ;  perhaps 
he  was  not  very  far  wrong !  However, 
when  properly  tamed  and  domesticated, 
he  is  a  very  interesting  specimen  of  his 
kind,  full  of  wonderful  possibilities.  We 
have  to  thank  one  of  the  Lords  of  (their 
own)  Creation  for  the  following  defini- 
tion. He  informs  the  world  in  general, 
and  nobody  in  particular,  that  the  very 
best  among  his  brethren  is  only — 

"A    very    man,    with    something   of    the 
brute ; 
( Unless  he  prove  a  sentimental  noddy ) 
With   passions    strong,    and    appetite    to 
boot, 
A  thirsty  soul  within  a  hungry  body. 
A  very  man — not  one  of  Nature's  clods. 


With  human  feelings,  whether  saint  or 

sinner ; 
Endowed  perhaps  with  genius  from  the 

gods, 
But  apt  to  take  his  temper  from  his 

dinner." 

Every  woman  knows  the  last  line  at 
least  is  true,  and  the  rest  she  can  concede 
or  not,  just  as  her  fancy  dictates.  But 
I  fear  I  have  w^andered  from  the  idealis- 
tic, and  strayed  into  the  realms  of  the 
realistic ;  I  must  get  back  to  the  creature 
of  my  imagination — the  ideal  man. 

Every  sage  rule  and  wise  maxim  of 
experience  justifies  the  query,  "Whose 
ideal?" — for  there  certainly  are  a  good 
many  ideals  in  the  world.  For  instance, 
when  Mrs.  Guelph-Smythe  grows  en- 
thusiastic over  some  man  of  her  acquaint- 
ance, and  with  many  complimentary 
ejaculations  and  superlative  adjectives 
assures  me  that  he  is  her  "beau  ideal"  I 
listen — oh,  yes,  I  Hsten;  but  neverthe- 
less I  am  not  converted !  Not  I !  You 
see  I  know  Mrs.  Guelph-Smythe,  and 
while  for  many  reasons  I  accept  her 
views,  "nemiiie  dissentiente,"  our  opin- 
ions on  the  subject  of  ideals  are  not  un 
animous. 

As  I  remarked  before.  Ideals  depend 
entirely  on  the  Idealist ;  so  long  as  there 
are  many  men  and  women  in  the  world 
there  must  always  be  many  opinions. 
W'hat  would   fascinate   one,   would   give 
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another  a  touch  of  the  ultramarines., 
However,  the  world  is  getting  well  on  in 
years  now,  and  should  have  had  consid- 
erable experience  as  to  what  should  prove 
the  all-round  best  type  of  man ;  yet  the 
ideal  appears  as  indefinite  as  ever,  and 
perhaps  it  is  as  well  that  it  should  be  so. 
The  monotony  of  the  thought  of  a  fixed 
ideal  would  be  intolerable,  and  would 
leave  no  scope  for  individuality. 

Ideals !  Oh,  those  beautiful  elusive 
things  that  somehow  always  seem  be- 
yond our  grasp.  Those  vague,  shadowy, 
beckoning  inhabitants  of  an  altitude  so 
much  higher  than  ourselves — sweet 
spirits  of  a  sphere  tliat  lies  a  great  way 
off.  Ideals  are  the  symbols  of  the  soul's 
emancipation;  and  the  fugitive  freedom 
of  thwught  their  native  element. 
"Ah,  but  a  man's   reach   should   exceed 

his  grasp. 
Or  what's  a  heaven  for  ?" 

Let  the  grim  old  world  keep  its  ideals, 
tlitrein  lies  its  salvation.  The  struggle 
upward  through  the  mist  must  eventu- 
ally lead  to  the  sunshine  of  the  summit, 
and  the  mountain  streams  of  faith  shall 
give  refreshment  by  the  way. 
"The  body  is  the  storm. 
The  soul  the  star  beyond  it." 

The  "star  beyond"  is  the  bright  beacon 
that  points  the  way,  and  no  cloud  can 
dim  the  eternal  radiance  of  its  light  for 
long.    Keep  the  Star  always  well  in  sight. 

Oh,  dear,  what  a  refractory  pen — so 
many  generalities,  and  my  poor  ideal  man 
waiting  all  the  time  to  be  introduced. 

Allow  me ! — I  present  you  a  King,  for 
my  ideal  is  roval :  a  King  among  men — 
because  he  is 'King  of  HLMSELF.  He 
takes  his  conscience  as  Prime  Minister 
and  rules  right  royally  over  the  realm  he 
is  set  to  govern;  rebellious  subjects  in 
his  kingdom  are  kept  well  in  check — his 
weaknesses  are  his  vassals — not  his  mas- 
ters. 

With  regard  to  outward  appearance — 
"Mens  Sana  in  corpore  sano"  goes  a  long 
way.  It  matters  not  whether  he  be  tall 
or  short,  (whichever  he  happens  to  be  it 
isn't  his  fault),  whether  his  eyes  be  blue 
or  brown,  black  or  grey,  so  long  as  they 
mirror  the  reflection  of  a  true  brave 
heart.  Erect  on  manhood's  height,  he 
stands  a  conqueror  of  baser  things  and 


the  smaller  soul,  strong  in  a  strength  that 
is  more  than  merely  physical. 

He  is  a  devoted  son  and  a  good  bro- 
ther (that  is  if  he  is  fortunate  enough  to 
enjoy  the  latter  privilege  ;  some  brothers 
sadly  underrate  their  blessings — mine 
do!)  and  is  always  ready  to  lend  a  help- 
ing hand  where  it  is  needed. 

He  is  essentially  a  gentleman,  chival- 
rous and  courteous  to  all.  He  considers 
the  comfort  and  welfare  of  others  before 
his  own  ease  and  enjoyment.  He  is  truly 
noble,  and  disdains  to  stoop  to  little 
meannesses  or  small  hypocrises.  His 
sympathies  are  not  of  the  superficial 
kind,  but  are  of  the  broad-gauge,  com- 
prehensive order.  He  is  the  very  em- 
bodiment of  a  brave,  true,  healthy  man- 
hood ;  gentle  in  his  strength,  strong  in 
his  tendencies,  fearing  naught  save  God, 
dishonor,  and  untruth.  To  the  woman 
who  loves  him  he  represents  home  and 
a  sweet  restfulness ;  she  IcKjks  to  him  as 
naturally  in  the  lesser  things  of  life,  as 
she  looks  to  a  Higher  Power  in  the 
greater.  For  such  a  man,  a  woman's 
heart  should  beat  faithful  while  he  lives 
and  break  when  he  dies. 

Of  course  my  ideal  marries.  It  only 
needs  the  love  of  a  pure  good  woman  to 
mould  his  life  to  its  perfect  circle,  and 
with  the  woman  of  his  choice  he  takes 
Joy  home  with  him,  and  "makes  a  place 
in  his  own  heart  for  her."  Jean  Inge- 
low's  beautiful  thoughts  are  realized,  foi 
she  "sings  to  him  when  he  is  weary  with 
working  in  the  furrows ;  aye,  or  weeding 
in  the  sacred  hours  of  dawn."  He  is 
husband  and  lover,  and,  above  all,  com- 
rade and  friend.  He  and  Joy  go  on  their 
way  together  hand  in  hand,  strong 
in  their  trust  in  each  other,  to  face  the 
unknown  future ;  doubling  the  joys  and 
halving  the  sorrows  of  life  by  sharing 
them  together.  As  they  slowly  ascend 
the  world's  great  altar-stairs,  whether 
sun  or  rain  he  will  whisper,  "Never  mind 
the  weather  love  ;  all  the  way  together, 
love !"  The  smile — maybe  through  tears 
— the  tightened  hamlclasp  of  her  who 
leans  on  his  greater  strength,  shows  the 
fire  of  love  to  be  still  burning  brightly. 
And  so  it  will  be  to  the  end  ;  though 
time  may  bend  the  upright  form  and 
sprinkle  the  once  abundant  hair  with  sil- 
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ver.  he  is  always  my  ideal  man.  As  the 
lamps  of  earth  flicker  out  one  by  one, 
the  beacon  Hghts  of  eternity  shine  all  the 
brighter ;  and  in  the  deeper,  fuller  glories 
of  the  aftermath,  they  reach  at  last  the 
fair  land  where  awaits — 
"Gladness  for  such  as  are  true-hearted.' 
Such  is  my  ideal  man !  Now  where 
do  you  think  I  shall  find  him?  Did  I 
hear  somebody  say  I  had  better  look  for 
him   on   another   planet?     If   I   had   an 


aeroplane  I  might  start  on  a  voyage  of 
investigation,  but  I  have  an  idea  that  he 
is  not  so  high  up.  You  see,  if  I  cannot 
realise  the  ideality,  why  I  shall  do  the 
next  best  thing,  and  idealise  the  reality! 
What  is  the  difference  pray?  A  woman 
generally  worships  an  ideal  in  the  ab- 
stract, and  usually  ends  by  loving  a  riiere 
man  in  the  concrete. 
It  is  just  her  luck! 


On  Correspondence 


AS  I  was  wending  my  way  home- 
homeward  from  the  post-office 
the  other  evening  I  heard  some- 
body behind  me  say,  "I  don't 
owe  anybody  a  letter." 

This  frank  statement  gave  me  a 
"pause,"  and  I  thought  to  myself,  "I 
wish  I  could  say  the  same." 

The  simple  remark  started  a  train  of 
thought  in  my  mind  on  the  many  little 
courtesies  and  obligations  connected  with 
our  correspondence,  which  I  think  we 
are  oft-times  apt  to  forget. 

We  hear  quite  a  lot  about  the  deter- 
ioration of  modern  letter-writing,  and  I 
suppose  we  all  know  from  experience, 
that  the  accusation  is  not  entirely  un- 
merited. When  one  thinks  of  the  many 
incoherent,  stupid,  illegible  scrawls,  that 
often  pass  for  letters  now-a-days,  one 
is  apt  to  wonder  why  this  charming  art 
should  be  so  neglected,  so  unfinished,  and 
unpolished.  A  well-expressed,  well-writ- 
ten, kindly  letter  is  a  joy  forever,  and 
simply  brims  with  sweet  influences. 

This  is  not  intended  as  a  "preachment" 
against  the  modern  correspondent,  but  is 
intended  merely  as  a  friendly  chatter  on 
a  subject  that  should  be  of  universal  in- 
terest. 

Letter-writing  is  an  art,  and  like  all 
arts  must  be  cultivated  if  one  wishes  to 
obtain  fluency  of  expression  and  pro- 
ficiency of  style.  Of  all  the  arts,  I  sup- 
pose letter-writing  is  the  most  neglected. 
Anything  does ;  a  few  blots  or  erasions 
more   or  less   do  not  matter,   and   even 


grammatical  errors  and  mistakes  in  spell- 
ing are  often  lightly  passed  over.  This 
may  be  rather  an  extreme  view,  but  yet 
I  venture  to  think  not  altogether  un- 
justified. It  is  astonishing  how  few  peo- 
ple take  the  trouble  to  express  themselves 
lucidly  and  gracefully  through  the  me- 
dium of  pen  and  paper,  and  yet  the  mis- 
sion of  the  letter  is  such  a  manifold  one, 
its  messages  so  varied,  and  its  influences 
so  tremendous. 

Every  hour  of  the  day  and  night,  mil- 
lions of  these  silent  messengers  are  trav- 
elling on  their  errands  of  joy  and  sorrow; 
of  life  and  death,  of  love  and  enmity,  of 
peace  and  war.  Sealed  within  the  small 
compass  of  the  envelope  mighty  issues 
pass  on  their  quiet  way,  moulding  the 
minds  of  men,  and  the  destiny  of  the 
world.  Looked  at  in  this  light,  letter- 
writing  assumes  a  larger  aspect,  and  the 
importance  of  written  words  a  greater 
significance.  We  may  not  all  wield  pens 
of  power  and  words  of  wisdom,  but 
everybody  may  have  the  gift  of  kindly 
expression  and  unselfish  thought  if  they 
only  take  the  trouble  to  cultivate  their 
mind  in  the  right  direction. 

There  are  many  things  which  acquire 
a  deeper  meaning  and  a  new  dignity 
when  committed  gracefully  to  paper,  and 
through  the  eye  and  brain  they  filter 
right  into  the  heart,  forming  some  of 
life's  most  precious  memories.  We,  all  of 
us,  have  these  little  sanctities  hidden 
away  in  their  own  sacred  places,  where 
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■we  may  go  in  the  quiet  intervals  and  re- 
read and  live  them  all  over  again. 

The  painter  takes  infinite  pains  and 
trouble,  and  uses  his  utmost  skill  to  por- 
tray in  his  picture  the  message  he  wants 
to  give  to  the  world ;  why  should  we  not 
use  a  little  of  the  same  thought  and  in- 
telligence to  convey  with  our  pen  the 
many  messages  we  send  through  the  mail 
to  all   corners   of   the   earth. 

Let  us  try  to  make  our  letters  better 
worth  the  reading,  with  something  more 
in  them  than  frivolous  chatter,  or  mere 
gossip. 


A  letter  very  quickly  gives  away  the 
character  of  the  person  who  writes  it, 
and  it  is  small  wonder  that  graphologists 
find  it  an  easy  matter  to  become  very 
proficient  in  their  profession. 

Few  people  realize  what  an  education 
letter-writing  really  is,  and  what  a  lot 
may  be  learned  as  one  goes  along,  if  one 
only  takes  the  trouble.  Instead  of  being 
a  "bore"  as  so  many  people  find  it,  letter- 
writing  should  be  one  of  our  greatest 
pleasures  and  recreations. 

Try  and  get  a  new  view  of  the  subject, 
and  prove  it  for  yourselves. 


At  the  Shrine  of  Euphrosyne 


'L 


IFE  were  indeed  a  solemn  session, 
if  glad-ewed  Mirth  kept  away 
from  the  proceedings  altogether. 
As  Charles  Lamb  has  said,  "'A 
laugh  is  worth  a  hundred  groans  in  any 
market,"  the  moral  of  which  is,  of  course, 
laugh  often,  and  groan  only  at  intervals 
— very  rare  intervals  at  that! 

Mirth  mixed  with  Merriment,  makes 
an  excellent  medicine  for  the  megrims  of 
melancholy,  and  should  be  taken  fre- 
quently in  liberal  doses  as  a  preventative 
as  well  as  a  cure. 

The  world  needs  liberal-hearted  laugh- 
to  r-lovers,  who,  having  drunk  deeply 
iliemselves  at  the  sunshiny  source  of  sup- 
ply, carry  away  brimming  cups  of  the 
magic  elixer,  that  others  may  also  drink 
of  its  wholesome  felicity. 

Laugh,  not  with  the  laughter  of  De- 
mocritus,  at  the  folly  of  your  fellowmen, 
but  laugh  because  the  world  is  fair,  and 
life  is  worth  while  for  those  who  make 
it  so. 

The  Editor  has  accused  me  of  being  a 
philosopher,  so  I  must  live  up  to  my  re- 
putation;  but,  (let  me  whisper  it,  lest  it 
reach  the  editorial  sanctum),  I  can 
"merry-make"  with  the  best,  and  that  is 
why  I  intend  even,^  month  to  take  you 
for  a  five  minutes  space  to  the  shrine  of 
the  goddess  of  perpetual  cheerfulness. 
The  philosophy  of  fun  is  too  much  of  an 


imknown  quantity,  and  if  by  any  chance 
no  such  thing  exists,  I  invent  it  right 
away. 

One  sunny  soul  has  left  on  record, — 
"There  is  nothing  like  fun,  is  there?  O, 
we  need  it !  We  need  all  the  counter- 
weights we  can  muster  to  balance  the 
sad  relations  of  life.  God  has  made 
sunny  spots  in  the  heart ;  why  should  we 
exclude  the  light  from  them  ?" 

Why,  indeed?  Polish  the  windows  of 
the  mind  that  not  a  speck  obscure  the 
pure  radiance,  and  then  let  in  the  light 
until  the  darkest  corner  is  illuminated, 
and  there  remains  no  possible  chance  of 
stumbling  over  shadows,  either  real  or 
imaginary. 

New  let  us  laugh !  Every  month  you 
shall  have  the  best  and  funniest  stories 
that  come  my  way  ;  here  are  two  or  three 
to  begin  with : 

A    Prudent    Wooer. 

\'ery  careful  was  the  farmer  who  en- 
tered a  telegraph  office  in  New  York 
and  sent  this  message  to  a  woman  in 
Canada:  "Will  you  be  my  wife?  Please 
answer  at  once  by  telegraph."  Then  he 
sat  down  and  waited.  No  answer  came. 
He  waited  till  late  in  the  evening;  still 
no  answer.  Early  the  ne.xt  morning  he 
came  in  again,  and  was  handed  a  des- 
patch—  an  affirmative  reply.  The  opera- 
tor expressed  his  sympathy.     "  'Twas  a 
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little  rough  to  keep  you  so  long  in  sus- 
pense." "Look  here,  young  fellow,"  said 
the  farmer,  "I'll  stand  all  the  suspense. 
A  woman  that'll  hold  back  her  answer  to 
a  proposal  of  marriage  all  day  so  as  to 
send  it  by  night  rates,  is  jest  the  econom- 
ical woman  that  I've  been  a-waitin'  for." 
An  Unexpected  Answer. 

The  lesson  was  from  the  "Prodigal 
Son,"  and  the  Sunday  school  teacher  was 
dwelling  on  the  character  of  the  elder 
brother.  "But  amidst  all  the  rejoicing," 
she  said,  "there  was  one  to  whom  the 
preparation  of  the  feast  brought  no  joy, 
to  whom  the  prodigal's  return  brought  no 
pleasure,  but  only  bitterness ;  one  who 
did  not  approve  of  the  feast  being  held, 
and  who  had  no  wish  to  attend  it.  Now, 
can  any  of  you  tell  me  who  this  was?" 
There  was  a  breathless  silence,  followed 
by  a  vigorous  cracking  of  thumbs,  and 
then  from  a  dozen  sympathetic  little 
geniuses  came  the  chorus,  "Please  teach- 
er, it  was  the  fatted  calf !" 

A  Story  of  Whittier. 

A  little  girl,  who  was  staying  at  the 
same  house  with  Whittier,  the  poet,  and 
of  whom  he  was  very  fond,  asked  him 
to  commemorate  in  verse  the  death  of 
her  kitten,  Bathsheba  by  name.  Without 
a  moment's  hesitation  the  poet  recited 
solemnly  : — ^"Bathsheba,  To  whom  none 
ever  said  S'cat !  No  worthier  cat  ever 
sat  on  a  mat,  Or  caught  a  rat.  Requies- 
cat."  The  same  little  girl  had  a  pony 
who  broke  his  leg,  and  again  the  poet 


was  called  upon  to  comfort  the  child  with 
some  poetic  sentiment.  "I  have  written 
some  lines  myself,"  she  said,  "but  I  can't 
think  how  to  finish  the  verse."  "What 
did  you  write?"  asked  Mr.  Whittier. 
"My  pony  kicked  to  the  right,  he  kicked 
to  the  left ;  The  stable  post  he  struck  it ; 
He  broke  his  leg  right  off — "  "And 
then,"  added  Whittier,  "And  then,'  he 
kicked  the  bucket." 

Notices  Which  Make  You  Smile. 
There  is  quite  a  rich  crop  of  humor, 
usually  unconscious,  to  be  reaped  by  the 
observant  in  the  notices  displayed  in  shop 
windows,  of  which  the  following  an- 
nouncement by  a  Southend  bird-fancier 
is  not  at  all  a  bad  sample :  "Doves  for 
sale,  cheap.  Eat  nearly  anything.  Fond 
of  children."  Not  long  ago  a  Farring- 
don-road  butcher  had  in  his  window  this 
notice :  "Wanted,  a  respectable  boy  for 
beef  sausages."  "Wanted,  a  warehouse- 
man," ran  another  similar  notice.  "Ap- 
plicants must  be  accustomed  to  rigorous 
discipline.  Only  the  offers  of  such  can- 
didates will  be  entertained  who  have 
served  in  the  Army  or  been  married  for 
a  considerable  length  of  time."  Equally 
amusing  is  the  following  notice  by  a 
Japanese  laundryman  in  America  :  "Con- 
trary to  our  opposite  company,  w^e  will 
most  cleanly  and  carefully  wash  our  cus- 
tomers with  possible  cheap  prices  as  fol- 
lows— Ladies,  two  dollars  per  loo ;  gen- 
tlemen, I  1-2  dollars  per  loo." — West- 
minster Gazette. 


My   Valentine 

Blanche  E.  Holt  Murison 

I'm  in  love  with  a  little  Dutch  maiden, 

With  hair  of  a  glorious  hue ; 
And  lips  with  sweetness  laden, 
And  eyes  of  a  ravishing  blue : 

But  she  only  laughs  and  teases  me, 

This  little  Dutch  maid  from  the  Zuyder  Zee. 

She's  as  dainty  as  a  woodland  flower. 

And  as  fair  as  the  sun  at  noon  ; 
As  fresh  as  a  Summer  shower, 
And  as  sweet  as  a  rose  in  June : 

But  she  only  laughs  and  teases  me. 

This  little  Dutch  maid  from  the  Zuyder  Zee 

I'm  in  love  with  that  little  Dutch  maiden. 

With  her  eyes  of  ravishing  blue ; 
But  still  with  grief  I'm  laden, 
Oh,  what  can  a  lover  do? 

I  never  can  make  that  maiden  mine. 
For  she  came  bv  mail— as  a  valentine ' 


'^=^(^^=^ 


VIII. 

ALEXANDER  Caulfield  Anderson, 
in  his  valuable  "Notes  on  the 
Indian  Tribes  of  British  North 
America,  and  the  North-West 
Coast,"  written  in  1855,  refers  in 
his  own  inimitable  way  to  these  same 
white  dogs :  "From  point  to  point  as 
we  descend  the  river,"  he  remarks,  "the 
palisaded  villages  which  I  have  mentien- 
ed  appear.  Around  gambol  whole  hosts 
of  white  quadrupeds,  some  shorn  like 
sheep,  others  sweltering  under  a  crop 
of  flowing  fleece.  A  stranger,  sentiment- 
ally disposed,  might  possibly,  on  getting 
a  distant  view,  imagine  a  scene  of  Ar- 
cadian felicity,  people  it  to  his  heart's 
content,  and  sing  as  did  one  of  yore, 

"Heureux  qui  se  nourrit  du  lait  de  ses 
brebis 
Et    qui    de    leur    toison,    voit   filer    ses 
habits." 

But  alas !  worthy  stranger,  these  are  only 


dogs :  their  owners  (alas  again),  the  ver- 
iest knaves  and  pilferers  under  the  sun. 
The  dogs  in  question  are  of  a  breed  pe-| 
culiar  to  the  lower  parts  of  Eraser's  f 
River,  and  the  southern  portions  of  Van- 
couver's Island  and  the  Gulf  of  Georgia. 
White,  with  a  long  woolly  hair  and  bushy 
tail,  they  differ  materially  in  aspect  from 
the  common  Indian  cur,  possessing,  how- 
ever, the  same  vulpine  cast  of  counten- 
ance. Shorn  regularly  as  the  crop  of 
hair  matures,  these  creatures  are  of  real 
value  to  their  owners,  yielding  them  the 
material  whence  blankets,  coarse  it  is 
true,  but  of  excellent  fabric  are  manu- 
factured. My  habits  of  life  since  early, 
manhood,  have  possibly  tended  in  somei 
degree  to  blunt  the  power  of  apprecia- 
tion in  these  matters,  but  I  confess  I 
could  not  witness  without  satisfaction, 
the  primitive  approach  to  texile  manu- 
factures which  here  first  recurred  to  my 
view  after  the  lapse  of  many  years.  An 
additional  interest  was  afterwards  cre- 
ated in  my  mind,  when  on  examination. 
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I  found  the  implement  used  for  weaving, 
differed  in  no  apparent  respect  from  the 
rude  loom  of  the  days  of  the  Pharaolis, 
as  figured  by  modern  archaists." 

By  dint  of  perseverence  and  excessive 
labour  the  explorers  at  last  reached  tidal 
water.  On  Friday,  the  30th.  the  Indian 
precursor  of  the  little  hamlet  of  Yale 
was  passed,  and  a  point  reached  where  a 
large  stream  joined  the  river  from  the 
left  bank.  The  stream  here  referred  to 
we  take  to  be  that  now  known  as  the 
Chili ivvack.  A  round  mountain  loomed 
up  ahead,  called  by  the  natives 
Stremotch.  Masson,  in  a  footnote,  bald- 
ly states  that  this  same  round  mountain 
was  no  other  than  the  Mount  Baker  of 
Captain  George  Vancouver,  but,  in  view 
of  the  fact  that  the  editor  of  Simon 
Eraser's  Journal  had  no  local  knowledge 
of  the  scene  of  the  exploits  of  the  young 
fur-trader,  we  are  quite  justified  in 
doubting  the  accuracy  of  the  observation. 
The  student  will  observe,  indeed,  that 
few  of  Masson's  annotations  are  of  any 
value,  either  geographically  or  ethnologi- 
cally.  We  are  inclined  to  think  that  the 
Stremotch  (Sumas)  of  Eraser  was  the 
"Sugar  Loaf  Mountain"  of  Archibald 
McDonald,  referred  to  by  him  in  his 
notes  on  Sir  George  Simpson's  journey 
to  Eort  Langley. 

At  this  point  seals  were  observed  in 
the  reaches  of  the  river  and  such  a  cer- 
tain indication  of  the  close  proximity  of 
the  sea  must  have  been  almost  as 
welcome  to  the  toil-worn  travellers  as 
the  appearance  of  the  dove  with  a  twig 
in  its  beak  to  the  weary  voyagers  in 
Noah's  Ark.  After  sunset  the  party  en- 
camped near  a  spot  where  vast  cedars, 
"five  fathoms  in  circumference,"  reach- 
ed majestically  skyward.  Being  entirely 
without  provisions,  the  men  went  supper- 
less  to  bed,  the  faithful  Indians,  who  had 
accompanied  them,  faring  no  better,  for 
they  also  were  without  food  of  any  de- 
scription. Those  pests  of  the  marshes, 
mosquitoes,  made  their  appearance  in 
clouds  and  added  to  the  discomforts  ex- 
perienced on  the  occasion.  Unfortun- 
ately, it  is  impossible  now  to  exactly 
place  the  site  of  the  encampment,  but.  in 
all  probability,  it  was  at,  or  in  the  near 
vicinity  of,  Yale. 


The  canyons  and  dangerous  places  of 
the  river  had  all  been  safely  passed  and 
one  would  naturally  think  that  little  or  no 
difficulty  would  have  been  experienced 
in  traversing  the  bn^ad  b(jsom  of  the 
Lower  I'Vaser.  Hut.  on  the  very  threshold 
of  success,  disaster  threatened  to  over- 
whelm the  entire  expedition.  So 
far  I^Vaser  had  been  engaged  in 
overcoming  the  stupendous  obstacles 
which  nature  had  placed  in  his 
path,  but  now,  when  that  path  was  clear 
of  all  natural  impediments,  he  was  called 
upon  to  contend  with  the  declared  hos- 
tility of  powerful  tribes.  In  the  first  part 
of  the  journey  the  friendliness  of  the  na- 
tives had  been  an  important  factor  in  his 
success, — now  the  position  was  revers- 
ed, and  the  leader  of  the  expedition 
found  the  clear  road  before  him  barred 
by  the  savage  ill-will  of  the  aborigine.-. 
Surely  the  very  irony  of  Eate !  Here- 
tofore the  fur-trader  had  pitted  his  wits 
against  Nature  and.  after  a  long  battle, 
the  fur-trader  had  triumphed ;  now  the 
furtrader  was  to  pit  his  wits  against  the 
wiles  and  machinations  of  the  savage 
folk,  and  the  fur-trader  was  again  to  be 
the  victor  in  the  unequal  struggle.  Here, 
if  anywhere,  and  now,  if  at  any  time, 
Simon  Eraser  would  be  called  upon  to 
prove  himself. 

Mist  shrouded  the  river  on  the  morn- 
ing of  July  1st.  After  it  had  cleared 
away  the  brigade  again  embarked.  .-Vt 
8  o'clock  an  Indian  village  of  some  two 
hundred  souls  was  approached.  Here 
the  hungry  party  enjoyed  the  fish,  ber- 
ries and  dried  oysters  which  the  Chief 
spread  before  them.  The  Little  Eellow 
(of  the  Hacamaugh  or  Thompson  na- 
tion), who  had  faithfully  remained  with 
the  expedition  since  June  20th,  now,  by 
virtue  of  his  many  and  great  services, 
ranked  with  the  leaders  of  the  expedition 
and  on  all  occasions  accompanied  them. 
So  now  he  is  served  with  Frascr,  Stuart, 
and  Quesnel.  The  consideration  with 
which  he  was  treated  no  doubt  added 
greatly  to  his  prestige  among  his 
fellow  red  men.  It  is  much  to  be 
regretted  that  we  do  not  know  the 
Indian  patronymic  of  the  Little 
Eellow.  for  he  deserves  to  have  his 
name  handed  down  to  posterity.     If  ever 
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a  native  ally  deserved  honourable  men- 
tion it  is'  this  Little  Fellow,  who 
so  cheerfully  aided  his  white  friends. 
We  know  very  little  about  him,  but  as 
long  as  Simon  Fraser's  great  exploit  is 
remembered,  the  Little  Fellow  will  be 
honoured  as  a  true  friend  in  need.  He 
emerges  from  the  darkness  wdiich 
shrouds  pre-historic  times,  fits  across  the 
stage  before  us,  and  departs,  we  know 
not  whither.  He  is  to  us  now  nothing 
more  than  a  very  shadow,  a  vague  but 
pleasant  memory. 

The  chief  of  the  clan  was  evidently 
hospitably  inclined  for  he  presented  his 
guest  with  a  coat  of  mail  (leather)  of 
which  much  needed  shoes,  or  moccasins, 
were  made.  ]\Ioreover,  the  strangers 
were  entertained  with  weird  songs  and 
a  dance  no  less  w^eird.  The  hospitable 
chief  stood  in  the  centre  of  the  ring 
formed  by  the  dancers  and  directed  their 
movements,  while  a  primitive  orchestra 
vigorously  beat  a  drum  upon  the  wall 
of  the  communal  house — makingl,  ac- 
cording to  an  eye  witness,  "a  terrible 
racket."  To  shew  the  chief  that  his 
courtesy  and  entertainment  were  appre- 
ciated, Fraser  presented  to  him  a  calico 
gown,  which  delighted  the  heart  of  the 
unsophisticated  warrior. 

It  was  remarked  that  the  Indians  at 
this  village  evinced  neither  curiosity  nor 
surprise  at  the  appearance  or  weapons  of 
the  party,  and  in  view  of  their  apathy 
Fraser  concluded  that  they  had  seen 
white  men  before.  They  dwelt  together 
in  one  large  house  six  hundred  and  forty 
feet  long  and  sixty  feet  broad.  At  first 
the  adventurer  thought  that  they  were 
fair,  but  afterwards  he  discovered  that 
they  used  a  white  paint  which  effectually 
disguised  their  swarthy  complexions. 
Once  again  he  notes  the  dogs"  hair  rugs, 
which,  it  is  stated,  were  spun  with  a 
distafif  and  spindle. 

The  Indians  who  had  piloted  Fraser 
thither,  now  departed  homeward  with 
their  canoes.  This  caused  some  de- 
lay as  the  natives  of  the  village  refused 
to  part  with  their  craft  under  any  con- 
sideration whatever.  Finally,  however, 
the  Chief  consented  to  lend  the  strangers 
his  own  large  canoe  ;  he  also  promised  to 
accompany  them  as  guide. 


Fraser  spent  tlie  night  at  the  village  i^ 
of   the   white-painted      Indians,     or   en-   r 
camped  near  it.     It  is  not  possible  from  ■  < 
his   inadequate   description   of   the   place    . 
to  ascertain  its  exact  position.     In  those 
days  there  were  many  villages  between 
the  present  site  of  Hope  and  New  West- 
minster.    Not  a  few  of  them  have  un- 
doubtedly   been    completely    obliterated 
in  the  hundred  years  which  have  pass- 
ed since  Fraser's  exploration. 
IX. 
The  2nd  of  July,  1808,  was  a  memor- 
able  day   in   the   life  of   Simon   Fraser. 
Seldom  even  in  the  adventurous  life  of 
a  fur-trader  have  so  many  exciting  inci- 
dents been  crowded  into  the  brief  space 
of  a  few  fleeting  hours.  His  troubles  com- 
menced early  with  the  discovery  of  the 
thieving  propensities  of  the  natives — in 
that  respect  they  seemed  verily  to  have 
been  "whited  sepulchres."   Being  anxious 
to  proceed   without  delay,  the   explorer 
applied  for  the  canoe   which  the  Chief 
had  promised  him  the   day  before,   but' 
to    his  chagrin  no  attention  was  paid  to 
the    request.      What    followed    may    be 
given   in  the   w'ords  of  the   written  ac- 
count of  the  day's  proceedings  : 

'T  therefore,  took  the  canoe,"  the 
Journal  reads,  "and  had  it  carried  to  the 
water  side.  The  Chief  got  it  carried 
back.  We  again  laid  hold  of  it.  He  still 
resisted  and  made  us  understand  that  he 
was  not  only  the  greatest  of  his  nation, 
but  equal  in  force  to  the  sun.  However, 
as  we  could  not  get  on  without  the 
canoe,  we  persisted  and  at  last  gained 
our  point.  The  Chief  and  several  of  the 
tribe  accompanied  us." 

On  arriving  at  a  village  (about 
two  miles  above  New  Westminstei 
— Coquitlam  probably),  a  few  hours 
later,  Fraser  was  warned  not  tc 
proceed  further  as  the  Indians  at  the 
Coast  were  wicked  and  at  war  with  theii 
neighbours,  and  it  w^as  more  than  likely 
so  thought  the  aborigines,  that  the  whit( 
men  w^ould  be  killed  by  their  warlike 
brethren  at  the  mouth  of  the  river 
Little  or  no  attention  was  paid  tc 
these  remarks  and  the  men  preparer 
to  embark,  but  they  were  prevented  fron 
doing  so  by  the  natives  who  seized  tht 
canoe  and  dragged  it  out  of  the  water 
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At  this  juncture  Fraser  and  Stuart  were 
invited  to  the  principle  house  of  the  vil- 
lage, hut  no  sooner  were  they  out  of 
sight  than  the  Indians  began  to  make  a 
"terrible  noise"  near  the  baggage.  Stu- 
art immediately  went  to  ascertain  the 
cause  of  the  disturbance.  He  found  that 
one  of  the  natives  had  pilfered  a  jacket 
from  the  canoe.  The  article,  however, 
was  promptly  returned  by  order  of  the 
Chief.  But  the  trouble  was  not  all  over 
as  we  learn  from  an  entry  in  the  Journal 
which  reads:  "We  then  made  a  motion 
to  embark  with  the  Chief,  but  his  friends 
who  did  not  approve  of  his  going,  tiock- 
ed  around  him  and  were  embracing  him 
with  as  much  concern  and  tenderness  as 
if  he  were  never  to  return.  Our  native 
lollowers  seeing  this  scene  of  apparent 
distress  between  the  Chief  and  his  con- 
nexions, changed  their  mind  and  declined 
to  go  any  further.  Even  our  Little  Fel- 
low would  not  embark,  saying  he  was 
afraid  of  Ka-wa-chin  (Cowichan)  or 
Indians  of  the  sea.  Some  of  the  In- 
dians laid  violent  hands  upon  the  canoe 
and  insisted  upon  taking  it  out  of  the 
water.  We  paid  no  notice  to  their  vio- 
lence, but  made  them  desist  and  embark- 
ed without  them." 

As    the    succeeding    paragraphs    are 
important    and    vastly     interesting,     we 
will     quote     them     in     full,     in     order 
that    the    reader    may    the    better    un- 
derstand the  unhappy  predicament  of  the 
'  expedition   at  this  juncture.     "Proceed- 
I  ing  on  for  two  miles,"  the  Journal  con- 
tinues, "we  arrived  at  the  place  where 
'  the    river    divides    in    several    channels, 
'  when  we  perceived  a  canoe  following  us 
;  and  we  waited  for  its  arrival.     One  of 
the  Indians  embarked  in  our  canoe,  with 
a  view,  as  we  thought,  of  conducting  us 
in  the  right  channel,  but  we  soon  remark- 
ed that  several  other   Indians  from  the 
village,   armed   with   bows   and   arrows, 
spears,  clubs,  were  pursuing  us  in  their 
canoes,  singing  war  songs,  and  making 
signs  and  gestures  highly  inimical.     The 
one  who  had  embarked  with  us  became 
also  verv  unruly,  singing,  dancing,  and 
kicking  up  a  great  dust.    We  threatened 
him  and  he  mended  his  manners  and  be- 
came quiet. 
\     "This  was  an  alarming  crisis,  but  wt 


were  not  discouraged ;  confident  upon 
our  own  superiority,  at  least  on  the 
water,  we  c(jntinucd  and  at  last  we  came 
in  sight  of  a  gulf  ut  bay  of  the  sea  ;  this, 
the  Indians  called  l*as-hil-roe.  It  runs 
in  a  south-west  and  north-east  direc- 
tion. In  this  bay  are  several  high  and 
rocky  islands,  whose  summits  were  cov- 
ered with  snow. 

"(Jn  the  right  shore  we  noticed  a  vil- 
lage called  by  the  natives,  Miscjuiamc. 
We  directed  our  course  towards  it.  Um 
turbulent  passengers  conducted  us  up  a 
small  winding  river  to  a  small  lake,  near 
which  the  village  stood  ;  there  we  land- 
ed, but  only  found  a  few  old  men  and 
women,  the  others  having  fled  into  the 
woods  on  our  approach.  The  fort  is 
1,500  feet  in  length  and  90  feet  in 
breadth.  The  houses  which  are  con- 
structed as  those  mentioned  in  other 
places,  are  in  rows ;  one  of  the  natives, 
after  conducting  us  through  all  the  apart- 
ments, desired  us  to  go  away,  as,  other- 
wise the  Indians  would  be  apt  to  attack 
us.  About  this  time,  those  that  had  fol- 
lowed us  from  above,  arrived. 

"Having  spent  an  hour  looking  alxnit 
and  examining  the  place,  we  went  to  cm- 
bark,  but  found  that  the  tide  had  ebbed 
and  left  our  canoe  on  dry  land.  We, 
therefore,  had  to  drag  it  some  distance 
to  the  water.  The  natives  seeing  our  dif- 
ficulties assumed  courage  and  began  to 
make  their  appearance  from  every  di- 
rection, dressed  in  their  coats  of  mail 
and  howling  like  so  many  wolves,  and 
brandishing  their  war  clubs.  We  at  last 
got  into  deep  water  and  embarked ;  our 
turbulent  guide  no  sooner  found  himself 
on  board  again  than  he  began  a  repeti- 
tion of  his  former  pranks.  He  asked 
for  our  daggers,  for  our  clothes,  in  fact 
for  evervthing  we  had.  Fully  convinced 
at  length  of  his  unfriendly  disposition, 
we  turned  him  ashore  and  made  him  un- 
derstand, as  well  as  the  others  who  were 
bv  this  time  closing  upon  us,  that  if  they 
did  not  keep  their  distance  we  would  fire 
ujion  them." 

The  foregoing  remarks  of  the  explorer 
plainlv  indicate  that  he  actually  reached 
the  (iulf  of  Georgia.  Not  a  few  writers 
have  asserted  that  he  turned  back  at 
the  point  where  the  City  of  New  W  est- 
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minster  now  stands,  but  if  this  had  been 
the  case  the  downward  voyage  would 
have  ended  at  the  "place  where  the  river 
divides  into  several  channels,"  which  de- 
scription evidently  refers  to  the  reaches 
immediately  below  the  Royal  City.  We 
may  also  conclude  that  Fraser  followed 
the  North  Arm  from  this  point  and  not 
what  is  now  the  main  channel.  If  he 
had  descended  the  river  to  the  present 
site  of  Steveston  or  beyond  it,  he  could 
not  have  recognised  so  easily  the  village 
of  Musquiam,  so  particularly  referred  to 
in  the  Journal.  Musquiam  is  situated 
exactly  at  the  mouth  of  the  northern  out- 
let of  the  North  Arm,  and  it  faces  both 
the  Gulf  and  the  River.  Therefore  we 
may  safely  conclude  that  Simon  Fraser 
not  only  reached  tidal  water  but  that  he 
also  actually  viewed,  from  the  shore 
thereof,  the  arm  of  the  sea  visited  by 
Captain  George  Vancouver  in  the  year 
1792,  and  named  by  hkn  the  Gulf  of 
Georgia.  If  further  proof  should  be  re- 
quired we  have  only  to  turn  to  the  chart 
of  John  Stuart  and  to  read  the  legend 
quaintly  marked  thereon  at  the  point 
where  the  river  flows  past  "Massquiame 
Village."  This  is  the  legend:  "Mr.  Si- 
mon Fraser  and  party  returned  from 
the  Sortie  of  the  River." 

With  reference  to  the  "small  winding 
river"  and  "small  lake,"  we  may  remark 
that  a  little  creek  flows  past  Musquiam. 
and  the  lake  was  no  doubt  formed  by 
the  flooding  of  the  low  land  between  the 
river  and  the  village.  This  land,  having 
been  dyked,  is  not  now  subjest  to  over- 
flow. The  river  vv^as  at  its  highest  stage 
when  Fraser  descended  it  in  1808. 

Much  as  Simon  Fraser  desired  to  ex- 
plore the  arm  of  the  sea,  he  was  obliged 
to  give  up  the  idea.  The  hostility  of 
the  natives,  and  the  lack  of  provisions, 
proved  an  effectual  bar  to  further  pro- 
gress. The  odds  were  against  him  and 
he  was  forced  to  retire.  But  he  had  ac- 
complished his  purpose  so  steadfastly  ad- 
hered to, — he  had  reached  the  sea — not 
by  the  Columbia,  how^ever,  but  by  an- 
other river  which  henceforth  was  to  bear 
his  name.  That  he  did  not  view  the 
Pacific  ocean  itself  was  a  bitter  disap- 
pointment, as  indeed  we  may  gather  from 
the  following  entry  in  his  Journal :  "Here 


again  I  must  acknowledge  my  great  dis- 
appointment at  not  reaching  the  Main 
Ocean,  having  gone  so  near  it  as  to  be 
almost  within  view ;  we  besides  wished 
very  much  to  settle  the  situation  by  an 
observation  for  the  longtitude.  The  lati- 
tude is  49  deg.  nearly,  while  that  of  the 
entrance  to  the  Columbia  is  46  deg.  20. 
This  river  therefore  is  not  the  Colum- 
bia. If  I  had  been  convinced  of  this 
when  I  left  my  canoes,  I  would  certain- 
ly have  returned."  We  may  be  thankful 
that  the  explorer  did  not  find  out  his 
error  earlier,  as,  in  that  event,  we  would 
have  been  deprived  of  one  of  the  most 
interesting  chapters  of  the  early  history 
of  our  Province. 

Having  accomplished  his  purpose. 
Fraser  started  homeward.  But  his  dif- 
ficulties were  by  no  means  over.  In  the 
first  stage  of  his  return  journey  he  was 
continually  harassed  by  hostile  natives, 
who  persistently  followed  him  with  the 
set  purpose  of  annihilating  the  whole 
expedition.  Once  the  Indians  slily  tried 
to  upset  the  canoe  but  fortunately  their 
object  was  divined  and  the  attempt  frus- 
trated. The  continual  dangers  and  perils 
so  wrought  upon  the  nerves  of  the  voy- 
aguers  that  on  the  sixth  day  of  July 
they  mutinied  and  threatened  to  desert 
in  a  body.  But,  after  a  conference, 
peace  was  restored  and  the  men  solemn- 
ly resolved  to  keep  together  until  the 
end  of  the  journey.  To  make  this  reso- 
lution binding  upon  the  consciences  of 
one  and  all,  each  member  of  the  party 
subscribed  to  the  following  oath :  "I 
solemnly  swear  before  Almighty  God 
that  I  shall  sooner  perish  than  forsake 
in  distress  any  of  our  crew  during  the 
present  voyage." 

After  harassing  days  of  innumerable 
hardships,  the  expedition  reached  the  ter- 
ritories of  more  friendly  natives,  who 
were  much  surprised  at  the  re-appear- 
ance of  the  white  men — they  had  evident- 
ly expected  that  their  genial  congeners 
of  the  Lower  River  would  have  efifect- 
ually  disposed  of  the  travellers  in  a 
manner  becoming  the  traditions  of  the 
race.  At  2  o'clock  on  the  afternoon  of 
Thursday,  the  14th,  the  party  arrived  at 
the  Thompson  River;  the  Chilcotin 
River  was  passed  on  Tuesday,  the  25th ; 
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a  week  later  Quesnel  River  was  left  be- 
hind ;  an  at  last,  on  the  6th  day  of 
August,  the  expedition  reached  Fort 
(Jeorge,  finding  there  Hugh  Faries  and 
his  two  men. 

It  is  interesting  to  note  that,  while 
forty  days  were  consumed  in  descending 
the  river,  the  ascent  was  accomplished 
in  thirty-five  days.  In  going  to  the  sea 
yucsnel  was  reached  on  May  30th,  Lil- 
looet  on  June  15th,  Lytton  on  June  20th, 
Jackass  Mountain  on  June  22nd,  Spuz- 
zum  on  June  27th,  Yale  probably  on 
June  30th;  New  Westminster  on  July 
2nd,  and  Musquiam,  where  the  outward 
vo\age  ended  on  the  same  day.  In  re- 
turning the  Thompson  River  was  passed 
on  July  14th,  the  Chilcotin  River  on  July 
25th  ;  on  August  6th  the  journey  ended 
at  Fort  George,  the  place  of  departure. 

Such  was  the  nature  of  Simon  Fra- 
ser  and  John  Stuart's  achievement. 
Such  is  the  story  we  have  almost  for- 
gotten. Surely  these  men  who  so  nobly 
persevered  in  their  undertaking  are  in- 
deed worthy  of  all  honour  and  respect. 
X. 

After  his  three  or  four  ardu- 
ous years  in  New  Caledonia,  where 
he  had  been  so  strenuously  employed  in 
enlarging  the  territories  of  the  North- 
West  Company,  Simon  Fraser  returned 
to  Eastern  Canada.  As  a  reward  for  his 
distinguished  services  he  was  given 
charge  of  a  district  in  the  Middle  North- 
West.  In  181 1  we  see  him  at  the  Red 
River ;  two  years  later  on  the  Mac- 
Kenzie.  In  18 16  he  was  at  Fort  Wil- 
liam when  that  post  was  captured  by 
the  Earl  of  Selkirk. 

It  is  passing  strange  that  the  story  of 
his  adventures  was  not  given  to  the  world 
in  the  form  of  a  book.  While  the  re- 
sults of  Sir  Alexander  MacKenzie's 
journey  were  duly  set  forth  in  the  form 
of  a  quarto  volume,  which  appeared  in 
the  year  1801,  and  while  the  Govern- 
inent  of  the  United  States  took  very 
good  care  that  the  world  should  not  re- 
main in  ignorance  of  the  important  dis- 
coveries of  Captain  Lewis  and  Captain 
Clark,  in  the  valley  of  the  Colum- 
bia, so  far  as  we  are  aware,  no  at- 
tempt was  ever  made,  publicly  or  pri- 
vately,  to  publish   a   full   and   authentic 


account  of  Simon  I*"raser's  equally  im- 
portant expedition  until  long  after  the 
decease  of  the  chief  actor  in  that  daring 
episode. 

It  should  be  borne  in  mind  that  at  the 
time  of  Simon  i-Vaser's  descent  of  the 
river  it  was  at  Hood-height.  His  achieve- 
ment is  ail  the  more  remarkable  on  that 
account.  Had  his  journey  been  under- 
taken in  the  same  season  of  the  year  as 
that  of  Sir  George  Simpson  in  1828  the 
task  would  have  been  far  less  difficult, 
and  the  accomplishment  of  it  by  no 
means  so  memorable.  Sir  George  Simp- 
son, the  energetic  and  wide-roving  Gov- 
ernor of  the  Hudson's  Bay  Company, 
passed  the  "ruins  of  Fort  George"  a  few 
minutes  before  five  o'clock  on  the  morn- 
ing of  rViday,  September  26th,  1828,  and 
he  reached  Fort  Langley,  which  had  been 
established  in  1827,  precisely  at  eight 
o'clock  on  the  evening  of  Friday,  October 
26th,  having  thus  consumed  but  fourteen 
days  in  covering  a  distance  which  took 
Simon  Fraser  considerably  over  a  month 
to  traverse.  But  everything  was  in  fa- 
vour of  the  Governor,  who  had  at  his 
command  all  the  men  and  resources  of 
the  Western  Department,  to  say  nothing 
of  the  hearty  co-operation  of  the  Indians, 
while  Fraser  was  entirely  dependent  up- 
on the  adventitious  resources  of  an  unex- 
plored and  unknown  country,  peopled  by 
natives  of  whose  disj^osition  and  propen- 
sities absolutely  nothing  was  then  known. 

W^e  are  told  that  the  worthy  explorer 
was  offered  knighthood  as  a  reward  for 
his  services,  which  honour,  it  has  been 
asserted  by  several  writers,  he  declined 
on  the  ground  that  he  had  not  the  means 
to  support  the  title.  \'ery  interesting 
such  statements,  but  in  all  probability 
rather  misleading.  Fraser  was  at  one 
time  a  comparatively  wealthy  man  and 
he  could  have  supported  the  honour  of 
knighthood  with  a  becoming  dignity — 
after  all  knighthood  is  not  an  expensive 
luxury.  But.  it  has  been  inferred  that 
he  had  a  far  more  important  reason  for 
declining  the  title.  It  would  appear  that 
he  traced  his  descent,  in  a  direct  line, 
from  the  fourth  Lord  Lovat — claimed  in 
fact  that  he  was  the  rightful  successor  to 
the  title  and  ancestral  estates  of  the 
Lovats.    It  was  on  account  of  this  claim 
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that  he  refused  knighthood.  He  would 
not  accept,  so  the  story  goes,  any  title 
beneath  the  title  of  Lord  Lovat  in  dig- 
nity. In  later  years  the  explorer  unfor- 
tunately lost  money  through  the  burning 
of  some  mills  in  which  he  was  interested, 
and  he  died  a  poor,  but  not  a  poverty- 
stricken,  man. 

Simon  Fraser  married  a  daughter  of 
Captain  Allen  AlacDonnell,  of  Matilda, 
Ontario,  we  presume,  shortly  after  his 
return  from  New  Caledonia.  Retiring 
from  active  service,  probably  at  the  time 
of  the  union  of  the  Xorth-West  Com- 
pany and  the  Hudson's  Bay  Company  in 
1821,  he  took  up  his  residence  at  St. 
Andrew's,  on  the  Ottawa  River.  Here 
he  lived  for  many  years  a  much  respect- 
ed member  of  the  community.     He  died 


in  1862,  his  wife  surviving  him  only  a 
few  hours.  They  were  buried,  on  the 
same  day,  in  the  same  grave. 


[Note. — Several  mistakes  have  inad- 
vertently crept  into  my  brief  note  on 
Simon  Fraser,  but,  as  the  material,  so 
hastily  compiled,  will  shortly  be  revised, 
elaborated,  and  published  in  another  "and 
more  permanent  form,  I  have  not  deemed 
it  advisable  to  trouble  the  reader  with 
minutiae  at  the  present  moment.  I  take 
this  opportunity  to  acknowledge  my  in- 
debtedness to  Dr.  C.  F.  Newcombe,  of 
Victoria,  His  Honor  Judge  Howay,  of 
New  Westminster,  and  Mr.  James  Teit, 
of  Spence's  Bridge,  for  much  valuable 
information  and  kind  assistance.]  — 
E.  O.  S.  S. 


bunrise 

Francis  G.  Strong 

O  distant  glow  of  early  dawn, 

Why  flushest  thou  so  faintly  rose 

With  such  ethereal  light? 

The  golden  Sun  from  realms  of  Night 

A  ray  to  kiss  thee  gently  throws, 

To  wake  thee  to  the  morn. 

O  crystal  drop  of  morning  dew, 
Why  trembiest  thou  so  nervously 
Within  thy  fairy  nest? 
The  golden  Sun  knows  what  is  best 
As  now  He  comes  in  search  of  thee 
To  waft  thee  to  the  blue. 

O  Nature  fair  awake  and  sing 
Thy  happy  songs — the  Day  is  here 
With  Life's  own  Promise  sweet ; 
O  glorious  Sun  with  joy  we  greet 
Thy  living  Presence  bright  and  clear, 
And  all  our  homage  bring. 
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A  Drug  Story 


R.   M.  Eassic 


DMSPITE  the  internal  application  of 
four  "tots"  of  raw  spirit  in  rapid 
succession,  the  toothache  of  Cur- 
ly   Pete   continued   to   rage   vio- 
lently. 

"I'rool,  I've  got  it,"  he  groaned,  "sim- 
]il;  crool !  Can't  shift  the  blamed  pain 
nnhow !''  He  ceased  swaying  his  head 
t' '  and  fro,  and  eyed  the  whisky  bottle 
w  i-^lfully. 

Xotwithstanding  his  companion's  re- 
putation as  a  malig^erer.  Big  Jim  was 
synij)athetic ;  yet  he  was  anxious  to  save 
the  remnant  of  his  seven-year-old  rye  for 
a  more  legitimate  purpose.  With  the 
st(  in  of  his  pipe  he  indicated  a  half  empty 
pliial  that  stood  uncorked  upon  the  rough 
tabic.  "Guess  you  oughter  try  a  dope  o' 
that  nerve  killer  o'  mine,  Pete,"  he  sug- 
gested persuadingly.  "I  ain't  got  no  ob- 
jeck  in  boostin'  the  stuff,"  he  added,  pre- 
varicatingly,  "but  the  way  it  w^iped  out 
a  tor'ble  jawache  o'  mine  las'  fall  was  jest 
about  the  slickest  thing " 

"I  don't  hold  with  nerve-killin,'  "  in- 
terrupted the  sufferer  peevishly.  "It's 
agin  Nater.  Wuz  we  givin'  nerve  ter 
kill?  No,  sir!  Not  no  more'n  we  wuz 
given  arms  ter  cut  off.  What  nerves 
want  when  they  git  obstrup'rous  an' 
jumpy  is  dead'nin,  an'  not  killin' ;  an' 
fer  dead'nin'  nerves  ther  ain't  nothin'  ter 
toucii  whisky." 

Big  Jim  shrugged  his  shoulders  and 
accepted  the  inevitable.  \\'ith  scrupulous 
care,  he  divided  the  remainder  of  the 
spirit  into  two  equal  portions,  and  passed 
one  over  to  his  companion. 

Pete  made  one  gulp  of  the  coveted 
draught,  and,  having  gained  his  purpose, 
began  to  feel  a  trifle  ashamed  of  his  im- 
portunity. Therefore,  to  justify  his  con 
duct  somewhat,  he  began  further  to  dis- 

Tse  concerning  the  ineflficiency  of  any 
ihache-cure  but  whisky. 

"Ef  it  ain't  a  rude  question,  Jim."  he 


asked  presently,  taking  up  the  rejected 
phial  gingerly,  "how  much  did  yer  waste 
on  this  proposition?" 

"Paid  a  dollar  fer  it  in  Morrisville," 
replied  Jim  shortly. 

Pete  snorted  contemptuously,  and 
made  a  show  of  reading  the  label.  Then 
with  a  grimace,  he  withdrew  his  nose 
from  the  region  of  the  tiny  bottle.  "(Jueef 
grafters  them  druggist  outfits."  he 
nuised.  "The  smaller  the  quantity,  the 
more  yer  pay  fer  it.  Take  this  here  Kil- 
ler o'  your'n,  f'r  instance.  Yer  go  an' 
part  with  a  dollar  fer  two  thimblefuls  of 
it.  Now,  ef  it  wuz  made  up  in  a  fair- 
sized  med'cine  flask  an'  called  Liver 
Cure,  they  wouldn't  ask  yer  no  more'n 
four  bits  fer  it.  An',  ef  it  wuz  sold  in 
beer  bottles  an'  labelled  Embrercation  fer 
sprains,  it  wouldn't  cost  mebbe  no  more'n 
eighty  cents.  Like  as  not  yer  kin  git  it  in 
jars  fer  horses,  or  in  bar'ls  fer  elephants 
fer  a  quarter  or  thirty  cents  a  gallon." 

"Wuz  you  ever  in  the  paten'  drug  biz- 
ness,"  queried  Jim,  with  marked  sar- 
casm. 

"Waal,  no,"  replied  Pete  easily,  "but 
somethin'  happened  ter  me  years  back 
thet  kind  o'  med  me  shy  o'  takin'  drugs, 
an'  sort  o'  give  me  the  notion  thet  they 
ain't  all  they're  med  out  ter  be.  I  reckon 
yer  never  heard  tell  o'  how  I  tried  ter 
"^uicide  meself  once?" 

In  spite  of  Pete's  notoriety  as  a  re- 
counter  of  unreliable  anecdote,  Jim  as- 
sumed a  pose  of  languid  interest.  "Ken't 
say  I  did,"  he  answered  slowly. 

Waal,  it  wuz  jest  after  I  sold  out  at 
Roughtwater  Creek;  jest  about  the  time 
thet  Lucy  Miller  threw  me  over  fer  the 
beauty  that  druv  the  stage  ter  Pcrcy'> 
Landin'.  P'raps  yer  never  bin  given  the 
go-by  by  the  gel  yer  wuz  sweet  ou  ? " 

"P'raps  not,"  articulated  Jim  in  the 
midst  of  sad  reminiscences. 

"Waal,  it  ain't  a  bullv  feelin'  while  it 
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lasts,"  went  on  the  other,  "an  it  sent 
nie  on  the  toot.  Night  an'  day  I  wuz  up 
at  Flynn's  bar,  Hckerin'  up  an'  playin' 
faro,  till  I  wuz  thro'  with  me  pile.  Then 
1  reckoned  it  wuzn't  worth  livin'  no  lon- 
ger, so  1  med  up  me  mind  ter  pass  in  me 
checks,  nice  an'  quiet,  an'  no  shootin.' 
Jest  as  1  wuz  bummin'  around,  wond'rin' 
what  wuz  the  slickest  way  ter  die,  durned 
if  some  low  down  cuss  of  a  drummer 
didn't  come  along  an'  kind  o'  show  me  a 
way  out.  He  wuz  hawkin'  drugs,  an"  had 
no  end  o'  ditt'rent  lots  o'  cures  in  his 
pack ;  an'  they  wuz  all  med  up  in  bottles 
in  all  sorts  o"  shapes  an'  sizes,  an'  the 
labels  on  'em  wuz  all  colors.  'Cording 
ter  that  ther  hobo,  if  yer'd  fixed  yerself 
up  with  a  complete  set  of  his  med-cines, 
yer  cud  hev  cured  yerself  an'  yer  ox  an" 
yer  horse  an"  all  thet  wuz  yours,  of  every 
blamed  disease  goin"  from  poonoomonia 
ter  bunions. 

■"Waal,  one  of  his  fakes  wuz  called 
■Rui)  It  ( )n,"  an"  he  said  it  wuz  a  dandy 
fer  sprains,  an"  I  giv"  him  a  dollar  fer  a 
bottle  of  it." 

"^'er"d  better  be  careful,  boss,""  sez  he 
ter  me.  an"  not  leave  it  lyin'  around,  be- 
cuz  its  kind  o'  dang'rous." 

"Waal,  the  only  reason  I'd  bought  the 
darned  stuff  wuz  becuz  it  had  a  small 
red  label  on  it  marked  deadly  pizen.  I 
reckoned  ter  do  my  bit  o'  bizness  with  it 
anyway.  Still  it  wuzn"t  up  ter  me  ter 
KcW  him  thet  much.  " 

"Will  it  kill  animals?""  sez  1. 

■'Vou  betcher.'"  sez  he.  "Sure  thing. 
Ten  drops  or  so,""  sez  he,  "  "ud  wipe  out 
a  trav"ling  circus,  riders  an"  ringmasters, 
an"  all  the  whole  outfit,"'  sez  he. 

"Waal,  I  put  the  bottle  in  me  pocket, 
an"  rustled  two  sheets  o'  note  paper  at 
the  hotel,  an"  wrote  one  letter  ter  me  ol' 
dad,  tellin"  him  he  wuz  a  stric'  father  but 
a  good  'un,  an'  thet  I  wuz  a  bad  son; 
an'  warnin'  him  not  ter  hev  anv  thin'  ter 
do  with  shakin'  dice,  or  drinkin",  or 
wimmen,  which  wurnt  likely  becuz  he 
was  deacon  in  a  chapel  down' east.  Then 
I  wrote  ter  Lucy  sayin"  1  was  broken- 
hearted thro'  her  runnin'  off  with  the 
stage-driver,  an'  that  she'd  never  see  me 
alive  agin.  .After  I'fl  jjosted  them  ther 
two  letters  I  went  an"  put  me  las'  dollar 
bill  across  the  bar.   fer  jum|)in"  powder. 


Then  I  walks  upstairs  ter  one  of  the 
sleepin"  rooms,  an"  undresses,  an'  goes 
ter  bed,  in  broad  daylight,  an"  gits  out- 
side the  whole  bottle  o"  that  ther  deadly 
pizen  an"  lays  back  ter  die,  nice  and 
peaceful. 

"But  d'yer  think  that  durned  pizen 
"ud  kill  me  ?  No,  sir,  not  a  kill !  I  wait- 
ed two  minits,  five  minits,  ten  minits. 
quarter  of'n  hour.  Barrin'  a  kind  '/ 
warmish  feelin'  inside,  I  felt  as  live  as  a 
squir'l.  Waal,  bein'  in  no  special  sort 
o"  hurry  ter  peg  out,  an'  reck'nin'  praps 
thet  thet  ther  'Rub  It  On'  was  one  o" 
them  slow  pizens  I've  heard  on,  I  lit  me 
pipe  an'  giv'  it  more  time  ter  work.  But 
it  wuz  no  good.  Eggsckly  one  hur  after 
dopin'  meself  with  thet  ther  deadly  pizen 
I  wuz  feelin'  better'n  I'd  ever  done  in  iik 
life,  before  or  since !  Gee  !  I  wuz  rikd. 
I  got  up  agin,  an'  dressed,  an'  started  ter 
hunt  that  durned  bummer  an'  his  med' 
cine  outfit.  I  picked  up  his  trail  ter  Red 
Scotty's  shanty,  an'  foun'  him  ther  tryin" 
ter  sell  the  ol'  man  a  bottle  o'  Temp-rance 
Mixture  which  he  calkerlated  wud  fix 
him  so  thet  he  would  never  want  ter 
smell  spirits  agen  let  alone  drink  "eii]. 
Wall,  I  didn't  want  ter  shine  off  a  dt;;il 
beat,  so  I  pulled  Scotty  off  him,  and  ti"  I, 
him  outside  an'  told  him  ter  git  himst-ll 
ready  fer  I  wuz  goin'  ter  hurt  him  some." 

"Woffor?"  sez  he. 

"So  I  explains. 

"Waal,  then  thet  ther  son  of  a  tinker 
gits  ter  work  ter  make  excuses.  Fust  he 
reckoned  he'd  mixed  up  the  labels  an'  I'd 
swallered  a  pint  o'  blood  purifier  by  n^is 
take;  then  he  calkerlated  I  wuz  pizen 
proof,  an'  cud  make  me  pile  at  a  dime 
museum ;  then  he  had  the  face  ter  tr\ 
ter  make  me  give  him  a  testimonial  be- 
cuz only  fer  his  durned  med'cine  I'd  he\ 
bin  in  the  boneyard. 

"Yes,  sir,"  sez  he ;  'my  'Rub  It  On 
has  saved  yer  life;  an'  that's  a  blamed 
sight  more  then  any  other  pizenous  em 
brercation  wud  hev  done  fer  yer." 

"Look  here,  me  son,"  sez  I,  drawin 
me  gun  on  him.  "All  yer  talkin'  don't 
cut  no  ice.  Ef  you  don't  want  ter  travel 
back  ter  Rough  water  feet  first,  jest  you 
draw  the  corks  out  er  six  bottles  o'  them 
fake  cures  o'  yours  an'  swaller  them 
down  right  now. 
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■"Wall,  that  l)uiiiiiur  lie  squinnetl  an' 
howled  fer  all  he  wiiz  worth,  but,  seein' 
I  wuz  puttin"  up  no  bluff,  he  set  to  an' 
emptied  jest  hat  a  dozen  of  his  rubbish 
insitle  him. 

"I  picked  out  the  ones  I  fancied  most 
for  him.  I  started  him  on  Bronchitis 
Balsam,  then  1  followed  that  up  with 
Muscle  lUiilder.  an"  Infants  Food;  then 
I  turned  him  on  ter  (iripe  Water  an'  Dis- 
infection l'"luid.  Jest  ter  finish  up  with  I 
persuaded  him  ter  sample  a  bottle  o'  the 
same  stuff'  he  sold  me,  an'  I  med  him  take 
the  deadly  pizen  label  oft'  an'  swaller  tiiat 
as  well.  But  you'd  reckon  that  puttin' 
away  all  them  mixtures  med  a  bit  o' 
diff'erence  to  thet  ther  bummer?  No, 
sir.  May  I  never  taste  whisky  agen  if  he 
didn't  look  fresher  after  he'd  got  'em 
down,   than   he   did   before ! 

"Bein'  rather  curious  fer  the  reason  o' 
thet,  I  scared  him  by  tellin'  him  I'd  mek 
him  drink  another  six  bottles  of  his 
muck  if  he  didn't  kind  o'  give  me  partick- 
lers.     Then  he  sed  he  reckoned  it  was  all 


the    same,    an'    (piite   harmless,    an'    thet 
none  of  it  wu/.n  t  good  fer  anvthin.' 

"Waal,  1  let  him  scoot  after' thet,  after 
mekkin'  him  pay  me  five  dollars  of  his 
own  free  will^  as  kind  o'  damages  fer 
disappointin'  me  in  thet  ther  suicidin' 
propersition  o'  mine." 

"What  liappened  ter  them  two  dyin' 
letters  yer  posted?"  asked  Big  Jiin  with 
a  sudden  show  of  curiosity,  and  the  air 
of  one  i)utting  a  poser. 

"Waal."  replied  I'ete  unabashed,  "I 
had  ter  quit  Roughwater  when  the  yarn 
got  about.  There  wuz  too  much  hot  air 
riyin'  around.  I  never  heard  what  Lucy 
Miller  thought  o'  me  fer  not  dyin',  an' 
fer  takin'  back  the  di'mon  ring  I  left 
her  in  me  letter ;  but  me  dad  paid  a  dol- 
lar to  i)ut  a  notice  in  the  paper  sayin' 
liis  lovin'  son  wuz  dead  an*  deeply 
mourned.  I  went  an'  saw  the  ol'  man  on 
the  strength  o'  thet  ther  notice,  but  he 
wuz  ter'ble  riled  at  me  fer  foolin'  him, 
an'  he  wud'nt  use  a  cent  ter  celel)rate 
my  comin'  tor  life  agin." 
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Warming  the  House  in  Winter 


E.   Stanley  Mitton 


o 


XE  would  naturally  think,  warmth 
and  comfort  being  of  paramount 
importance  to  the  home  builder, 
that  he  would  devote  considera- 
ble thought  to  this  side  of  the  building 
pi'ihlem,   and   expect   to  have    it   solved 
satisfactorily. 

So  far  is  this  from  being  the  case,  that 
1  hciieve  most  people  give  less  attention 
t"  this  most  important  detail,  than  to 
an\  other  in  connection  with  their  homes. 
tlu-  result  being  that,  frequently,  they 
arc  deprived  of  a  good  deal  of  comfort 
ill  winter,  or  else  put  to  considerable  ex- 
pciise  for  fuel,  both  conditions  to  be 
a\.  )ided. 

Indeed,  experience  has  taught  me  that 
many  architects,  even,  are  inclined  to 
slii^ht  the  matter,  being  perhaps,  of  an 
arMstic  instead  of  a  practical  tempera- 
ment, and  throw  the  burden  entirely  upon 


the  shoulders  of  the  contractor,  who, 
honest  though  he  may  be,  has  naturally 
enough  his  own  interests  nearest  at  heart, 
and  lacks  the  architectural  knowledge 
necessary  to  secure  really  first-class  re- 
sults. 

Believing,  as  I  do.  that  comfort  is  one 
of  the  primary  requirements  of  our 
homes  in  the  winter  season,  I  propose 
taking  up  briefiy.  for  Westward  Hoi 
readers  the  diff'erent  methods  of  heating, 
and  how  they  may  be  applied  to  obtain 
the  most  satisfactory  results. 

Naturally,  by  right  of  antiquity,  as  well 
as  actual  merit,  fireplaces  come  first.  By 
all  means  let  us  have  fireplaces — several 
of  them,  if  possible.  They  give  a  cheery 
home-like  appearance  to  a  room,  and 
smile  like  the  faces  of  kind  friends,  in 
the  chilly  autumn  and  winter  nights. 
Frequently,  too.  even  in  late  spring  and 
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early  fall,  the  fireplace  can  be  called  into 
requisition,  and  a  cheery  blaze  obtained 
in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  to  comfort 
the  members  of  the  home  circle,  or  to 
welcome  some  friendly  visitor. 

The  simplest  and  least  expensive 
method  of  warming  a  small  house  or  cot- 
tage is  the  hot  air  furnace.  For  a  sijiall 
house  of  six,  or  not  more  than  eight- 
rooms  it  has  many  advantages  that  com- 
mend it  to  the  home  builder.  In  the  first 
place,  it  is  comparatively  inexpensive,  as 
compared  with  other  systems  of  heating ; 
there  is  no  danger  of  damage  to  floors 
or  ceiling  from  leaky  pipes  or  air  valves, 
and  the  amount  of  heat  may  be  readily 
regulated  according  to  outside  tempera- 
ture. 

Among  the  chief  advantages  is  the 
fact  that  the  heat  supply  is  somewhat 
variable.  In  our  mild  and  genial  climate, 
this  is  not  a  matter  of  vital  importance, 
but  I  mention  it  for  the  benefit  of  those 
readers  of  Westward  Ho !  who  are  less 
favorably  situated.  Furthermore,  dust 
and  ashes  are  sometimes  carried  through 
the  rooms  through  the  air  flues,  and 
some  people  complain  of  the  dry  or  over- 
heated quality  of  the  air. 

Taken  for  all  in  all,  the  hot  water  fur- 
nace is  probably  the  most  satisfactory, 
and  economical  of  time  and  labor.  It 
furnishes  a  pleasant  heat  that  may  be 
readily  adapted  to  meet  the  requirements 
of  the  season,  is  clean,  uses  a  minimum 
of  fuel,  and  requires  little  attention  on 
the  part  of  the  head  of  the  house. 

I  have  known  people  who  made  the 
mistake  of  putting  a  small  furnace  in  a 
big  house,  and  wondered  thereafter  why 
they  had  so  much  difficulty  in  keeping 
warm.  In  houses  hastily  built  for  sale 
purposes,  the  contractor,  for  the  sake  of 
economy  and  subsequent  profit,  usually 
performs  this  adroit  trick.  A  small  fur- 
nace has  its  uses,  and  is  well  enough  in 
its  way,  but  when  I  design  a  ten-room 
house,  I  do  not  propose  to  put  in  it  a 
furnace  originally  intended  to  heat  but 
six  rooms. 

In  locating  a  furnace  it  should  be  so 
placed  that  the  warm  air  pipes  connect- 
ing with  the  flues,  will  be  nearly  of  the 
same  length,  but  favoring  those  leading 
to  the  coldest  rooms.     This  is  done  by 
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placing  the  furnace  somewhat  to  the 
north  or  west  of  the  centre  of  the  house, 
or  toward  the  point  of  compass  from 
which  the  prevaiHng  winds  blow. 

Carry  the  smoke  pipe  to  the  chimney 
as  directly  as  possible,  as  bends  add  to 
the  friction  of  the  gases,  and  reduce  the 
draft.  All  woodwork  should  be  properly 
protected  by  suitable  air  spaces,  around 
the  pipe,  and  covered  with  tin  or  asbestos. 

For  small  houses  and  cottages,  the  hall 
stove  or  base  burner  will  always  main- 
tain its  popularity,  undisturbed  by  the 
diflferent  modernized  forms  of  house 
warming  that  have  come  into  fashion. 
This  is  an  inexpensive  method  of  pro- 
viding for  the  requirements  of  a  small 
house,  and  one  that  is  reasonably  satis- 
factory.    I  could  wish  that  the  makers 


would  secure  some  new  and  more  artistic 
designs  for  their  productions,  and  re- 
place their  present  barbaric  omateness 
with  simpler  and  more  subdued  patterns 
better  suited  to  modern  decorative 
schemes. 

In  conclusion,  I  again  express  my  de- 
sire to  hear  from  Westward  Ho!  readers 
about  their  building  problems.  I  shall 
be  glad  to  devote  a  portion  of  my  time 
to  answering  any  questions  that  may 
arise  if  you  will  address  me  in  care  of 
the  Editor  of  Westward  Ho ! 

I  want  to  make  this  series  of  real  value 
and  assistance  to  you.  If  you  desire  any 
particular  style  of  residence  or  plan,  give 
me  full  particulars  of  it,  and  I  shall  pre- 
pare a  design,  with  full  detailed  informa- 
tion regarding  it,  for  an  early  issue. 


Sunset* 


Francis  G.   Strong 


Far  to  the  West  in  a  vapour  of  light, 
Flooding  the  hills  with  his  crimson  and  gold, 
Sinks  the  great  Monarch  of  Day  ; 
Touches  the  clouds  as  he  passes  away — 
Shadows  are  formed  into  glories  untold. 
Richly  and  tenderly  bright. 

Far  to  the  West  where  the  scenes  ever  change, 

Slowly  the  colours  grow  deeper  in  hue. 

Quietly  waiting  for  rest ; 

Softly  the  breeze  which  those  wavelets  caressed 

Sighs  on  its  way  to  the  still  azure  blue, 

With  a  tranquility  strange. 

Far  to  the  West  the  last  roseate  gleams 
Fade,  and  the  clouds  nestle  close  in  the  cold. 
Silently  ready  for  sleep : 
Over  the  water  the  pale  shadows  creep. 
Coming  the  whole  of  the  world  to  enfold. 
While  softlv  tired  Nature  dreams. 
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The  Development  of  the  Wood  Pulp  and  Paper 
Industry  in  British  Columbia* 

A  Rare  and  Splendid  Opportunity  for  the   Creation  of  a  Great 
Important  Industry  in  Western  Canada. 

J.  MORGAN  PARKS 


WESTWARD  the  course  of  Em- 
pire takes  its  way,  it  moves 
slowly  perhaps,  but  it  moves. 
For  years  the  development  of 
the  Wood  Pulp  and  Paper  Industry  in 
British  Columbia  has  been  a  matter  of 
common  and  persistent  discussion.  Ex- 
perts have  looked  upon  our  vast  forests 
and  marvelled  at  its  possibilities.  The 
Bureau  of  Provincial  Information  has  re- 
peatedly pointed  out  in  special  literature 
the  tremendous  possibilities  which  Brit- 
ish Columbia  possesses  in  the  way  of 
raw  material  for  the  manufacture  of 
wood  pulp  and  paper.  \^arious  booklets 
have  been  issued  elaborating  on  our  vast 
water  powers  and  unlimited  forests,  un- 
equalled by  any  other  country  in  the 
world.  Men  trained  by  long  experience 
in  the  manufacture  of  wood  pulp  and 
paper,  have  repeatedly  emphasized  the 
natural  advantages  possessed  by  this 
Province  for  the  manufacture  of  these 
products,  and  yet  until  the  last  year,  the 
people  of  Western  Canada  have  turned 
from  actual  participation  in  the  great 
wood  pulp  industry  as  though  it  were  a 
matter  of  little  conse(|uence  or  of  no 
concern.  During  the  last  fifteen  years 
while  Western  Canada  has  been  indulg- 
ing  in   idle    speculation   on   the   subject. 


Quebec  and  Ontario  have  gone  quietly 
on  and  increased  their  output  from  300 
to  over  4.000  tons  per  day.  The  towns 
of  Hull,  Grandmere,  Hawkesbury,  Fra- 
zerville,  and  scores  of  others,  during  the 
last  eight  or  ten  years  have  grown  from 
sleepy  hamlets  to  progressive  towns  as 
the  result  of  the  location  of  pulp  and 
paper  mills.  During  our  meditation,  the 
great  Pacific  Coast  mills  of  the  United 
States  such  as  the  Everett  Pulp  &  Paper 
Co.,  Everett,  Wash.,  Willamatti  Pulp 
&  Paper  Co.,  Oregon  City ;  Crown  Col- 
umbia Pulp  &  Paper  Co.,  Oregon  City, 
Oregon :  Floriston  Pulp  &  Paper  Co., 
Floriston,  Cal. ;  California  Box  Board  & 
Paper  Co.,  Antioch,  Cal. ;  Lebanon  Pulp 
&  Paper  Co.,  Lebanon,  Oregon ;  Camas 
Mills.  Camas,  Wash.,  have  come  into  ex- 
istence as  the  result  of  American  pluck 
and  perseverence,  giving  employment  to 
thousands  of  people  and  paying  immense 
dividends.  While  we  are  still  engaged  in 
meditation,  all  our  vast  supply  of  paper, 
representing  hundreds  of  carloads  per 
year,  is  hauled  across  the  country  3,000 
miles,  from  Quebec  and  Ontario,  or  se- 
cured from  the  United  States  or  Europe. 
But  things  are  now  changing — the  dawn 
of  the  better  day  is  approaching  and  in 
the  dim  shadow  of  the  lisfht  can  be  seen 
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the  handwriting  on  the  wall,  which  indi- 
cates that  soon  the  Western  country  will 
be  independent  of  the  East  for  its  supply 
of  paper,  and  that  British  Columbia, 
with  its  glorious  wealth  of  raw  material, 
will  be  the  leading  producer  of  wood 
pulp  and  paper  in  the  world ;  and  why 
should  it  not  be  so?  What  has  Ouebec 
and  Ontario  got  that  British  Columbia 
has  not  got  in  equal  quantity  and  rich- 
ness? Why  should  we  go  away  from 
home  for  that  which  we  can  produce  as 
cheaply  ourselves?  What  is  there  in  a 
ton  of  pulp  or  a  ton  of  paper  that  cannot 
be  secured  or  produced  with  equal  ad- 
vantage in  British  Columbia  as  in  On- 
tario or  Quebec  ?  The  elements  of  one 
ton  of  Sulphite  pulp  are  roughly :  Two 
cords  of  four-foot  wood,  three  hundred 
pounds  of  sulphur,  two  barrels  lime,  fifty 
pounds  of  magncsite.  labor  and  fuel,  ad- 
ministration and  dejireciation.  Regard- 
ing wood,  we  have  an  advantage  over 
our  Eastern  neighbours.  Sulphur  pyrities 
from  Japan  is  sold  on  the  Pacific  Coast 
equally  as  low  as  Eastern  mills  can  se- 
cure   the    same    product    from    Ital\-    or 


Louisiana.  There  is  no  material  ditifer- 
ence  in  the  cost  of  Magiiesite  or  Lime, 
while  in  the  (piestion  of  coal,  the  British 
Columbia  manufacturers,  on  account  of 
the  proximity  to  the  Nanaimo  and  Cum- 
berland collieries,  would  have,  if  any- 
thing, an  advantage  over  Eastern  Manu- 
facturers. In  the  matter  of  wages,  the 
difference  in  favor  of  Quebec  and  On- 
tario would  be  about  25  per  cent,  but  as 
the  labor  involved  in  a  ton  of  pulp 
amounts  only  to  approximately  about  $5 
the  difference  is  of  no  material  ccjnse- 
quence,  and  is  more  than  counter- 
balanced by  our  supply  of  wood  which 
can  be  secured  at  from  $2.50  to  $3.00 
per  cord  as  against  $4.00  to  $8.00  in 
Quebec  or  Ontario,  and  from  $8.00  to 
$15.00  per  cord  in  the  United  States. 
Everything  considered,  there  is  no  rea- 
son why  wood  pul])  and  paper  should 
not  be  manufacture(l  in  British  Columbia 
from  $2.00  to  $4.00  per  ton  lower  than 
Ontario  or  Quebec.  Notwithstanding 
our  splendid  water  powers  and  immense 
timber  lands,  we  still  have  a  greater  ad- 
vantage over  the   Eastern  manufacturer 
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by  being-  on  the  threshold  of  the  great 
Oriental  markets  instead  of  from  3,000  to 
6,000  miles  away.  Last  year  China, 
Japan,  Australia,  New  Zealand,  Hawaii, 
and  the  Philippines,  imported  over  $10,- 
000,000  worth  of  paper,  principally  from 
Germany,  Great  Britain,  Eastern  Canada 
and  Eastern  United  States,  Norway  and 
Sweden.  Every  dollar  of  this  great  trade 
properly  belongs  to  British  Columbia, 
on  account  of  our  geographical  position, 
and  within  ten  years  there  ought  and 
will  be,  sufficient  mills  in  Western  Ca- 
nada to  control  these  vast  and  growing 
markets.  It  is  rarely,  if  ever,  a  country 
is  presented  with  such  an  unusual  op- 
portunity for  commercial  development  as 
that  which  is  now  almost  forced  upon 
us,  in  the  manufacture  of  wood  pulp  and 
paper.  So,  therefore,  let  us  be  up  and 
doing.  What  other  states  and  provinces 
have  done,  we  also  can  do.  We  have  the 
brains  and  the  material  should  we  wish 
to  exercise  it,  with  which  to  create  in 
this  province,  one  of  the  most  useful 
and  necessary  industries  of  the  world. 
An  industry  that  will  give  employment 
to  thousands  of  people  and  will  build  up 
new  and  prosperous  towns  on  every  im- 
portant waterway  of  Western  Canada. 
During  the  past  year,  a  great  deal  of 
splendid  progress  has  been  made  in  the 
establishment  of  this  industry  in  British 
Columbia,  but  there  is  still  room,  room, 
nothing  but  room.  The  British  Canadian 
Wood  Pulp  &  Paper  Co.,  Ltd.,  have  now 
almost  completed  their  splendid  plant  at 
Port  Mellon,  near  Vancouver.  This 
modern  plant  will  be  ready  for  operation 
during  the  early  part  of  March  and  will 


open  with  a  capacity  of  150,000  pounds 
of  high  grade  fibre  paper  per  week.  The 
Western  Canada  Wood  Pulp  &  Paper 
Co.,  Ltd.,  of  Victoria,  have  recently  se- 
cured the  entire  pulp  limits  representing 
JO  sajiui  sjBnbs  pajpunq  9uo  ;soai[B 
pulp  timber  on  Vancouver  Island,  for- 
merly owned  by  the  Quatsino  Power  and 
Pulp  Co.,  and  are  now  proceeding  with 
the  erection  of  a  mammoth  plant  at  Quat- 
sino Sound,  exclusively  for  the  manu- 
facture of  news  and  wrapping  paper. 
This  new  company  is  backed  by  such 
substantial  men  as  Mr.  Chas.  J,  V. 
Spratt,  President  Vancouver  Iron 
Works ;  Dr.  Lewis  Hall,  Mayor  of  Vic- 
toria ;  Mr.  Frederick  Appleton,  Manag- 
ing Director  M.  R.  Smith  Co.,  Ltd.; 
Joseph  McPhee  of  Cumberland ;  Richard 
Hall  of  Victoria,  Chas.  Lugrin,  Editor  of 
the  "Colonist,"  F.  J.  Marshall,  Col. 
Henry  Appleton,  R.E.,  and  other  sub- 
stantial men  of  British  Columbia,  and  its 
success  is  therefore  reasonably  assured. 
One  of  the  most  conspicuous  workers  in 
the  development  of  the  wood  pulp  and 
paper  industry  in  this  province  has  been 
Mr.  Greely  Kolts,  who  has  labored  per- 
sistently in  behalf  of  both  the  Western 
Canada  Wood  Pulp  &  Paper  Co.,  Ltd., 
and  the  British  Canadian  Wood  Pulp  & 
Paper  Co.,  Ltd.,  but  what  we  need  is 
not  only  more  mills,  but  likewise  more 
men — men  that  can  make  such  enter- 
prises possible  and  profitable  and  who 
are  not  afraid  to  go  out  of  the  beaten 
path  and  lend  their  time,  their  talent, 
and  their  efforts,  in  the  building  up  of 
new  industries  such  as  will  develop  the 
country  and  give  employment  to  the  ir- 
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creasing  population.  If  we  are  to  mean 
anything  in  the  industrial  life  of  Canada, 
we  must  proceed  to  develop  the  natural 
re-sources  which  nature  has  so  bounti- 
fulh-  supplied  us  with. 


A  NEW  FORM  OF  INSURANCE. 


Nothing  is  of  more  importance  to  the 
:iiiidern  businessman  or  wage  earner, 
than  the  question  of  insurance.  As  a 
l)rudent  man  keeps  in  touch  with  his  fam- 
ily physician  in  case  of  emergency,  or 
w  ill  lay  in  a  store  of  fuel  for  the  Winter. 
have  a  raincoat  and  umbrella  for  the 
rainy  day,  so  will  the  ordinary  man  carry 
insurance  for  protection  in  case  of  em- 
iifXency. 

The  ordinary  Canadian  has  been  edu- 
cated to  Insurance  to  such  an  extent  that 
It  is  unnecessary  to  ask  him  if  he  is  car- 
rying Fire  Insurance  on  his  buildings. 
^t"ck  of  merhcandise,  etc.;  or  Life  or 
\ccident  on  himself,  but  Insurance  on 
I  -ive  Stock  is  to  a  great  many  a  new  fea- 
ture. 

It  has  been  hard  to  establish  such  Com- 
panies.    The  rate  of  mortality  was  hard 


to  arrive  at.  as  our  Cjovernmcnt  keeps  no 
statistics  upon  the  loss  of  live  stock.  It 
has  only  been  by  guess  that  companies 
attempting  this  business  could  base  a  rate 
for  insurance  until  The  British  Ameri- 
can Live  Stock  Associ.vtigx,  with  their 
main  office  in  the  Johnson  &  Howe 
Building  in  this  city,  was  organized.  They 
have,  however,  taken  the  trouble  to  gath- 
er from  the  books  of  the  other  Live  Stock 
Insurance  Companies  doing  business  in 
Canada,  L'nited  States  and  Europe,  the 
ratio  and  causes  of  death,  and  it  is  said 
they  have  now  the  most  complete  and 
compiled  figures  on  the  subject. 

The  Management  of  this  Company  sets 
forth  the  argument  that  there  arc  hun- 
dreds of  dollars  of  loss  to  stock-owners 
through  the  death  of  their  animals,  when 
by  the  same  calamity  a  few  dollars  arc 
lost  by  fire  to  buildings.  It  does  seem 
strange  that  a  man  owning  a  stable  or 
small  house  worth  but  a  few  hundred 
dollars  would  seek  insurance  on  it  against 
loss  by  fire,  while  habitually  housed  in 
the  same  building  there  might  be  horses 
worth  from  hundreds  to  thousands,  liable 
to  loss  by  fire  and  a  hundred  different 
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causes,  wholly  uninsured  simply  because 
this  species  of  insurance  was  totally  un- 
known to  the  owner. 

The  Company,  which  first  started  do- 
ing business  in  this  Province  only,  has 
been  registered  in  Alberta  and  Saskatche- 
wan, and  has  written  a  large  amount  of 
business  in  both  Provinces,  and  expects 
to  be  taking  risks  in  every  Province  in 
the  Dominion  during  the  present  year. 

\'ancouver  has  given  it  every  en- 
couragement. When  eft'ort  was  made  by 
the  Live  Stock  dealers  and  Stock-owners 
of  the  Prairie  to  induce  it  to  move 
its  main  office  East  of  the  Mountains, 
the  Company  decided  to  stay  with  Van- 
couver, and  has  taken  a  long  lease  of  the 
premises  it  now  occupies. 

At  all  the  principal  Fairs  of  this  Pro- 
vince and  the  Prairie  Country,  this  Com- 
pany has  been  very  liberal  in  giving  cups 
as  trophies  and  in  pursuance  of  that  pol- 
icy, the  Board  of  Alanagement  has  de- 
cided to  purchase  one  hundred  cups,  to 
be  distributed  as  prizes  throughout  the 
Territory  in  which  the  Company  is  do- 
ing business. 

The  Company  point  with  pride  to  the 
great  progress  they  are  making  in  new- 
fields,  and  to  the  fact  that  there  is  not  an 
adjusted  loss  claim  under  a  policy  of  the 
Company  unpaid  at  the  first  of  the  year. 
Their  policy  is  "A  square  deal,  and  a 
quick  action" — not  an  action  at  law  to 
frustrate  payment,  but  an  action  by  the 
Company  to  promptly  recoup  the  loser 
who  is  covered  by  their  Insurance. 

The  officers   of   the   Company   at   the 
present  time  are  as  follows : 
W.  J.  Walker,  President  and  ^Manager. 
C.  E.  BuRNHAM,  Secretary. 
A.  A.  Walker,  Treasurer. 
F.  A.  Thompson,  Inspector. 
J.  R.  Cathcakt,  General  Agent. 


GASOLINE   MOTORS. 


The  twentieth  century  or  "The  Mach- 
inery Age"  has  brought  forth  many  in- 
ventions. Some  of  them  are  only  suited 
to  a  few  scientific  students,  while  others 
are  suitable  for  use  by  the  general  public. 

One  of  the  most  popular  of  these  is 
the  gasoline  engine.  Up  to  a  few  years 
ago,  it  was  very  expensive  and  not  alto- 


gether reliable.  But  in  the  past  four  or 
five  years  a  great  many  improvements 
have  been  added ;  and  since  the  manu- 
facture became  general  in  America  the 
price  has  been  reduced  about  five  hun- 
dred per  cent.,  so  that  at  the  present 
time  any  one  can  afford  to  have  his  own 
pleasure  boat,  and  no  one  needing  a  boat 
in  a  commercial  line  can  afford  to  be 
without  a  gasoline  motor. 

The  fisherman  can  no  longer  be  be- 
calmed as  he  used  to  be.  Now  he  uses  a 
small  motor,  which  drives  his  boat  about 
seven  miies  an  hour. 

The  fisherman  is  only  a  single  instance 
showing  the  commercial  value  of  gaso- 
line engines.  As  for  pleasure  boats  mere- 
ly a  mention  is  necessary,  as  you  have 
seen  the  great  number  of  launches  of  all 
sizes  and  descriptions  on  the  harbor  on 
every  holiday  or  fine  afternoon. 

There  are  two  types  of  the  marine  mo- 
tor on  the  market.  The  four  cycle  and 
the  two  cycle.  Ihe  latter  is  less  compli- 
cated and  more  suitable  to  general  use, 
and  is  almost  exclusively  used  in  small 
pleasure  or  working  boats. 

Easthope  Bros.  Factory,  which  is  sit- 
uated at  1705  Georgia  Street,  on  a  wat- 
erfront lot,  is  the  pioneer  gasoline  engine 
factory  of  Vancouver,  B.C.  The  Com- 
pany has  the  only  machine  shop  in  Van- 
couver devoted  exclusively  to  the  manu- 
facture of  the  two  cycle  gasoline  engine. 

They  manufacture  engines  in  single 
cylinder  sizes  of  five,  eight  and  ten  horse- 
power, and  any  power  necessary  can  be 
obtained  by  multiplying  the  units. 

The  engines  are  of  the  heavy  duty  type 
made  to  stand  long  and  continuous  run- 
ning and  the  horse-power  rating  of  the 
dift'erent  sizes  is  a  fair  one.  The  power 
being  determined  by  a  brake  test  of  the 
engine  running  at  four  hundrd  and  fifty 
to  five  hundred  revolutions  per  minute, 
and  all  these  engines  are  capable  of  being 
speeded  to  seven  hundred  and  fifty  re- 
volutions per  minute  if  desired  for  fast 
launches  or  speed  boats. 

Easthope  Bros,  guarantee  their  engines 
and  will  replace  all  parts  where  either 
material  or  workmanship  shows  any  de- 
fect. 

That  this  advantage  is  appreciated  is 
shown  by  the  rapidly  increasing  share  of 
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the  marine  engine  business  which  is  fall- 
ing to  them. 

Easthope  engines  are  now  in  evidence 
in  at  least  two  out  of  every  three  of  the 
power  driven  fishing  boats  on  the  I'Vaser 
River,  while  around  Vancouver  probably 
more  of  their  engines  have  been  installed 
than  any  other  make.  The  Easthope  en- 
gine is  manufactured  in  N'ancouver  from 
the  casting  up. 

In  addition  to  engines  Easthope  Bros. 
are  also  builders  of  all  kinds  of  launches. 
Their  own  motor  launch  "Pathfinder," 
which  is  the  unchallenged  champion  of 
the  British  Columbia  coast,  is  a  striking 
example  of  what  they  can  do  both  in  the 
hull  and  engine  building  when  speed  is 
desired. 

In  this  connection  it  may  be  mentioned 
that  a  42-inch  cruising  launch  is  now  be- 
ing built  for  Dr.  A.  R.  Baker,  of  Van- 
couver, and  it  is  pronounced  to  be  the 
best  boat  of  its  kind  in  B.  C.  She  will 
be  equipped  with  a  30  horse-power  East- 
hope  engine,  a  duplicate  of  the  one  in 
the  ''Pathfinder." 
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Eastern  capital — ready  to  investigate 
legitimate  investments — lands,  timber  or 
mines — in  British  Columbia.  Address, 
with  full  particulars,  in  first  instance — 
"Capital."  care  Noble  &  Co..  Molsons 
Bank   Building,   Vancouver,   B.C. 


la  Quina  du  Perou 


Pays  daily  dividends 
in  health,  strength  and 
vigor,  bv  increasing 
appetite,  helping  di- 
Restion,  and  mildly 
toning  the  entire 
system 


A  healthy  Stimulant 
An  Invigorating  Drink 
A  Delightful  Appetizer 

Big  Bottle 
All  Druggists 
Everywhere 


Wallpaper.    Painting. 

Go  to  Cross  &  Huestls  for  fine  Wall 
Papers,  Burlaps  or  Artistic  Wall  Cover- 
ings. 

Estimates  furnished  for  painting,  kal- 
somlng,  and  decorating.  Best  materials 
always  used,  as  we  Import  our  own 
leads,  oils,  and  varnishes  from  England. 

Cross  &  Huestis 


[omer    St.  Opp.    "World"    Bldg-. 

VANCOUVER,    B.C. 


■:    MARKS 


PATENTS 

I  AND    TRADK 

Obtained  In  all  Countries. 

ROWLAND  BRITTAIN. 
Registered  Patent  Attorney  and  .Mo-h.anl- 
cal   Engineer.     Call  or  write  for  full   infor- 
mation.    Room  3.  Fairfield   Block.  Gr;invllle 
Street,   Vancouver.   B.C. 
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The  Alberta  Canadian 
Oil  Company 

INCORPORATED  WITH  A  CAPITAL  STOCK  OF  $2,000,000. 
DIVIDED  INTO  2,000,000  SHARES  OF  A  PAR  VALUE  OF  $1.00  EACH. 


DIRECTORS: 

ALVO  V.  ALVENSLEBEN  (of  Alvo  v.  Alvensleben  Limited) President 

SILAS  M.  SHIPLEY  Secretary 

WILLIAM   HEMRICM    Treasurer 

H.  L.  WILLIAMS  General  Manager 

W.  A.  D.  PASSMORE. 


The  Alberta  Canadian  Oil  Company  controls  1120  acres.  This  land  is  situated 
23!/^  miles  northwest  of  Edmonton  and  is  adjoining  the  American  Canadian  Oil 
Company's  holdings. 

This  latter  company  has  at  present  reached  a  depth  of  1300  feet,  entering 
the  cretaceous  formation  at  iioo  feet.  They  closed  their  works  several  weeks 
ago  on  account  of  the  extreme  cold  weather  and  are  going  to  begin  operations 
again  early  next  spring. 

Everybody  who  has  followed  carefully  the  work  as  carried  on  by  the  Ameri- 
can Canadian  Oil  Company  is  aware  that  the  outlook  for  this  particular  company 
is  at  the  present  time  a  great  deal  better  than  it  has  ever  been  before,  and  conse- 
quently people  who  have  had  such  inside  information  have  bought  up  a  great 
many  of  the  American  Canadian  Oil  Shares  on  the  open  market;  in  consequence 
of  this  the  shares  of  the  latter  company  are  now  held  very  closely. 

The  best  proof  which  the  writer  of  this  may  advance  as  to  the  very  bright 
outlook  for  the  American  Canadian  Oil  Company  is  the  fact  that  the  Canadian 
Northern  Railway  have  sent  an  outfit  costing  them  approximately  $50,000  to 
Edmonton,  where  it  is  at  present  stored,  waiting  until  the  spring  before  com- 
mencing operations  on  the  land  which  the  latter  company  has  acquired,  and 
which  is  in  close  proximity  to  the  land  held  by  the  American  Canadian  Oil 
Company,  as  well  as  that  held  by  the  Alberta  Canadian  Oil  Company. 

This  railroad  has  had,  previous  to  these  movements,  one  of  their  experts 
in  Edmonton,  who  has  followed  closely  the  work  as  carried  on  by  the  American 
Canadian  Oil  Company. 

As  the  above-mentioned  shipment  of  machinery  by  the  said  railway  corpora- 
ation  has  been  subsequent  to  the  visit  of  their  oil  expert  we  may  safely  assume 
that  the  report  of  said  expert  v/as  favorable. 

It  is  further  of  significance  that  the  President  of  the  American  Canadian  Oil 
Company  is  a  man  who  has  had  twenty  years'  experience  in  Texas  and  California; 
that  he  has  a  record  of  putting  down  the  first  submarine  oil  well  at  Summerland, 
California,  and  that  he  has  further  opened  up  several  oil  fields  in  these  states, 
which  are  still  doing  splendid  business.  We  know  for  a  fact  that  this  gentleman 
has  invested  over  $20,000  in  hard  cash  by  securing  leases  of  lands  which  are  in 
close  proximity  to  the  holdings  of  the  aforesaid  oil  companies'  holdings. 
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We  believe  tluit  by  next  sunnuer  tlie  exuiiuy  ik  .i  ih  a  <.-<i  <>i  i-.diii.iiu.ni  wiii  •.o- 
the  greatest  oil  boom  ever  experienced  by  any  cunntry.  As  tlic  American  Cana- 
dian Oil  Company's  lands  are  adjoining  the  lands  of  the  new  Company  the  work 
done  by  this  concern  as  well  as  the  indications  which  were  found  wlien  boring 
are  of  the  greatest  interest  to  the  new  Company  and  to  its  Sharchnldcrs,  and 
we  are,  therefore,  giving  you  a  full  account  of  these  achievements,  wincli  arc  as 
follows: 

The  Company  first  struck  gas  at  330  feet  and  another  heavy  flow  at  450  feci, 
besides  going  through  a  bed  of  asphaltum  6  feet  in  depth.  The  latter  flow  of  gas 
was  so  heavy  that  it  enabled  this  Company  to  secure  a  gas  franchise  for  the  cities 
of  Edmonton  and  Strathcona  for  30  years.  Then  at  a  depth  of  not  (juite  iioo 
feet  they  entered  the  cretaceous  formation. 

They  firmly  believe  they  will  find  oil  the  moment  they  have  gone  through 
said  cretaceous  formation,  and  anybody  who  knows  anything  abf)ut  the  successful 
oil  fields  in  Texas  will  know  that  the  indications  encountered  in  this  country, 
northwest  of  Edmonton,  are  absolutely  identically  the  same  and  should  therefore 
bring  us  to  the  same  result,  namely,  oil. 

In  order  to  disperse  any  doubts  which  may  l)e  in  the  mind  of  anybody  as  to 
the  absolute  bona  fide  motives  of  the  Directors  of  Alberta  Canadian  Oil  Company, 
we  make  it  herewith  public  that  the  stock  which  has  been  given  in  payment  for 
960  acres  of  the  Alberta  Canadian  Oil  Company  lands  has  been  placed  in  escrow 
with  the  Trustees  of  this  Company,  with  an  agreement  setting  forth  tiiat  tliir> 
stock  can  only  be  released  after  the  Alberta  Canadian  Oil  Company  has  sold  all 
of  its  treasury  stock  or  found  oil. 

This  will,  therefore,  make  it  absolutely  impossible  for  anybody  to  take 
advantage  of  the  new  company's  work  or  advertising  to  sell  their  own  stock 
and  therefore  hurt  the  prospects  of  the  new  company — or,  in  plain  words,  this  is 
not  a  promotion  scheme. 

We  have  been  on  the  ground  ourselves  and  will  be  glad  to  go  further  into 
details  with  anybody  who  will  call  at  our  office  for  such  purpose. 

Before  closing  this  ad  we  want  it  clearly  understood  by  everybody,  that 
although  we  are  extremely  sanguine  about  the  successful  outcome  of  this  com- 
pany we  cannot,  and  will  not,  guarantee  oil.  We  can  only  guarantee  that  the 
statements  made  above  are  absolutely  correct,  and  that  they  indicate  the 
existence  of  oil.  A  risk  is  always  connected  with  these  undertakings,  and  we 
want  you  to  be  fully  aware  of  this  fact  before  you  invest  your  money. 

One  Dollar  shares,  fully  paid  and  non-assessable,  are  at  present  offered  for 
loc  per  share.  This  offer  is  made  by  the  company,  giving  the  purchaser  10  to  i 
on  the  par  value  of  the  share  alone,  not  to  speak  of  the  value  that  each  share  will 
have  the  moment  this  company  strikes  oil,  and  in  which  event  the  stock  should 
be  well  worth  $3  per  share  and  over.  In  order  to  show  to  the  public  that  we 
are  not  using  big  figures  for  the  purpose  of  inducing  some  uninformed  people 
to  interest  themselves,  we  point  out  the  fact  that  $[  shares  of  successful  oil 
companies  in  Texas  have  been  bid  up  as  high  as  $100  per  share.  We  have  no 
doubt  that  inside  of  three  months  we  will  have  sold  every  single  share  of  the 
first  block  offered  at  loc  per  share,  and  we  invite  you  to  investigate  further  into 
this  matter  by  writing  to  our  office. 

A.  V.  ALVENSLEBEN, 

LIMITED 

500  Hastings  St.   West    Vancouver,  B.  C. 

RELIABLE    AGENTS    WANTED. 
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THE  MONARCH  RANGE 


As  you  all  know  is  the  pride  of  Hun- 
dreds of  families  in  British  Columbia 
and  it  is  known  by  them  to  be  the  best 
Range  manufactured. 

THE  MONABCK  is  manufactured  out 
of  Malleable  Iron  and  Russian  Sheet 
Steel,  and  therefore  is  unbreakable. 

The  Oven  of  the  Monarch  is  riveted 
together  with  Norway  Iron  Rivets, 
therefore  is  air-tight — beware  of  the 
Range  bolted  together  and  the  seams 
filled  with  Stove  Putty,  as  both  will 
work  loose  and  fall  out  and  your  Range 
is    ruined. 

vSend  for  Catalogue,  "Hints  to  Range 
Buyers,"  and  also  find  out  our  proposi- 
tion. 

Sold  only  and  guaranteed  by 

Hodgson  &  Stearman 

HARBWABE    MEBCHAITTS, 

546  GBAinrii.i.z:  street 

VANCOUVER,  B.C. 


y^^^^^m^'rif. 


Vancouver   Agents, 
I.ANOI.ET    &     WII.I.IAMS,     Pender    St. 


H.  B. 

Marine  Motors 

Are    built    for    all    classes     of 

service. 
Heavy  Duty  Pour  Cycle, 
Medium    Duty   Two   Cycle,    r,nd 
Have        Meritorous        Features 

Worthy     of     Investig-ation. 
Write   for    particulars.    Catalog" 

and      Instructive      Bulletin 

on  Igrnition. 

Msniifactured  by 

HUTCHISON  BROS.  &  CO. 
LIMITED 

ENGINEERS  AND    FOUNDERS 

VICTORIA,  B.  C. 

Ignition  Apparatus  Testing"  Hig-h   Grade 

Instruments,    Dynamos,    MagTaetos,    Etc. 

Storag'e   Battery    and   Electric   I.ig'ht 

Equipment. 
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This  is  the  famous  "Schcbler,"  THi. 
carburetter,  called  rightly  by  many 
thousands  of  users  the  stout  heart  of  a 
marine  engine.  It  needs  no  introduc- 
tion. We  are  heartily  tired  of  experi- 
menting with  other  makes.  Prices  now 
reasonable.  Special  inducements  for 
exchange  to  our  old  customers. 


As  to 
Motor  Boating: 

Our  large  1909  Marine  Catalog  and  Price  List  is  out.  It  cmtains  hiKlily 
interesting  information  on  everything  up-to-date  in  Mutur-Boat  accessories  ami 
supplies. 

Our  sample  display  includes   devices  never  seen  before  here. 

The  Catalog  also  gives  instructive  details  on  our  1909 

Fairbanks=iVlorse  Marine  Engines 

which  have  met  with  such  unparalleled  success  in  recent  years. 

They  are  now  built  in  all   sizes  and  types  in  our  Canadian  factory   wliicli 
the  largest  and  best  equipped  of  its  kind. 

If  at  all  interested  get  the  Marine  Catalog— it  is  wortli  looking  into. 


Canadian  Fairbanks  Co.  Ltd. 

10N3  Water  St.    Vancouver,  B.  C. 

MONTREAL         TORONTO         WINNIPEO  CALOARY         ST.    JOHN 
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NORRIS  SAFE  AND 
LOCK  CO. 


jfire  an&  3BurGlar  proof 

Satee 

IDault  Doors,  Zimc  Xochs, 

JBanh  an& 

Safe  Deposit  IDaults, 

Jail  auD  prison  IKIlorft. 


316  Cordova  Street  West, 
VANCOUVER,  B.  C. 


B.   A   .OSWAI.D, 

XS®®® 


Iiocal  Manag'er 


A  Choice 
Investment 


12  Per  Cent 

DIVIDENDS    LAST     YEAR. 

The   stock   of   the 

FBUDENTIAI.    INVESTMENT 

COMFAITX',    I.IMITEI), 

is    now    offered    to    the    public    on    easy 
terms  of  payment. 

Subscribed  Capital    $155,000.00 

Paid-up    Capital     68,000.00 

Reserve  and  Surplus    $        9,246.67 

THOS.    T.    I.ANGI.OIS, 

President   and   Manag'er. 

JAS.   KAMSAT, 

Vice-President. 

Office:    Cor.    Pender   and   Homer   Streets, 
VANCOUVEB,   B.C. 

Write   for   literature. 


PADMORE'S 
CIGAR 
5T( 


Tobacco  Jars,  Cigar  Cases 

amid  some  Oood  Case 

Pipes  at  Reduced 

Prices. 


No.  1—2,  THE  ABCABE 


VamcoMver  Bo  C, 


FRUIT  CULTURE 

GARDENING 

Valuable    suggestions    are    to    be    had 
from   our  books 

Beeton's  Garden  Management   $3.00 

The  American  Fruit  Culturist — 

J.    J.    Thomas    $3.00 

Principles    of    Fruit    Gardening — 

L.  H.  Bailey $2.00 

The   Nursery   Book — 

L.  H.  Bailey $2.00 

The   Pruning   Book — 

L.  H.  Bailey $2.00 

Garden  Making — • 

L.  H.  Bailey $2.00 

Principles  of  Vegetable  Gardening — 

L.  H.  Bailey $2.00 

Soils,  Their  Properties  and  Manage- 
ment— C.  W.   Burkett   $1.50 

Roses    and   Their   Culture — 

W.   D.  Prior    $1.00 

Practical  Flower  Gardening — 

Wright  &  Castle    60c 

Practical  Vegetable  Gardening — • 

"Wright  &  Castle    60c 

Practical   Potato   Growing — 

Wright  &  Castle   40c 

Multum-in-Parvo  Gardening — 

S.    Wood     40c 

THOenSON 
STATIONERY  G%. 

325  HASTINGS  ST.  'Phghe  3520 

VAVCOUTEB,    B.C. 


ADVEiiriSING  SECTION,   WESTWARD  HO!   MAGAZINE 


NO  mORE 
GREY  HAIR 


Madame  Humphreys  has  just  received 
a  large  consigiiment  of  Mary  T.  Gold- 
man's Hair  Restorer,  without  exception 
the  best  article  of  its  kind  on  the 
market  today.  Just  as  good  for  gentle- 
men as  ladies;  easy  to  use;  does  not 
rub  off. 

Beautiful  Marcel  Wave.  50c;  Sham- 
poo, 25c  and  50c;  Face  Massage  and 
treatment  for  all  kinds  of  skin  troubles, 
and  building  up  of  wasting  tissues  and 
flabby   muscles. 

Pimples     and     blackheads     positively 

Young  gentlemen  treated  as  well  as 
ladies  at 

The  Alexandra 


Madam  Humphreys 


M^^»' 


589  OranviUe  St. 


VANCOUVEB,  B.C.      > 


DR.    T.    FEI.IX    GOUKATTD'S 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 

Or   Magical   Beautificr. 

Purifies  as  well  as  Beautifies  the  Skin. 
No    other   cosmetic    will    do    it. 

Removes  Tan.  Pimples,  Freckles,  Moth 
Patches.  Rash  and  Skin  Diseases,  and 
every  blemish  on  beauty,  and  defiles  de- 
tection. It  has  stood  the  test  of  60 
years;  no  other  has,  and  is  so  harm- 
less— we  taste  it  to  be  sure  it  is  pro- 
perly made.  Accept  no  counterfeit  of 
similar  name.  The  distinguished  Dr.  L. 
A.  Sayre  said  to  a  lady  of  the  haut-ton 
(a  patient):  "As  you  ladies  will  use 
them,  I  •  recommend  'GOUBAUD'S 
CBEAM'  as  the  least  harmful  of  all  the 
skin    preparations." 

GOITBAUD'S  OBIBNTAI.  TOII.ET 
FOWDBK 
For  infants  and  adults.    Exquisitely  per- 
fumed.    Relieves   Skin   Irritations,   cures 
Sunburn   and    renders   an   excellent    com- 
plexion. 

Price  25  cents,  by  mall. 

GOUBAUS'S    FOUDBE    SX7BTII.I: 

Removes    siiperfluou.s    Hair. 

Price  $1.00,  by  mail. 

PBBD.    T.    EOPKXirS,    Prop., 

Ntw  Tork  City. 

HENDEBSOK  BB08., 

Wbolssale  Distributors. 

Tancouver   and  Tiotoria,   B.C. 
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SAN   FRANCISCO  FUR  CO. 

K.  A.  UoHKKTS,  .Man.ttrcr. 
919  Granville  St.,              Vancouver.  B.  C. 
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Sutton's 

Seeds 

Grow 

and  are  the  Finest  Seeds 
That  Grow 

Tested    and    proved    to    be   the 

Best  For  ail  eiimates 

New     Stock    just    arrived.        Write     for 
Descriptive    Catalogue. 

The  Brackman-Ker 
Milling  Co.,  Ltd. 

SOLE  AGENTS 

136  HASTINGS  ST.,  WEST, 
VANCOUVER,   B.C. 


CCEETEE 


UNDERWEAR 

KNITTED  (NOTCUT)  TO  FIT 
THE  FORM.  ADAPTS  ITSELF  TO 
EVERY  HOYEHENT  OF  THE  BODY 

Tha  C.TURNBULL    Co. 

or     CaI-T     I.IMITED   . 


HENRYS 

My  Trees 
Grow. 

The  Stock  was  never  bet- 
ter than  it  is  to-day. 


Buy  direct — you  save  all 
agents'  profits,  and  have  the 
satisfaction  of  dealing  direct 
with  the  best  Tcnown  nursery 
on   the    Pacific    Coast. 

Catalog  Free. 


M.J.  HENRY 

Greenhouse: 

3010   Westminster    Road, 

VANCOUVER.  B.C. 
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Shorthand  School 

Day  and  evening  classes. 

Class  or  private   tuition. 

Competent  teachers. 

Shortest      and      quickest      possible 
method. 

E.  F.  LINDNER,  Principal, 
633  Hastings  St.  W.,  Vancouver,  B.C. 


ST.  ANN'S  ACADEMY 


406    Dunsmnlr    St.,    Vancouver,    B.C. 

Boarding:  and  day  school,  conducted 
by  the  Sisters  of  St.  Ann,  offering  suit- 
able accommodations,  modern  sanitary 
equipments.  Discipline  mild,  but  firm, 
uniting  a  careful  training  of  manners 
and  character,  with  the  best  intellectual 
and  physical   training. 

Curriculum  —  Primary,  Intermedlave 
and  Academic  grades,  together  with 
Music  and  Art  Studies.  A  complete  and 
practical  Commercial  Course  is  also  at- 
tached to  the  establishment. 

For  further  particulars,  apply  to 

SISTER    SUPERIOR. 


HIGHES  STUDIES,  I.ANOUAaz:S,  ETC. 

Also  elementary  classes;  careful  pre- 
paration for  all  examinations.  Rev.  A. 
St.  John  Mildmay.  M.A.,  Oxford  (late 
Principal  Vernon  College),  1061  Barclay 
St.,  Vancouver,  B.  C. 


Stu'iio  of  Arts  and  Crafts 

Classes  in  china  decoration,  metal 
work,  leather  craft,  and  stencilling.  Full 
stock  of  materials  kept.  For  terms 
apply    to — 

MRS.   Ex;i.is 
1056    Georgria    St.,        VANCOUVER,    B.C. 


Chesterfield  School 

North  Vancouver,  B.C. 

Ivesidential  and  Day  School  for  Boys. 
I'rincipals — A.  H.  Scriven,  Esq..  B.A., 
R.  H.  Bates.  Esq..  B.A. 

Boys  prepared  for  the  Universities 
and  Commerce.  Preparatory  depart- 
ment. Manual  Training,  Gymnastics, 
Military  Drill.  Five  acres  athletic 
field,  covered  play-ground. 
Prospectus  and  terms  on  application. 


Our  Keynote  is 


PRACTICAL 
EXPERIENCE 

May  we  send  you  our  ProBpectui? 

Calgary  Business  College 

CALGARY,    ALTA. 


PITMAN'S 

Shorthand  and 
Business  College 

The  oldest,  liirKc.-it,  and  lu-st  i  .luippf*'  i')llf»rc  on 
the  I'aciflc  Coast.  All  .oinmep  ial  subjeoln 
taught,  individual  tuition.  Special  attention  jfivcn 
to  b  xkward  students. 

P>e8  one  month  $15.00,  three  months  |40.00,  -i\ 
months  $76.00.    Text  books  free. 

Write  for  prospectus,  sent  free  to  any  addrcsB. 
032-RaiO-.  S..yn,nnrStr.Tf.  VANCOl'VBW.  B.C. 


ADVERTISING  SECTION,  WESTWARD  HO!  MAGAZINE. 

I  FRASER  YALLEY  FRUIT  FARMS  | 

55  Improved  and  unimproved  fruit  and    dairy   farms    in    centre   af   prosperous    settle-  ^ 

^  ment.     Soil   is   a   rich   loam — free   from    stumps    and    stones.      The    land    will    pay    for  ^ 

Xi  itself   the   first    year.     Small   cash   payment,    balance    on    easy    terms.  H 

H  If  interested  write  for  particulars.  ^ 

5  J.  W.  HAND.  311   Homer  5t.,  Vancouver,  B.  C.  § 


BESTAUBANTS. 

The  Granville  Cafe — $5.00  meal  tickets  for 
$4.50.  Four  course  dinner,  25c.  Special 
breakfast,  15c.  Neat,  clean,  homelike.  Trays 
sent  out.  762  Granville  St.,  opposite  Opera 
House,    Vancouver,    B.C.     W.    F.   Winters. 

MASSAGE 

Thermal  Baths  by  Scientific  Masseuse.  Mag- 
netic Vibratory  and  Electric  Treatments. 
Flat  Six,  679  Granville  Street,  Vancouver. 


OI^D  BOOKS. 

I  buy  Old  Books,  Magazines,  Manuscripts,  etc. 
Have  on  hand  large  selection  of  reference 
books  and  works.  Write  full  particulars.  E. 
J.  Galloway,  782  Granville  St.,  Vancouver, 
B.  C. 


YACHT  AND  I.AUNCH  FITTING. 

The  place  for  your  Cushions,  Awnings,  Spring 
Berths,  etc.,  Langridge  &  Co.,  1039  Gran- 
ville St.     Phone  B14C0,  Vancouver,  B.C. 

BUSINESS  OFFOBTUNITIES. 

A  British  Columbia  Jewelry  Manufacturing 
Business — very  profitable  enterprise — lacks 
capital  to  expand  as  conditions  demand — an 
opportunity — Price  $2,500.00.  Terms.  Write 
P.O.   Box   1135,   Vancouver,   B.C. 

BBITISH   COI.UMBIA  TIMBBB 

We  are  exclusive  dealers  in  British  Columbia 
Timber  Lands.  No  better  time  to  buy  than 
now,  for  investment  or  immediate  logging. 
Write  us  for  any  sized  tract.  E.  R.  Chandler, 
407    Hastings   St.,    Vancouver,   B.C. 


1    TORONTO  ,    MC-'nXREAU, 

1     WINNIPEG, VANCOUVER. 

CATALOGUE 
FREE  . 
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VANCOUVER  STORE 

122  HASTINGS  5TW. 

P.O.BOX  1273.                    i 

Golden 
Opportunities 


If  you  are  interested  in  the  Canadian  West, 
send  10  cents  in  stamps  for  three  laie  issues 
of  Westward  Hoi,  containing  fully  illustrated 
descriptive  articles  about  dairying,  fruit  grow- 
ing, poultry  raising  and  general  farming  con- 
ditions in  Manitoba,  Saskatchewan,  Alberta 
and   British   Columbia. 


DRUNKENNESS  CAN  BE  CUBED  BY  THE 

EVAN'S  GOLD  CURE   TREATMENT 


The  Kvans  Institute  has  now  been 
established  over  fourteen  years  In  Win- 
nipeg and  one  year  in  Vancouver.  It 
has  met  with  entire  success,  even  in 
cases  which  liad  been  regarded  as  ab- 
solutely hopeless.  The  treatment  not 
only  entirely  dispels  the  craving  but 
creates  a  pcsitive  distaste  for  stimu- 
lants. It  also  restores  the  nervous  sys- 
tem, induces  natural  sleep,  creates  a 
healthy  appetite  and  improves  the  gen- 
eral health  of  the  patient.  The  treat- 
ment is  gradual,  and  patients  are  al- 
lowed their  usual  stimulants  until  m 
from  four  to  five  days,  they  no  longer 
want  them. 

We  refer,  by  permission,  to  the  fol- 
lowing from  among  the  thousands  who 
are  familiar  with  and  approve  of  the 
Evans  treatment:     The  Hon.  Hugh  Jonn 


M:ir,lon:il.l,  .-x-Mlnister  of  th^  Iriu-rlor 
and  e.x-1'fmler  of  Manitoba.  Ven. 
.\r'hiio.-i -MI,  Kortln.  Holy  Trinity.  Winni- 
peg; U('\ .  Dr.  DuvhI.  Mod«Tator.  Gen- 
eral Assembly.  Presbyterian  Church  of 
Canada;  ex-Mayor  Andrews.  Winnipeg; 
ex-Mayor  Ryan.  Winnipeg;  ox-Mayor 
Jameson.  Winnipeg;  ex-Mayor  Mc- 
Creary,  Winnipeg;  Dr.  C.  W.  Gordon 
(Ralph  Connor),  Winnipeg;  Dr.  F.  S. 
Chapman,  M.D.,  Winnipeg;  Judge  Prlt- 
chard.  Carman,  Man.;  Prof.  J.  H.  Rld- 
dell,   Winnipeg. 

A  prospectus  containing  full  Infor- 
mation regarding  the  treatment  will  t»e 
mailed  privately  on  application. 

The  Evans  Institute  of  Vancouver 
has  now  removed  to  more  commodloui 
iiuarters   at 


950   FABX   DBIVE 


(Grandvlew    CarUne)        YAKCOTTVEU,  B.C. 
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cotv^er, 
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Incorporated  with  the  Vancouver  Photo  Engravinj;  Co. 


^t.,  VANCOUVER. 
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The  "New  Art"  BELL  PIANOS 

Will  last  in  your  home  a  Ufetime.     THe  manufacturers    WARRANT    THEM    for 

TEN  YEHRS 

They  have  more  GENUINE  and  HONEST  endorsements  from  prominent  Mu.ical 
institutions    and   musical    people,    tnan    any   other   Canadian   Piano. 
They  are  sold  in  B.  C.  by 

Vancouver's  Largest   Piano  Store 

which  is  said  by  Eastern  Manufacturers    to   be   better   equipped,    and   to   carry   a 
larger   stock,   than  any   other  music   concern  weet  of  Montreal. 
At    our    store    customers    nave   a    chioce. 


The  Montelius  Piano  House  ud 

439-441   HASTINGS   STREET 


VANCOUVER.   B.C. 
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Investments&Secueities 

t/^  Lands,  Bonds,  Stocks,  Etc.  cv) 


THE  SOUTH-WEST  ALBERTA  LAND  CO.,  Limited 

(INCORPORATED   IN   PROVINCE   OF   ALBERTA), 

invests  funds  on  first  mortgages  on  Albertan  Wheat  Farms  at  Eight  to  Ten  per  Cent, 
per  annum.  The  Large  margins  and  the  upward  trend  of  values  malte  these  lands  the 
best  secured  investments  at  the  highest  interest  for  both  home  and  British  Capital. 

ARTHUR  C.  KEMMIS,  PINCHER  CREEK,  ALBERTA,  CAN. 

Refer  to  UNION  BANK  OF  CANADA  .Solicitor  lorS.  W.  Alberta  Laud  Co  ,  Ltd. 


HAROLD    MAYNE    DALY 

MEMBER  VANCOUVER  STOCK  EXCHANGE 

STOCKS,  LOANS  AND  INSURANCE 

103  Crown  Building  615  Pender  St  ,  VANCOUVER,  B.  C. 


MONEY  JOHN  J.  BHNFIELO  estd 

TO                                          REAL  ESTATE,  IK 

LOHN                        INSURANCE,    INVrSTMENTS.  |g^| 

607  Hastings  St.  W.,  Vancouver,  B.  C. 


Yorkshire  Guarantee  & 
Securities   Corporation, 

Limited,  of  Huddersfield,  England 

CAPITAL        -        -        -        $2,500,000. 

MORTGAGES     ON     REAL     PROPERTY 

MUNICIPAL     BONDS     BOUGHT     AND     SOLD 

ESTATES  MANAGED,  FINANCIAL  AGENTS. 

Vacant    and    Improved    Properties    for    Sale    in    Vancouver,    North    Vancouver, 
Victoria,  and  New  Westminster 

Also  SUBURBAN  AND  FARM  LANDS  in  Lower  Eraser  Valley. 

General  Agents  in  B.  C.  for 

YORKSHIRE    FIRE    AND     LIFE    INSURANCE    COMPANY,     LIMITED. 

OF  YORK,  ENGLAND   (Established  1824,  Assets  $10,000,000). 

R.  KERR  HOULGATE,  Manager 

440  SEYMOUR  STREET  -  -  -  -  VANCOUVER,  B.C. 
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Losses  Promptly  Paid 

Derember  J  ml,    l!M)s. 
To  Wliom  It  May  Concern: 

This  is  to  certify  that  on  the  13th 
(lay  of  Xovemhor.  I'Os.  I  lost  a  horse 
insuroil  with  tho  BRITISH  AMERICAN 
I.IVZ:  STOCK  ASSOCIATION,  LTD.,  >'f 
Vancouver,  B.C..  aii.l  liavc  lliis  .lay  r.- 
ceived  a  seltlenient  in  full  tor  the 
amount  of  my  claim,  which  was  $200.00. 
Thanking  you  very  much  for  prompt 
attention  in  this  matter. 
Yours  very  truly, 

J.  W.  COLE. 

Langley   Prairie.   B.C. 


Established  1869 
Purely  Mutual— Purely  Canadian, 
will  be  glad  to  fur  nsh  rates  and  .samples  of 
policies  for  inspection,  and  it  would  be  a  btiHrn-ss 
mistake  for  <nyone  contemplating  life  insurance,  to 
place  his  application  unth  any  company  without 
first  consulting  me. 

WILLIAM  J     TWISS,  Manager 

VANCOUVER.  B.  C. 


There  is  Only  One 

Nechaco  Valley 

AND  THERE  IS  NOT  MUCH 
OP    THIS   I.AND    LEFT. 


Uncultivated    $16  the  Acre 

Cultivated $30  the  Acre 


And  we  offer  you  a  contract  that  guar- 
antees you  greater  returns  than  any 
legitimate    Investment. 


Appleton  Investment  Corp.  Ltd. 


WHITE    BI.DG.,    SEATTLE, 


TAIRriELD    BLDO.,    VANCOUVER,  B.C. 


ARE  YOU  GOING  TO  PRINCE  RUPERT 


Then  travel   on  the 


"  RUPERT  CITY  " 

The  largest  and  best  appointed  steamer  on  the  Northern  British  Columbia  run. 
Leaves  Vancouver  every  Monday  for  Prince  Rupert,  Port  Es.slnicton.  etc..  Write 
or  wire  reservations. 

MACKENZIE  BROS.,  Limited 


330    SEYMOUR    STREET 


-VANCOUVER.    B  C. 
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Palmer  Engines 


The  fuel  bill  of  our 
Four-Cycle  Motors  will 
save  you  one-half  the  cost 
of  motor  in  one  season. 

We  carry  a  large  stock 
on  hand,  also  engine  fitt- 
ings, shafting,  propellers, 
reverse  gears,  whistle  out- 
fits, and  electric  equipment. 

Palmer  Bros. 

28  Powell  Street, 
Vancouver,  B.C. 


▼.  IS.  Dafoe,  Western  Canadian  RepresentatlTe. 
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GASOLINE     ENGINES 

■WE  WANT  YOU  TO  SEE   OUR   1909  ENaiNES     BEFO&E     YOU     BUY     EI.SEWKEKE. 


5   H.P S185.00  complete 

3  H.P.    S250.00   com.^lete 

We   build   from   3   to   40   H.P. 
WE  BIAirUPACTUBE   THEM, 

WE   GUARANTEE  THEM, 

WE  SEE  THAT  YOU  ABE  SATISFIED, 

YOU   BUN    NO    BISKS    WITH    US. 

EASTHOPE    BROS. 

Manufacturers     of    Marine     Gasoline    Engines. 

Builders   Complete   Iiaunches. 

Office   and   Factory:    1705    GEOBGIA   STBEET,  -  -  VANCOUVEB.  B.C. 


fqOAMS 


Single    Cylinder.  Double   Cylinder. 

Our   engines   go   to   you    ready   to   Instal  at  the  following  prices  F.O.B.   Vancouver. 

2  H.P %    83.00  5    H.P $19S.OO 

3  H.P 122.00 


1 0  h!p! 600.00 


AJ>AMS   engines  are  simple,   reliable   and    economical   ami   will    give   satisfaction   In 
any  worl<.        Write   for  frep   ■  atal<<R 

ADAMS  LAUNCH  &  ENGINE  MANUFACTUBINO  COMPANY. 
108    WATEE    STBEET,    Vancouver,    B.C. 
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41  CALIBRE  REPEATER  RIFLE-= 

SPECIAL  PRICE  S6 

We  have  just  received  a  limited  number  of  army  rifles;  the  product  of  one  of 
the  hest  Arsenals  in  Europe.  These  rifles  were  made  under  the  direct  supervision 
of  the  Swiss  g'ovemment. 

The  stock  is  of  a  beautiful  walnut  with  steel  butt-plate;  barrel  is  of  the  hig-hest 
army  steel.  The  rifle  is  fitted  with  swivels  for  sling-  straps.  The  magazine  holds 
twelve   cartridges   with   an   extra   one   in  the  chamber — making  thirteen  in  all. 

THi:    RIFZ.Z:    FOR    BIG    GAIVIi:. 

A  cleaning-rod  and  box  of  ammunition  will  be  supplied  with  each  rifle.  Ammuni- 
tion  can   be   had   at   any    sporting   goods   store. 

These  rifles  are  highly  recommended.  They  originally  cost  the  Swiss  govern- 
ment $25. 

They  are  not  old  or  obselete  and  have  had  very  little  use  and  best  of  care. 
The  Swiss  government  has  decided  to  issue  rifles  with  a  longer  range  than  this 
particular   type   of   rifle. 

We  give  this  rifle  to  you  with  a  guarantee  that  they  are  in  perfect  condition 
and  that  they  will  give  good  service  for  many  years.  They  would  sell,  in  the  ordinary 
way  in  this  country,  at  from  $25  to  $35  and  are  so  simple  in  construction  as  to 
warrant  us  in  saying  that  they  will  practically  last  a   lifetime. 

REMEMBER  THE  PRICE  OF  THIS  RIFI.E  IS  $6,  including  a  box  of  cartridges. 
Unless  you  order  promptly  we  do  not  promise  delivery,  inasmuch  as  we  have  only 
a   limited   number.      Send   us    a   money    order   or  cash  with  your  letter. 

J.  A    FLETT,  LTD.,  Ill  Hastings  St.,  Vancouver,  B.  C. 


i\    A  jT^Sr.^i'?^,-rTA'?-"w  ^X;\^',^^^^  '^5,'*^'  "TO  OFKEK  A  GIFT    OF    GLOBE-WERNICKE 

KLAbTIC  hKCi  ION  AL  BOOKCASES.    We  sell  hundreds  of  these  every  Christmas. 
Ihose  who  have  them  add  to  them.    Those  who  have  not  inaugurated  a  plan  of  keep- 
ing and  protecting  books  that  will  be  appreciated  by  the  recipient  for  all  time. 
Catalogues  on  request. 


426-428-430  Cordova  Street  West 


THE    WEBSTER-HANNA    CO. 


VANCOUVER.  B.  C 
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Kodak 

Write  for  Catalogue  and  Prices 

KODAK  HEADQUARTERS 

linr.KRIIRN'S  ART  6ALLER1 

665  Qranville  St. 

VANCOUVER,  B.  C. 

f 

- 

Nicola  Valley  Coal 

THE  BEST  DOMESTIC  AND  STEAM 
COAL  IN  THE  WEST. 


Agencies  at:— 

VANCOUVER,  ASHCROFT,  KAMLOOPS.  REVELSTOKE. 

VERNON  AND  OKANAGAN  POINTS, 

NELSON  AND  KOOTENAY  POINTS. 

Head  Offica:     VANCOUVER,   B.  C. 
Collieries:     MIDDLESBORO,  B.  C. 

Nicola  Valley  Coal  and  Coke  Co.  Ltd 
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NEW  WESTMINSTER 


NEW  WESTMINSTER  is  the  centre  of  the  agriculture,  fishing,  and  lumber- 
ing industries  of  the  Fraser  Valley,  British  Columbia. 

NEW  WESTMINSTER  is  the  meeting  point  of  two  great  transcontinental 
railways — the  Canadian  Pacific  and  the  Great  Northern,  while  the  V.  V.  &  E. 
railway  now  under  construction  will  shortly  become  a  feeder  to  the  city's  trade 
and  industry.  A  network  of  inter-urban  electric  railways  connecting  with 
Vancouver,  Eburne,  Steveston,  Cloverdale  and  Chilliwack  are  so  laid  out  as  to 
converge  at  New  Westminster,  adding  considerably  to  the  commercial  prosperity 
of  the  city. 

NEW  WESTMINSTER  is  the  only  fresh  water  port  on  the  British  Pacific. 
Over  1,200  deep-sea  and  coasting  vessels  visited  the  port  last  year,  and  the 
Dominion  Government  has  just  decided  upon  plans  for  a  deep  water  channel  to 
enable  the  largest  ocean  going  steamers  to  navigate  the  river  at  all  stages  of  the 
tide.  The  G.  N.  railway,  Gulf-Car-Ferry  and  the  C.  P.  N.  Co.'s  steamers  and 
passenger  vessels,  and  tugs  of  other  companies  make  the  "Royal  City"  their 
home  port. 


WHITE,  SHILES  &  CO. 

Fire  Insurance 
Real  Estate  and   Financial    Agents 


The  B.  C.  MILLS,  TIMBER 
AND  TRADING  CO. 

(Royal  City   Planing    Mills  Branch) 

Manufacturers  of  Doors,  Windows,  Fish  and 
Fruit  Boxes  and  all  Descriptions  of  Interior 
Finishings. 


Westminster  Iron  Works 

JOHN  REIO.  Proprietor 

Manufacturers  of  Wrought  Iron  Gates,  Fences. 

Ornamental  Iron  Work,  Fire  Escapes, 

and  Iron  Stairs. 

OFFICE  AND  WORKS.  loTH  STREET. 


Dominion  Trust  Co.,  Ltd, 

Real  Estate,  Insurance  and 
Financial  Brokers. 

FARM  AND  FRUIT  LANDS  A  SPECIALTY. 
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THE   ROYAL  CITY 


NEW  WESTMINSTER  is  the  Government  seat  for  the  Dominion  Public 
Works,  jail  and  asylum  as  well  as  the  Fisheries,  Land  and  Timber  aKcncics, 
while  the  city  is  also  the  headquarters  of  the  Provincial  Government  Agent. 

NEW  WESTMINSTER  is  pre-eminently  the  home  of  industries— f.^r  Iron 
Works,  Feed  Mills,  Fruit  and  Fish  Canneries,  Cigar  Factories,  Glass  Works, 
Lumber  Mills,  Tanneries,  Ship  Yards  and  Can  Factories. 

NEW  WESTMINSTER  boasts  ot  14  Churches,  2  Colleges,  4  Banks,  3 
Hospitals,  as  well  as  High  and  Graded  Schools  and  a  Public  Library.  There 
are  two  papers  published  daily  in   the   city. 

The  assessed  value  of  realty  is  estimated  at  $5,500,000  and  personal  [iroperty 
conservatively,  at  $1,000,000 

NEW  WESTMINSTER,  on  account  of  the  steady  growth  and  developm'nt 
of  the  resources  of  the  surrounding  territory  offers  desirable  openings  in  i:rmy 
manufacturing,  wholesale,  retail  and  professional  lines,  among  whir'i  might  be 
mentioned  Wholesale  Grocery,  Woollen  Mills,  Furniture  Factr-ries,  Potato, 
Starch  and  Beet-Sugar  Works,  a  Hemp  Factory,  Fruit  Canneries,  as  well  as  a 
plant  for  condensing  milk.  The  city  also  offers  advantageous  inducements  for 
the  location  of  new  industries.  Electric  power  and  light  are  cheap  and  the 
supply  is  practically  unlimited.  For  further  information  write  to  any  New 
Westminster  advertiser  on  these  two  pages  who  will  cheerfully  supply  samo 


HALE  BROS.  &  CO.,  LTD. 

SPECIALIZE  IN 

5=ACRE  FRUIT  PLOTS 

Box  100  New  Westminster.  B.  C. 


P.B.Brown  U.  H.  i.euu^ 

The  Settlers'  Association 
of  B.  C. 

Real    Estate.   Financial   &    Customs   Brokeri 
Auctioneers 


Opposite  Windsor    Hotel 
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Mahogany 


Every  advance  in  the  price  of  lumber  means  a  corresponding  profit  to  the 
timber  owners. 

Walnut  logs  advanced  to  such  a  figure  that  large  profits  were  made  by 
digging  up  and  marketing  the  old  stumps. 

Mahogany  bears  the  same  relation  to  other  varieties  of  timber  as  gold  does 
to  the  other  metals.  It  is  already  high,  thus  affording  great  profits  to  the  owners 
of  the  standing  timber. 

This  Company  owns  91,610  acres  of  the  highest  grade  mahogany  timber  in 
the  world.  It  is  an  easy  logging  proposition  and  is  located  less  than  1,900  miles 
from  New  York  City,  and  only  840  miles  from  Galveston,  Texas,  by  an  all 
water  route. 

It  is  where  up-to-date  machinery  and  modern  methods  are  just  beginning  to 
be  introduced.  It  is  a  pleasant  and  healthful  climate  there  and  plenty  of  cheap 
labor  is  always  available. 

The  soil  is  of  almost  unbelievable  fertility  and  will  yield  a  large  and  ever- 
lasting income  after  it  has  been  denuded  of  its  timber. 

As  additional  funds  are  needed  for  operating  and  developing  this  property, 
a  limited  amount  of  stock  is  offered  for  sale  at  $110.00  per  share,  payable  in 
monthly  instalments  of  $5.00  each.  Each  share  represents  over  two  acres,  and 
all  stock  is  fully  paid,  non-assessable  and  equally  participating. 

Frederick  Starr,  Ph.  D.,  Professor  of  Anthropology  in  the  University  of 
Chicago,  refers  to  this  immediate  locality  in  the  following  language: 

*  *  *  "that  wonderful  fertile  plain  of  black  alluvial  soil  which 
makes  the  eastern  end  of  Chipas  and  part  of  Tabasco.  Here  is 
the  home  of  the  mahogany  and  other  famous  timbers  and  of  wild 
rubber.  Here  is  the  paradise  of  tropical  agriculture.  Here  in 
this  little  stretch  of  precious  black  dirt  are  already  located  a  full 
dozen  American  rubber  companies.  A  few  years  will  see  the  last 
foot  of  available  land  cleared  and  replanted  with  this  most 
promising  of  orchards." 

Your  name  and  address  on  a  postcard  will  secure  literature  and  particulars. 

Chacamax  Land  Development  Company 

American  Bank  Building-,  Seattle,  Wash.,  V.  S.  A. 
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PERPETUAL 


$1,000 

A  YEAR 

As  Long  as  You 
Live 

"3CUBED  BY  SMALI.  MONTEI.T 
PAYMENTS 

T.he  less  money  you  have,  the  greater 

the    need    to    place    it    where    it    will 

work  hard   and  fast  for  you 

Fill  Out  and  Return   Coupon  Just  Now 

Do  you  want  an   income  of  from  $100.00  to  $1,000  a  year  for  life?  If  so,  returr 
this  coupon  promptly.     You  take  absolutely  no  risk  of  any  kind.     If  upon  exam- 
ination   you    are    not    thoroughly    convinced   that   this   is   one   of  the   GBEATEST 
OFFOBTUNITIES  of  your  life  to  secure    a    steady,    permanent    income,    as    long 
as  you  live,  you  are  under  no  obligation. 

Name     

r  est  Office 

rrovince     

1  Mease   re.<=erve   for   me    Life-Income  Investment   Bonds 

(value  $100.00  each).  Send  full  information.  If  I  am  convinced  that  your  en- 
terprise is  one  of  the  Soundest  character,  and  will  prove  Enormously  profit- 
able, I  will  pay  for  the  same  at  the  rate  of  $5.00  cash  and  $5.00  per  month 
on  each  .iJlOd.Ou  Bund  until  fully  paid.  No  more  than  100  Bonds  reserved  for 
any   one   person. 

THE  UNITED    SECURITIES  COMPANY 

1163   EMPIRE  BUILDING,   SEATTLE,  WASHINGTON. 


"b1n§''Mral¥rin^ 


Makes  a  Delightfully  Comfortable  Cosy  Corner 

This  Couch  is  made  for  hard  service  and  comfort,  as 
well  as  for  appearance. 

It  is  made  exactly  like  the  well-known  "Banner"  Spring 
Bed,  which  is  giving  satisfaction  to  thousands  of  Cana- 
dians to-day. 

The  50  Spiral  Springs,  mounted  on  rigid  steel  bands, 
are  oil-tempered  and  japanned,  and  will  retain  their 
"springiness"  for  years. 

The  width  is  2  ft.  2  in.  by  6  ft.  long,  and  makes  a  com- 
fortably roomy  Cosy  Corner  or  Lounge  and  a  luxurious 
"Banner"  Spring  Bed  for  night  use. 

The  Pad  is  filled  with  buoyant  layers  of  pure,  new  cot- 
ton felt,  and  covered  with  good  quality  olive-green 
denim,  the  pleated  vallance  being  of  the  same  material. 

Your  dealer  can  sell  you  the  "Guaranteed  Banner 
Couch"  as  cheaply  as  a  poor  sofa.  Ask 
to  see  our  trademark  before  purchas- 
ing. It  is  put  on  the  side  of  ever\ 
genuine  "Banner"  Couch  for  your  pro- 
tection  and  ours.  Or,  if  he  cannot  supply  >ou.  write  to 
us  for  full  information  and  price. 

THE  ALASKA  FEATHER  &  DOWN  CO.,  Limited 

MONTREAL 
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Real 
Estate 


The  history  of  Real  Estate  investment  in 
Vancouver  and  British  Columbia  reveals  indi- 
vidual instances  of  profit  that  read  like  fairy 
tales.  Vancouver  is  pre-eminently  Canada's 
natural  port,  and  as  such  she  has  a  wonderful 
future.  British  Columbia  is  the  last  West, 
and  has  only  begun  to  develop.  And  it  is  an 
established  fact  that  Real  Estate  values  in- 
crease with  increase  of  population.  Our  Reai 
Estate  Department  is  fully  versed  in  all  mat- 
ters pertaining  to  profitable  investment,  and 
persons  consulting  our  experts  will  find  theni 
able  to  place  them  in  the  most  desirable  sec- 
tions of  the  city  or  country,  and  in  the 
districts  which  are  most  rapidly  increasing 
value.  Having  their  fingers  on  the  pulse  of 
the  city  activities  they  know  where  money 
can  be  placed  to  the  greatest  advantage.  We 
have  made  large  sums  of  money  for  our  clients 
who  have  invested  in  Real  Estate  through  oui 
office.  We  can  make  you  a  safe  and  profitable 
investment  in  city  property  by  purchasing 
vacant  lots  and  erecting  buildings  thereon 
which  will  net  you  from  4  to  12  per  cent,  per 
annum,  besides  the  increase  in  value  of  the 
property,  which  is  very  often  in  excess  of  tne 
profits  "made  from  the  rents.  The  combined 
profits  of  both  rent  and  increase  of  value 
often   making  a   very   handsome   profit. 

If  you  are  interested  in  Farm  Lands  we 
have  always  on  hand  a  good  selection  or 
desirable  farms,  while  our  New  Westminster 
office  makes  a  specialty  of  farm  and  fruit 
lands  in  the  rich  Eraser  River  Valley,  and 
has  a  thorough  knowledge  of  values  and  a 
large  list  of  desirable  farm  lands  in  all  parts 
of  the  Province  to  choose  from.  These  lists 
sent   to  any   address   on  application. 


j:^^^^^: 


DOAINIOn  TRUST  GOWAIV- 


Lrt 


OEADOPFrCE  nA5TIN05  5TW.,VANC0UVER,RC. 


ESTWflRDHO: 


i 


L 


5    ^A...  V^U 


\i 


Magazines  are  like  Men  inspired 
to  great  achievements  by  the 
generous  recognition  of  their 
worth  ;  and  Westward  Ho !  has 
during  the  past  few  months  re- 
ceived such  unstinted  encourage- 
ment from  the  Canadian  people 
that  its  efforts  will  be  redoubled 
to  contribute  to  their  pleasure 
and  edification,  as  well  as  to 
exploit  the  resources  of  their 
country.       5i    £££££-     £ 


BIRKi 


DIA 


REPUTA 


Look  for  the  firm  with  a  reputation  before  you  buy  Diamonds. 
Your  money  should  command  the  best  possible  value  in  both 
quality  and  weight. 

We  are  the  only  Vancouver  firm  personally  buying  Diamonds 
direct  from  the  cutters  in  Europe.  This  enables  us  to  eliminate 
all   the   middleman's   profit — that   means   a   positive   saving  to   you. 

We  show  for  your  inspection  a  magnificent  stock  of  Diamonds 
selected  by  our  experts  for  their  remarkable  brilliancy — due  to 
absolute   perfection  in   the  cutting. 

BJrks  are  the  Largest  Boyers  and  Sellers 
of  Diamonds  in  Canada. 

This  eminent  position  has  been  acquired  only  after  a  business 
career  of  thirty  years.  The  sterling  reputation  for  honest  repre- 
sentation of  goods  has  built  this  business  into  such  a  magnitude 
until   today   it   is    recognized   as 

THE  HOUSE  OF  QUALITY 

Our  superb  quality  of  fine  blue  white  Diamonds  of  the  first 
water  color  are  in  a  distinguished  class  by  themselves.  The 
constant  demand  for  these  diamonds  is  indisputable  evidence  of 
their  superiority. 


HEN 


RY  BIRK 

Limited. 


DIAMOND  MERCHANTS. 
Geo.  E.  Trorey,  Man.  Director. 
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Drysdale's  Superior 
Tailor=Made  Suits 

At  $25.00  to  $35.00 


We  have  spring  Suits  at  these  prices  that  would  astonish  anyone  who 
had  never  seen  one  of  these  exclusive  models.  The  showing  is  large  and 
has  been  selected  with  as  much  or  even  more  careful  consideration  than 
that  given  to  our  expensive  lines,  for  it  requires  more  thought  to  produce 
suits  that  will  look  well  and  wear  well  at  such  moderate  prices.  And  we 
will  have  nothing  but  the  best.  These  Suits  are  shown  in  so  many  different 
styles  that  there  is  something  suitable  for  everyone.  They  come  in  both 
plainly  tailored  and  trimmed  effects,  in  Cheviots,  Serges,  Worsteds  and 
Broadcloths,  and  in  all  the  staple  and  new  spring  shades. 

Exquisite  Millinery  for  Spring 

In  the  matter  of  style,  the  most  critical  expert  must  pronounce  our 
exhibit  correct.  There  is  such  a  variation  in  size,  such  a  variety  of  trim- 
ming that  almost  any  desire  you  may  have  for  the  quiet,  the  subdued  or 
for  any  model  up  to  the  dashing  picturesque,  may  be  gratified.  You  will 
pronounce  our  exhibit  complete. 

"The  store  whose  chief  study  is  the  correct  apparel   for  women." 

Gordon  Drysdale,  Ltd. 

575  Granville  Street  VANCOUVER,  B.  C. 
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Rates  $2  a  day  and  up. 

The 

King  Edward 

Hotel 


BEIiI.  &  MUBRAT,  Proprietors. 
ENSERBT,    B.C. 


Newly  Built  and  Furnished. 
Rates  $2  per  day. 


Big'  Game  Shooting'.       Bzcellent  Fishing. 
A  Tourist's  Paradise. 


MORTON^  HOTEL 


A.  S.  NORTON.  Manager 


PORTLAND 
OREGON 

Modern  Comtort 

JlODEBATE  PUIOES 

.  ONLY  ROOF 
GARDEN  IN 
PORTLAND 
Tbu  Tourist  hea/'- 
(juaitiTs  of 
B  C'oluiulua  Valley 
Knwafc'e  rooms  earfy 

for  the  Alaska- 
yukou   Exposition 


Hotel  Moit  Boyal 

BANFF,  ALTA. 

Electric  Lighted 
Steam  Heated 
Hot   and   Cold   Water 
Private   Baths 

Centre  of  the  National  Park. 
Rates   $2.50   per   day  and   up. 

D.  McDOUGALL        -  Proprietor 
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Hotel  Winters 

Abbott  Street,     =    \  ancouver,  l>.  C. 


Hotel  Du/isAioiR 


AMIRICAIT   PLAN,   $2.00   UP 
EtTROPEAN    PLAN,    75c    UP 


WINTERS      &      STEVENSON 
Proprietors. 


~w      Y    HOTEL  DC 


FREE    AUTO 


Hotel  Dominion 

the   recognized    headquarters    in    Van- 

iver,     B.C.,     for      visitors      from      tlie 

:airie  Provinces.     On  arrival  take  your 

::,'gage    to    the    large   Brown    Auto   Bus 

hich  carries  you   to  the  hotel   free. 

Bates — American,  $1.50  to  $2.00. 

European,   50c   and   up. 


P.  BAVNXS,  Proprietor. 
Abbott   Street        -        VANCOUVER,    B.C. 


BADMINTON  HOTEL 

of  VANCOUVER.  B.  C. 
The  Leading  Tourist  and  Family  Hotel 

Bates  $2.00  and  $3.50  per  day. 
Special   Rates   by  the  Week. 


Free  Bus  meets  all  trains  and  boaU. 

(TKOKOr   K.    I'akkv.   M:iiu-M.-cr. 
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Your  impressions  of  Vancouver— the  "Sunset  City**— will  be 
made  all  the  more  lasting  by  seeing  the  6ity  and  Magnificent 
Stanley  Park  in  one  of  our  comfortable  Hacks,  Broughams, 
Victor  as,  Surreys  or  Carriages. 

STANLEY    PARK    STHBLES 
niex.  Mitchell,  Mgr.  VaXCOUYER,  B.   Q. 


When  in 
The  Royal  City 


Stay  at 


THE  WINDSOR  HOTEL 

(Next  to  the  Tram  Offlco.l 
P.  O.  BIIiODEAU,  Proprietor. 

American    Plan     $1.25  to  $2.00 

European    Plan     50c  to  $1.00 

NEW  WESTMINSTER,  B.  C, 


;_       Enderby,B.C 

2J00  Pe»'day.        H.W.WRKillT.PBOP.         y 


Cafe  Unsurpassed 
for  the  Menu 


i-m^mi'ii-r', 


Every  Attention 
Shown  Guests 


I  Poodle  Dog  Hotel 

ii  EUROPEAN  PLAN 

« 

^  Rooms  can  be  had  by  the  day,  week  or  month 

?>  at  reasonable  rates. 

^  A.  COOPEMA\,  Proprietor 

J  Yates  Street,                       VICTORIA,  B.C. 
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Visitors  to  Chilliwack 

Should  Make  This   Hotel  Their 
Headquarters. 


Rates  S2.00  to  $2.50. 

Water     Healing,     Electric     Lights. 
Batlis.    Private    Bus. 


B.  B.  Mci.x:m7Air, 


Proprietor 


CHII.I.IWACK,    B.C. 


THE  GLOKIUuo  ..UTENAY 

TROUT  ANDSALMO.N 

BEAK,  SHEEP  AND  GOAT 

CARIBOU.  Etc. 

If  ydii  wish  to  hiivo  iiii    oiilinK    aniiU    the 

ttiwM  scjMiery  iiinl  -urroumlimr'  in 

Amor'ta.  apply  for  partiruiarx 

to 

GEO.   P.  WELLS 

l'rii|iri»'tor 

THE  HUME   HOTEL 

NELSON,  B.  C. 
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Export 


Waiting  Co. 


Liu. 


BEER 


Calgary. 
Canada.^ 


A.  E.  SUCKLING  &  CO.,  VANCOUVER,  B.  C,  Agents  for  Pacific  Coast 


Rates,  %  1 .00  up 


"Twelve  Stories  of 
Solid  Comfort" 

Building,  concrete, 
steel  and  marble. 

Located,  most  fash- 
ionable shopping 
district. 

210  rooms,  13  5  baths. 

Library    and    bound 
magazines  in  read- 
ing rooms  for 
guests. 

Most  refined  hostelry 
in  Seattle. 

Absolutely  fireproof. 

English  Grill. 


THE  DANMOORE 

Dan.   J.   Moore,   Proprietor. 

EUBOPEAN  FI.AN- 

RATES,  $1.00  FEB  SAT  ATSTD  UF. 


Portland's  New  Hotel 

With  GriU. 

475    Washing-ton    St.,       Cor.    Fourteenth 
FOBTIiAlTB,   OBEGOir. 


Hotel  Moore— Clatsop  Beach,  Seaside, 
Ore.  Open  all  year.  For  information 
apply  at  The  Danmoore. 
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Strang 


Cafe 


W.  A.  SHAW,  Proprietor. 

The  most  modern,  up-to-date  cafe  in 
B.C.  Everything  new,  and  all  delicacies 
to  be  secured  in  North  America  are 
here  awaiting  your  digestion.  Private 
parlors  for  all  special  occasions.  Or- 
rhestra  at  dinner  and  evenings. 
626  Hastlngrs  Street,  VANCOtTVEB,  B.C. 


Canadians  Visiting 
Seattle  Should  Make 
Their  Headquarters  at  the 

HOTEL 

WASHINGTON 

ANNEX 


European    and    American    Plana. 
AbBolntely    Fireproof. 


Iiocated    Within    One    Block    of    Shopping 
District. 


New — Constmcted    in    1907. 
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ASSETS. 

The  Company  have  acquired  55,65I»  acres  of  pulp  land  on  Quatsino  Sound,  Vancouver 
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they  will  have  the  first  unit  of  the  pulp  mill  with  a  capacity  of  100  tons  of  woo<l  pulp 
per  week   in  operation  by  December   1st   of  thi.s   year. 
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No  industry,  not  even  mining  itself,  has  yielded  as  large  and  permanent  dividends 
as  the  manufacture  of  Wood  Pulp  and  Paper,  and  there  is  no  reason  why  the  mill  which 
we  are  now  erecting  should  not  pay  at  least  25  per  cent,  annual  dividends.  Under  much 
less  favorable  conditions,  the  Eastern  Canadian  and  English  mills  are  paying  from  10 
to  25  per  cent.  With  our  natural  advantages,  we  should  be  able  to  make  a  profit  of 
approximately  $15.00  per  ton  on  News-paper,  $20.00  per  ton  on  Wrapping  Paper,  and 
$15.00  per  ton  on  Bo.x  Board  and  Pulp  Board.  The  Pacific  Coast  mills  of  the  United 
States  are  now  making  a  net  profit,  after  deducting  depreciation,  operating  expenses, 
bonds,  etc,  of  approximately  $15.00  per  ton  on  Wrapping,  and  $15.00  per  ton  on  Box  and 
Pulp  Boards,  and  this  after  paying  from  $6.00  to  $8.00  per  cord  for  wood.  With  our 
magnificent  timber  limits  and  splendid  water  power,  we  should  be  able  to  manufuctur'* 
News-paper  for  considerably  less  than  $30.00  per  ton,  and  Wrapping  Paper  at  $3i.00  per 
ton.  At  present,  News  is  jobbing  on  the  Eastern  markets  at  $41.'. 00  to  $45.00  per  ton,  and 
the  freight  rate  to  British  Columbia  is  $17.00  per  ton.  News  is  now  selling  In  Australia 
New  Zealand,  China  and  Japan  at  from  $4  8.00  to  $60.00  per  ton,  and  we  are  able  to 
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Laurentide  I'aper  Co.  showed  a  profit  of  $251,458.  The  Kellner-Partington  Pulp  and  Paper 
Co.  showed  a  gross  profit  last  year  of  $1,252,205.  The  official  United  States  Government 
Report,  Issued  at  Washington,  D.C.,  July  25th,  1907,  Bulletin  80,  showed  that  the  mills 
of  the  State  of  Oregon  made  a  profit  of  20  2-3  per  cent,  of  the  value  of  goods  over  all 
expenses.  The  three  mills  in  the  State  of  California  showed  the  value  of  goods,  over 
all  expenses,  of  19  per  cent.  The  gross  profits  of  the  International  Paper  Co.  for  the 
year  ending  June  30th,   1908,  amounted  to  $1,635,918. 

With  our  close  proximity  tc  tlie  Oriental  markets,  there  is  no  reason  why  we  should 
not  make,  conservatively,  10  per  cent,  more  dividends  than  the  Eastern  Canadian  or 
American  Mills.  China,  Japan,  Australia  and  New  Zealand  alone  import  over  $10,000,000.00 
worth  of  paper  per  year.  In  1908,  Australia  imported  over  60,000  tons  of  News,  princi- 
pally from  Eastern  Canada  and  Europe.  Why  should  we  let  this  great  volume  of  paper 
go  to  Eastern  Canada,  Eastern  United  States,  and  Europe,  when  we  are  In  a  position 
to  control  it  ourselves?  Every  dollar  of  paper  used  in  the  Orient  should  be  furnished 
from  Western  Canada.  With  sufficient  mills  to  produce  the  goods,  what  country  Is  In  a 
better  position  to  control  the  trade  of  the  Orient  than  British  Columbia.  Not  only  are 
we  able  to  manufacture  News  and  Wrapping  Paper  from  $2.00  to  $8.00  per  ton  lower 
than  Eastern  Canada  and  American  mills,  but  we  are  from  2,000  to  3,000  miles  nearer 
the  great  Oriental  markets.  The  demand  for  News  and  Wrapping  Paper  Is  gradually 
increasing,  and.  within  ten  years,  China,  Japan,  Australia  and  New  Zealand  will  be 
absolutely  dependent  upon  thir  Province  for  its  supply  of  pulp  and  paper.  We  know 
the  big  dividends  that  the  Paper  Mills  of  the  world  arc  paying,  and  with  our  Immen.se 
timber  limits,  covering  86  square  miles,  which  assures  a  permanent  supply  of  wood  at 
a  nominal  cost,  there  is  no  reason  why  we  should  not  pay  even  larger  divitlen.ls  than  th«- 
present  operating  mills.  ___ 
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MAILED  FREE 
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U07  Government  St.,  Victoria,  B.  C. 

WARNING! 


Dublin.    Ireland,    Dec.    30th,    1908. 
Mr.  E.  Chapman,       Vancouver.   B.C.  613  Hastings  St.,  W., 

Dear  Sir.^As  we  have  been  given  to  understand  that  certain  firms  in  Victoria 
and  Vancou\er  are  advertising  themselves  our  agents,  we  shall  be  glad  if  you  will 
state  that  yon  are  our  Sole  Ag-ents  for  British  Coliuubia  for  our  "Boyal  Irish  Poplin 
Ties." 

Yours  faithfully, 

RICHARD  ATKINSON  &  CO. 
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Vital  Problems  of  Canada. 

Bram  Thompson,  M.  A. 


THE  vastness  and  greatness  of  a 
country  are  by  no  means  synony- 
mous terms  or  synchronistic 
conditions ;  for  while  vastness 
may  be  ascribable  to  extraneous  events 
and  creative  powers,  the  greatness  is 
attributable  entirely  to  the  inherent  vir- 
tues of  the  race  by  whom  a  country  is 
inhabited. 

\'astnes5,  indeed,  may  contribute  to 
greatness  or  beget  weakness  according  to 
the  manner  in  which  the  opportunities 
presented  by  it  are  utilized  for  good  or 
evil ;  and  the  determinate  or  dynamic 
force  of  the  one  or  the  other  is  supplied 
by  the  organic  body  of  the  people  them- 
selves. 

Russia  and  China  are  two  conspicuous 
instances  of  vastness  without  greatness. 
Space  precludes,  at  present,  an  interest- 
ing sketch  of  the  stagnation  of  the  one. 
i  and  the  retrogression  of  the  other. 
'Russia  gave  herself  over  to  autocracy, 
and  her  people  to  slavery  and  serfdom  ; 
while  China  became  enveloped  in  slum- 


ber, and  the  nox  of  Chimera  and  Utopian 
dreams. 

Selfishness  and  sordidness  and  national 
self-complacency  converted  the  one  into 
a  tyrant,  and  the  other  into  a  lethargic 
inanity ;  and  these  same  vices  to-day 
are  producing  a  new  national  disorder 
called  stroiiiosity — a  disease  so  absorb- 
ing that  the  body,  mind  and  spirit  of  each 
individual  infected  by  it  are  converted  in- 
to a  triumvirate  force  to  crush  out  the 
ideals  of  existence,  the  amenities  of  life, 
and  to  subordinate  everything  to  Sacra 
Fames  Aiiri. 

Canada  should  take  warning  and  not. 
at  the  behest  of  Gold  or  Mammon,  crush 
out  of  her  children  the  hero-spirit,  the 
only  material  with  which  the  greatness 
of  nations  is  permanently  constructed. 

She  stands  in  a  unique  and  unprece- 
dented position.  Nothing  in  ancient  or 
modern  history  is  to  be  compared  to  it; 
and  nothing  in  former  or  contemporan- 
eous times  can  measure  the  splendour  of 
the  national  epoch  she  may  now  unfold. 
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Hozv    magnificent    are    her   heritages! 

A  language  rich  and  splendid  in  which 
the  sublimest  of  poets,  and  the  most 
resistless  of  orators,  have  found  adequate 
expression  for  their  overflowing  souls ; 
a  literature  which  has  not  only  created 
its  own  ideals  but  has  appropriated  to 
itself  all  that  is  beatific,  refined  and  en- 
nobling in  that  of  erudite  Greece  and 
classic  Rome ;  a  constitutional  system  of 
Government  free,  unfettered,  almost  in- 
dependent, for  the  principle  of  which  she 
has  had  no  fight  to  make,  no  blood  to 
shed,  no  years  of  paralyzed  suspense  to 
spend  before  entering  into  its  enjoy- 
ment; a  vast  area  laid  off  in  limine  by 
the  hand  of  Nature  and  Providence,  and 
whose  resources  are,  as  if  impatient  at 
the  dilatory  operations  of  man,  obtrud- 
ing themselves  from  beneath  the  soil  into 
the  very  eye  of  every  beholder;  all  the 
philosophic  expositions  of  the  human 
mind  from  the  time  when  Socrates,  Plato 
and  Aristotle  dazzled  the  ancient  world 
with  their  almost  superhuman  penetra- 
tion into  its  mysterious  recesses,  have 
been  collected  and  sifted,  the  dross  re- 
moved, and  the  pure  elements  not  only 
retained  but  recast,  remoulded  and  burn- 
ished anew  by  the  no  less  profound  and 
erudite  men  who  have  shed  glory  upon 
the  Anglo-Saxon  name  and  made  clearer 
the  way  for  that  great  elevation  of  man's 
moral  character  which  in  spite  of  pur- 
blindness  and  pessimism  is  now  rapidly 
progressing. 

All  these  are  bestowed  with  the  boun- 
tiful pride  of  a  parent  setting-ofif  his 
favourite  child  upon  the  way  of  life. 
And  there  is  more :  This  parent  has  said 
"Whosoever  shall  touch  thee,  or  menace 
thee,  so  as  to  divert  thee  from  laying  the 
massive  foundations  of  the  greatness 
thou  art  destined  to  attain  shall  touch  or 
menance  me  ;  my  arm  shall  be  above  thee 
and  about  thee ;  and  the  forces  both  by 
Land  and  Sea  that  are  at  my  command, 
are  thine  to  ensure  thy  safety  and  free- 
dom until  that  day  when  thou  shalt  be 
able  to  declare:  T  have  attained  the 
full  vigour  of  Nationhood ;  I  am  able  to 
stand  alone,  and  to  vanquish  the  secret 
or  truculent  foe.'  " 

With  such  a  patrimony  and  with  such 
auspicious  camaraderie,  can  Canada  fail 


to  make  her  greatness  commensurate 
with  her  vastness?  Only  by  perfidy  to 
herself — only  by  selfishness  and  sordid- 
ness. 

As  the  greatest  of  foes  is  not  he  who 
declares  himself  openly  and  from  with- 
out, but  he  who  insinuates  monstrous 
wrongs  and  hellish  projects  from  the 
very  bosom  of  friendship  into  the  ear  of 
unsuspecting  credulity,  so  the  nation-de- 
grading vices  of  selfishness  and  sordid- 
ness  have  their  national  lago. 

Canada  stands  aghast,  if  not  positively 
angry,  at  the  bare  suggestion  of  any  fate 
overtaking  her,  such  as  has  extinguished 
or  torporized  other  Nations  and  Empires 
in  the  past ;  but  she  must  recognize  that 
immunity  from  dangers  which  over- 
whelmed others,  can  only  be  secured  by 
the  operation  of  some  force  or  quality 
that  those  others  either  did  not  possess 
or  allowed  to  dwindle  into  desuetude. 

The    extinct   or    emasculated    empires 
did   not  pass   away   or   decline   through 
want  of  vigour  and  energy.     Their  ma- 
terial and  intellectual  records  tell  us  that 
they  had  calculated  with  much  certainty 
and  enthusiasm  on  their  continuance  to 
the  end  of  time.     Roman  Laws  and  In- 
stitutions  are   studied   to-day  as  models 
which,   if  not   exactly  adaptable   to  our 
own  peculiar  exigencies,  are  undoubtedly 
the  germinal  source  from  which  our  own  . 
have  grown ;  and  Roman  Literature  has . 
contributed  more  to  our  language  than 
all  the  dialects  of  the  Angles,  the  Saxons 
and  the  Britons  combined.     But  as  soon 
as    mercenariness — the    lust    of    public 
plunder — in  her  leaders,  and  the  apathy 
to,    or    tolerance    of,    that    lust    by    her 
people,  appeared,  the  knell  of  Rome  was 
sounded ;    and   her  massive   institutions, 
and  subtle   and   scientific  codes  of  Law 
toppled  in  a  general  confusion  and  ruin. 
Selfishness  and  sordidness  had  achieved 
for  an  envious  world,  all  that  the  world 
seemed  unable  to  accomplish  for  itself — 
the  destruction  of  the  Roman  Empire. 

SeWshness  and  sordidness  exist  to-day 
as  they  did  in  the  days  of  Rome. 

It  is  in  no  spirit  of  rancour  that  we 
touch  this  sore  in  Canadian  National 
Life ;  and  we  do  it  only  that  it  may  be 
scientifically  treated,  and  so  radically  re- 
moved  that   it  may  never  again  display 
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those  pestilent  huniurs  which  provoke  the 
loathing  of  all  heholders. 

We  speak  quite  outside  the  narrow  re- 
gion of  party  politics,  and  from  the  view- 
point only  of  patriotic  supporters  of  the 
eternal  principles  of  Truth  and  Honour. 

The  Charges  that  have  heen  made,  and 
the  Commissions  of  investigation  that 
have  been  appointed,  time  after  time,  by 
different  parties  and  governments,  are  in 
themselves,  and  quite  irrespective  of  their 
results,  evidence  of  a  state  of  public 
morality  which  winks  at  the  grafter's 
vice  until  it  becomes  flagitious,  and  which 
only  begins  to  erect  itself  into  an  atti- 
tude of  righteous  indignation  when  it  be- 
holds two  antagonists  lashing  each  other 
with  furious  charges  and  counter- 
charges, with  retorts  and  revilements.  not 
for  the  sake  of  public  virtue,  not  to  con- 
vict the  one  or  exculpate  the  other,  but 
to  retain  or  regain  the  power  to  do  the 
infamous  things  that  each  reprodabtes  in 
the  other. 

These  foils  and  fences — these  personal 
contests  for  a  public  position  that  enables 
the  possessor  to  plunder  the  people — are 
the  most  outrageous  reflection  on  the 
political  morality  of  the  Nation  that  it  is 
possible  to  conceive ;  and  the  base  re- 
flection is  made  more  lurid  by  the  system 
of  tracing  the  crime. 

Commissions  of  enquiry  adopt  the  as- 
tute procedure  of  Courts  of  Law\  Guilty 
men  have  escaped  the  gallows  through 
the  technical  finesse  that  excludes  private 
opinion  and  moral  conviction  ;  and  many 
a  jury  have  signed  "not  guilty"  when 
they  had  no  manner  of  doubt  that  the 
criminal  was  escaping  by  a  technicality. 
But  surely  the  malversation  of  public 
money  and  the  spoliation  of  public  re- 
sources are  a  moral  charge  and  not  a 
legal  one — not  a  legal  one  at  all  events 
until  it  assumes  the  form  of  an  Impeach- 
ment punishable,  not  with  ejection  from 
office,  but  with  decapitation.  As  long  as 
it  is  being  morally  investigated,  moral 
evidence  should  be  one  of  its  determining 
factors ;  and  the  legal  system  ought  to 
be  abolished  and  something  established 
in  its  stead  analagous  to  the  ancient  sys- 
tem of  compurgation  by  which  the  onus 
lay  on  the  accused  of  vindicating  himself 
from  even  an  imputation. 


VVe  nmst,  somehow,  unmask  the  vil- 
lainy that  now  cowers,  now  vaunts,  be- 
hind the  visor  of  legal  chicanery ;  and  in 
order  to  do  this  we  leave  both  the  accuser 
and  the  accused  and  appeal  direct  to  the 
Sovereign  People.  It  is  for  them  we  are 
in  travail.  It  is  their  name  that  is 
tarnished  in  the  eyes  of  the  world ;  and 
if  they  will  but  arouse  themselves  and 
say  :  "This  infamy  shall  not  be  done  in 
our  name  and  in  our  nation,  nor  shall 
the  possibility  for  it  under  any  sham  or 
subterfuge  henceftjrth  be  permitted," 
then  the  vultures  will  disappear  and  tlie 
nation  will  be  saved  from  an  awful  doom. 
The  exempliflcation  in  the  people  of 
such  a  spirit  as  this  involves  the  annihi- 
lation of  that  intent  self-concentration 
which  now  prevails  amongst  individuals 
and  classes  of  men.  Many,  very  many, 
of  these  have  had  wealth  thrust  upon 
them,  yet  they  care  nothing  for  the  coun- 
eously,  except  in  so  far  as  it  is  capable 
of  yielding  more, 
far  as  it  is  capable  of  yielding  more. 

They  will  not  use  their  wealth  to  es- 
tablish or  promote  a  new  industry  or 
enterprise.  With  their  money  in  their 
pocket,  or  loaned  out  at  6  per  cent,  to 
poor  strugglers  for  the  ownership  of  a 
house  or  farm,  they  wait  until  a  new 
project  aided  by  capital  borrowed  from 
the  Foreigner  has  passed  through  its 
struggHng  period  and  is  in  the  form  of 
a  dividend-paying  concern,  and  then  they 
will  purchase  it  and  forthwith  proceed 
to  paralyze  its  beneficient  effect  on  out- 
siders— on  the  Nation — by  monopolizing 
it  amongst  themselves.  Narrow  and  sel- 
fish and  sordid  they  are  beyond  descrip- 
tion. Not  a  foot  will  they  move,  nor  a 
hand  uplift,  to  advance  a  public  project 
or  conserve  a  public  right  unless  the 
money-guerdon  for  their  act  is  dangled 
before  their  eyes. 

0  Patriotism!  art  thou  dcadf  No, 
thank  God,  only  selfified.  Shrivelled  thou 
art,  having  shifted  thy  habitation  from 
the  sublime  soul  of  true  manhood  to  the 
narrow  purse  of  miserdom.  Burst  the 
strings  of  thy  damnable  environment  and 
come  forth ;  and  then,  and  not  till  then, 
shall  thy  country  be  what  her  vastness 
entitles  her  to  be — great  and  glorious. 

Canada  has  a  f>osition.  an  outlook  and 
an  i)nperativc  call  to  duty  to-day. 
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As  her  first  act  of  duty,  let  her  arise 
and  whip  the  rascals  from  east  to  west 
who  in  the  name  of  her  youth  dare  to 
plunder  her  people's  resources.  Let  there 
go  down  with  the  same  stroke  the  villain 
and  his  sponsor,  as  well  as  the  blatant 
accuser  who  condemns  only  because  he 
cannot  perform  what  he  ostentatiously 
reviles.  They  are  all  of  the  same  ilk,  and 
all  equally  reprobate. 

Purged  of  their  impious  insincerity,  to 
the  Councils  of  the  Nation  will  go  men 
who  now  cannot  face  their  contaminat- 
ing corruption.  They  will  bring  with 
them  the  spirit  of  the  people ;  and  purity 
will  prevail. 

The  position  and  outlook  then  will  be- 
come delightfully  clear,  as  if  a  mist  that 
destroyed  the  perspective  and  obscured 
the  nearest  object  had  suddenly  passed 
away. 

The  true  march  of  the  Nation — her 
transition  from  mere  vastncss  to  great- 
ness— will  then  have  begun. 

Men  will  unfold  the  coils  of  selfish- 
ness ;  their  hoarded  capital  will  be  un- 
loaded into  the  coffers  of  national  and 
industrial  enterprises  :  their  foreign  se- 
curities will  be  exchanged  for  those  of 
their  own  country  ;  and  great  public  and 
private  undertakings  will  be  carried 
through  with  Canadian  wealth  instead  of 
passing,  as  they  do  now,  into  the  hands 
of  foreign  capitalists  who  gather  in  their 
millions  at  the  expense  of  the  Canadian 
people. 

And  then  for  her  National  Life.  It 
also  must  be  great  and  noble,  and  willing 


to  assume  the  obligations  that  greatness 
entails. 

The  treaty-making  power  is  the  sum- 
mit of  Nationhood,  and  there  is  no 
higher  or  worthier  National  Ambition. 
"Treaties"  is  the  name  diplomacy  has 
invented  for  contracts  between  Sovereign 
Nations;  but  just  as  the  contracts  of 
individuals  require  the  sanction  of  'the 
Law,  so  Treaties  necessitate  the  sanction 
of  a  Naval  Power :  and  until  Canada  pos- 
sesses this  Power,  either  by  constructing 
a  Navy  of  her  own  or  imperializes  Great 
Britain's  Naval  Forces,  by  contributing 
to  their  maintenance,  the  correlative 
power  of  making  Treaties  would  not 
only  be  dangerous  but  an  empty  bauble, 
and  quite  as  grotesque  as  Burke's  fa- 
mous "Preambulary  Tax". 

The  way  to  Treaty  Rights  is  not  now 
obscured,  but  in  reaching  them  we  must 
take  care  that  impetuosity  does  not  land 
us   in   a  whirlwind. 

That  Canada  will  attain  her  ideal 
greatness  we  have  no  manner  of  doubt. 
Nay,  we  are  fervent  believers  that  with 
the  grafter  and  peculator  eradicated,  with 
the  sense  of  personal  participation  in  her 
future  infused  into  every  citizen,  with 
selfishness  dethroned  and  patriotism  sitt- 
ing in  her  rightful  seat,  with  Truth  and 
Honor  the  arbiters  of  her  destiny,  Canada 
will  not  only  become  great  among  the 
Xations  but  be  the  central  point — the 
centripetal  and  centrifugal  force — of  the 
British  Empire  tiself. 

We  can  say  no  more :  We  can  wish 
her  no  greater  glory. 


Nine  Tides  of  Sron-Na-Boghar* 

N.    Tourneur 
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TAV   at    hor.K'.   my    lad,   stay    at 

home.     Uettcr  lay  amang  the 

saft  warm  sheets,  this  nicht, 

than  the  ground  weed  round 

the   Scaur  Rocks,"   mumbled  the   White 

Witch  of  Drumore. 

1  looked  earnestly  at  her  as  she  bent 
over  the  peat  and  driftwood  crackling 
on  the  open  hearth.  Against  the  blaze 
the  stunted  figure  of  her  was  silhouetted 
like  a  hunchback's.  Dusting  the  top  of 
the  meal  ark,  I  sat  down  on  it  alongside 
her. 

"What  will  happen,  mistress?"  I 
asked.  "As  you  know,  I  am  going  out 
on  the  night' tide,  over  the  Bay  to  the 
Isle  of  Whitern.  Is  there  bad  weather 
brewing?" 

"Stay  at  hame,  my  lad,  stay  at  hame." 

"That  I  cannot  do,  mistress,  without 
causing  vexation  to  others,  near  and  dear 
to  me,"  I  replied.  "Is  there  any  danger 
then?" 

"Mair  than  you,  or  I,  or  most  of  us 
want.  Gin  ye  go,  it  is  a  farther  cry 
that's  yours  than  owre  the  Bay.  Rest 
ye  ashore,  my  gentleman,  till  morning." 

Vainly  I  pressed  her  for  an  explana- 
tion. Silently  she  continued  to  stir  her 
porridge,  her  dull  eyes  now^  and  again 
resting  on  me. 

"Well  Mistress,  your  porridge  is 
done,  and  you're  going  to  have  your 
supper ;  I'll  be  off,"  I  said,  nettled  at  her 
obstinate  silence.  "Is  it  a  burst  of  wind 
you  mean?  Crossing  the  Bay,  tonight, 
is  as  safe  as  walking  down  the  village 
street  here!  The  breeze  has  westered, 
and  is  falling  too.  Tuts,  mistress.  I 
thought  you  could  tell  something !" 

She  reared  up  her  meagre  figure.  "Ay, 
I  can  tell  ye  mair  nor  that.  Three  sailor 
laddies  have  I  weaned  in  my  days  o' 
mitherhood.  Kane  o'  them  would  listen 
to  my  tellings,  and  woe's  me,  the  kirk- 


yaird  doesn"  hap  their  b(»(lies.     The  Nin; 
rides  aye  took  them." 

"The  Nine  Tides!  What  Tides  arc 
they?  I've  seen  two  tides  instead  of  one . 
mistress,  but  never  heard  of  nine." 

"The  Nine  Tides  o'  Shron-Na-Boghar. 
as  the  Mull  o'  ( jalloawa'  was  ca'd  in  the 
auld  times,"  she  replied.  "This  I  ken. 
sir.  and  ken  weel — before  the  chap  o* 
midnicht  the  Nine  Tides  will  be  calling, 
calling,  on  you.  And  ye'll  see  the  Span- 
ish ship  they  beguiled.  The  Hand  o* 
God  keep  ye." 

"Sir,  I  ken  it,"  she  added  fiercely. 
"My  three  weans  they  cry  it  in  my  ear. 
Guid  sir,  I  am  not  mad." 

I  stepped  out  of  the  cottage  and  looked 
about.  The  sun  was  now  sunk,  leaving 
the  west  bathed  in  gold.  The  little 
fleecy  clouds,  amethyst  and  gold,  seemed 
almost  stationary.  On  the  other  side  of 
Luce  Bay.  I  could  see  Craigiiarget  Hill, 
sixteen  miles  away, — a  long  ridge  of  soft 
blue  against  the  azure  of  the  evening 
sky.  According  tt)  the  weather-vane  on 
the  old  fiour-mill  opposite,  the  wind  was 
blowing  from  the  south-west — steadily  it 
seemed  to  me.  With  a  laugh  at  the 
White  Witch's  fears.  I  said  good-night 
to  her,  and  took  my  way  to  the  harbor. 

Never  better  weather  for  crossing  the 
Bay  to  the  Isle,  thought  I  ;  and  whistling 
for  my  seaman,  1  gaily  reached  the  sea- 
ward quay. 

As  we  slid  past  Cairgarrock  Bay. 
making  southward,  to  gain  the  flow  that 
runs  strong  in  that  direction  towards  the 
Isle,  eighteen  miles  away.  I  let  my  eyes 
rove  up  the  long  bay  behind  us.  Its 
smooth  surface  shimmered  with  the  fad- 
ing gold  of  the  August  sunset,  which  here 
and  there  was  interlaced  with  branching 
stretches  of  faint  green  and  silver,  sliot 
ocasionally  with  varying  blue  where 
undercurrents  disturbed  the  reflections. 
There  was  no  sound  save  the  gurgling  of 
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the  bow  wave  curling  past  the  stem  and 
body  of  the  boat  as  we  headed  slowly 
southward.  At  long  intervals  a  surge 
broke  precipitately  on  the  stony  beach 
away  to  starboard,  its  silver  notes 
echoed  tremuiously  over  the  reaches  of 
calm  sea. 

"Kirke,  the  White  Witch,  as  you  folk 
call  Mistress  AlcFaddyen,  was  against 
our  coming,"  said  I  to  my  "crew." 

The  quiet  went  from  his  bronzed  face ; 
an  uneasy  look  flashed  over  it.  He 
shoved  his  quid  into  his  left  cheek,  gave 
an  uncertain  look  at  Drumore,  now  van- 
ishing into  the  distance,  and  scratched 
his  head  in  perplexity.  "What  for  is 
she  agin'  it,  sir?" 

"Tides!  Nine  Tides,"  I  ejaculated 
laconicly,  "and  a  blow  from  west'ard." 

He  stared  about  him,  wet  his  finger 
to  feel  the  breeze,  then  shook  his  head. 

"The  glass,  high;  the  wind  just  saft 
enough,  the  sky  clear;  she  maun  be 
wrang,  she  maun  be  wrang.  No,  sir, 
the  witches  '11  be  quiet  this  nicht." 
"Witches!"  I  exclaimed. 
"Ay,  sir,  witches.  The  nine  auld  jades 
that  begat  these  same  Nine  Tides — that 
run  high  when  it  blaws  hard — for  the 
drooning  o'  Saint  Medan  when  she  was 
coming  back  from  Mourne  in  Ireland  wi' 
a  witch-finder — Saint  Patrick  by  name — 
to  destroy  familiars  and  a'  them  out  o' 
the  land.  It  fell  aboot,  though,  the  twa 
saints  drooned  the  jades  themselves!" 

I  burst  out  laughing  at  his  solemn  face 
and  matter-of-fact.  Said  I  on  getting 
my  breath,  "Why,  I  thought  you  folks 
only  had  white  witches,  like  Mistress 
McFaddyen.     She  does  not  harm?" 

"A  gey  queer  lot,  here,  once-a-day, 
sir.  Oh,  ay,  guid  Mistress  McFaddyen 
kens  a  lot;  she  kens  a  lot." 

An  hour  later,  on  the  breeze  dying 
away,  I  chuckled  in  derision  at  the 
White  Witch.  Peace  of  mind  was  mine. 
Contentedly  I  pulled  at  my  pipe,  know- 
ing we  could  safely  make  the  Isle,  four- 
teen miles  away,  on  the  flow  and  pulling 
for  about  an  hour.  But  tragedy  was 
swiftly  heading  down  on  us. 

Kirke  peered  about,  now  seaward  to- 
wards the  Irish  Channel,  now  at  the 
Mull  of  Galloway,  low  and  vague  in  the 
night  and  Ijest  indicated  by  the  triplicate 


flash  from  its  light.  As  I  watched  him, 
the  darkness  between  us  deepened  sud- 
denly. A  strong  pufif  of  wind  gushed 
past. 

"Here's  wind,  sir,"  cried  the  boatman, 
sniffing  in  the  salty  air.  "An'  it's  comin' 
from  west'ard,  too !" 

In  the  ensuing  stillness  I  heard  the 
roar  of  surf  breaking  round  the  Scaur 
Rocks.  In  some  trepidation  I  peered 
away  where  they  stood,  in  the  southwest 
one  and  a  half  miles  to  leeward. 

The  boat  heaved  uneasily  on  the  grow- 
ing swell  that  as  time  went  on  increased 
in  weight  although  the  calm  stiil  held. 
The  weak  light  from  the  little  binnacle 
set  into  the  sternsheets  caught  my  knee 
right,  and  in  the  thickening  air  shone  out 
in  a  little  white  wedge-shaped  stream,  to 
fall  hazily  on  the  lugsail  and  jib 
halyards.  Not  a  star  was  now  to  be 
seen.  The  darkness  was  become  an 
ever-receding,  ever-encroaching  woof, 
stifling  and  appalling.  Through  it 
flashed,  wavering  and  feeble,  tlie  Mull 
of  Galloway  light. 

"This  is  a  sudden  change,  Kirke,"  I 
exclaimed. 

"I'm  fearing  it'll  be  worse  afore  it's 
better,  sir,"  he  answered;  "I  misdoubt 
that  ground-swell.  Maybe,  afore  morn- 
ing, you  and  me  '11  be  thinking  the  White 
Witch  the  wisest  of  us  all." 

A  flurry  of  wind  shook  the  sail,  flap- 
ping it  against  the  mast.  The  boat  ran 
up  the  unseen  breast  of  a  great  swell, 
then  dropped  with  dizzying  swoop  into 
the  deep  hollow  beneath.  Frantically 
Kirke  was  tugging  at  the  mainsail 
halyards :  "Hard  a  port,  hard  a  port !" 
he  yelled. 

With  a  wild  screech  the  first  of  the 
squalls  burst  down.  The  small  craft, 
pressed  by  the  big  jib,  shoved  her  nose 
into  it.  Slowly  she  climbed  the  shadowy 
ridge  of  water.  In  the  curve  of  the  on- 
coming surge  the  mainsail  lost  the  wind, 
and  with  it  clapping  like  thunder  we 
managed  to  top  the  heavy  sea. 

"In  jib  and  mains'l.  She'll  drive 
under  wi'  them  on,"  Kirke  yelled  in  my 
ear.  "Set  storm  trys'l.  In  the  peak,  in 
the  peak,  you'll  find  it." 

I  crawled  forward,  and  loosening  the 
mainsail   tackle,    snugged   down  the   lug 
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by  sheer  main  force  along  the  gunwale; 
then  hand  over  fist  hauled  in  the  jib,  and 
at  great  peril,  owing  to  the  tumbling  sea- 
way, got  the  trysail  set.  Under  it  alone, 
the  boat  tore  madly  through  the  swirling 
waters. 

A  warning  cry  from  Kirke  startled 
me,  but  one  glance  ahead  was  enough, 
and  flinging  myself  down  I  gripped  the 
thwart,  thinking  our  end  was  coming. 
With  a  cunning  shove  of  the  rudder  the 
boat  breasted  the  immense  mass  of  roar- 
ing, frothing  water,  but  the  crest  of  it, 
breaking  before  the  small  craft  swung 
over,  swept  in  upon  the  bows.  Snatch- 
ing the  baler  from  under  the  thwart,  I 
began  frantically  throwing  the  water  out 
of  her.  By  now  I  was  grown  apprehen- 
sive, too,  of  the  Scaurs,  and  strained  my 
eyes  over  the  inky  seas ;  but  the  velocity 
of  the  squall  blinded  me. 

"Where  away  are  we?"  I  shouted. 
"Sou'-sou'-west.         Inside       o'       the 
Scaurs,"  the    boatman    bellowed     back. 
"Weather    the    seas    on    no    other    tack 
God  help  us." 

But  the  next  minute  or  two  the  squall 
had  passed,  screaming  down-wind,  and 
taking  the  pitch  darkness  with  it.  A 
strange  misty  greyness  spread  through 
the  air. 

"Stand  by  for  the  change,"  Kirke 
cried.     "Slack  'way  sheets  for'ad." 

I  did  so,  and  sat  quick  and  ready,  the 
halyards  in  either  hand.  To  my  amaze- 
ment a  tall  ship  forged  out  of  the  night 
to  windward,  and  stood  down  off  our 
weather  bow.  Past  us  she  drove  up  the 
bay,  her  tattered  main  topsail,  square 
foresail  and  half-brailed  jibs  full-bellied 
in  the  wind.  Tossing  and  scattering  the 
seas  with  her  bluff,  high-pitched  stern, 
she  almost  instantly  was  lost  in  the  fur- 
ther smother  of  night  and  the  spinddrift. 
"What  the  deuce  is  that?"  I  roared, 
turning  to  Kirke.  He  was  staring  before 
him  like  a  man  demented.  When  he 
swayed  into  the  light  from  the  binnacle. 
I  saw  fear  stamped  on  his  face.  Scram- 
bling aft,  r  seized  the  rudder  in  time  to 
evade  the  next  roller  which  was  about 
to  sink  us. 

Violently     I     shook     him.       •■\\ii:it'> 
wrong?"  I  roared. 


■'We're  lost,  we're  lost,"  was  his 
husky  cry.     "(Jh  God,  we're  lost." 

"What?"  I  flashed  out  in  a  panic,  look- 
ing to  see  if  the  boat  had  sprung  a  leak. 
"The  ship — the  Spanish  ship,  the 
Tides  beguiled  lang  syne."  And  Mis- 
tress McFaddyen's  augury  surged  into 
my  recollection. 

I  jabbed  Kirke  in  the  side,  but  he  only 
cowered  the  more — his  face  hidden  be- 
tween his  hands.  Putting  up  liie  helm, 
I  hauled  on  the  lee  sheet  of  the  story 
trysail.  The  boat  paid  off  handsomely 
before  the  wind,  and  none  too  soon  for 
our  safety. 

The  waters  about  us  were  now  heav- 
ing in  confused  runs.  Little  swirls 
broke  against  gunwale  and  bow.  Heavy 
tufts  of  spray  leapt  up,  to  fall  with  a  dul! 
thud  into  the  bilge  water.  I  could  make 
out  a  great  stretch  of  yeasty  seas,  shoot- 
ing up  into  the  air  like  tongues,  to  fall 
back  crashing.  Cleaily  we  were  now  in 
the  meeting  of  the  nine  currents  that  run 
past  the  *Mull  of  Galloway  into  the 
gut  between  Luce  Bay  and  Burruw 
Head.  The  small  craft  could  not  live  in 
it  for  a  minute. 

"Stir  about,  Kirke,  stir  about,"  I  cried 
in  his  ear;  "be  a  man."  But  the  next 
instant  I  had  leapt  to  my  feet. 

Down  on  the  gusty  blasts  came  the 
clamor  of  wild  voices — the  voices  of 
drowning  women. 

Swaying  to  the  jumping  of  the  boat, 
I  scanned  the  waters  just  as  if  I  ex- 
pected to  see  some  sinking  vessel.  Again 
the  agonized  voices  rang  out — sharper 
and  more  imperative.  What  could  it  be 
but  the  strange  Calling  of  the  Nine 
Tides  as  they  swirled  against  each  other. 
Kirke  sprang  up.  "Do  ye  no'  hear 
them  calling  on  us?"  he  shrieked,  mad- 
ness gleaming  in  his  eyes.  "Do  ye  no' 
hear  the  Cries?" 

With  an  impetuous  thrust  he  reft  the 
rudder  from  my  hold,  and  shoving  it 
down  brought  the  boat  round,  the  trysail 
cracking  like  small  cannon.  But  the  boat 
lurched  to  leeward  as  the  swell  fell 
abriiptiy  from  under,  and  he  fell  forward 
on  his  side.  I  sprang  on  him.  and  in  a 
trice  had  him  bound  fast  hand  and  foot 
with   his  mackerel   lines :  then   left   him 
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l\-iiig  between  the  thwarts  cursing  and 
blaspheming  me.  the  bilge  water  swish- 
ing about  him. 

Putting  the  craft  before  the  wnnd,  I 
hoisted  a  strip  of  close-reefed  mainsail, 
and  setting  my  course  west-south-west, 
steered  for  home.  A  little  before  sunrise, 
vhen  the  dark  sky  above  the  Machars 
lo  the  eastward  was  changing^  into  light 
purple  and  scarlet  and  blue,  I  sighted 
Drmnore,  and  the  first  of  the  fishermen 
going  out  to  haul  their  crab  and  lobster 
pots.  Eager  questions  broke  frcMn  them, 
for  never  again  had  Drumore  thought  to 
see  us  alive,  so  violent  had  been  the 
squalls.  A  glimpse  of  Kiike  silenced 
tliem. 

"Ay,  ay,"  quavered  Old  Murdoch  Mc- 
Douail,  as  he  helped  his  stalwart  sons  to 
lift  him  out  of  the  boat  and  up  the  quay 


steps,  "ye've  heard  the  Xine  Tides  call- 
ing, and  cam  back  alive  to  dry  land. 
Few  have  done  that.  Thank  ye  God, 
young  sir !" 

He  and  his  sons  carried  Kirke  home. 
I  turned  up  the  steep  Uttle  village  street, 
and  tapped  on  the  White  Witch's  door, 
and  walked  in  on  her  as  she  was  blowing 
on  her  peat  embers  to  rekindle  her  fire.    ' 

She  nodded  in  triumph.  "And  so/* 
cried  she  in  her  shaky  old  voice,  "ye've 
heard  the  Callin'  o*  the  Xine  Tides  of 
*Sron-Na-Boghar,  and  seen  the  Ship 
forbye.  Maybe  yell  think  better  o'  this 
auld  Scots  spey-wife.  noo,  than  that  a* 
she  tells  ve  be  Hes." 


Oid  name  fat  the  MuU  of  Galloway. 
Wigtonshire,  Scotland:  meanmg  'The 
Hill  of  the  Wild  Goats.' 


God*s  Dwelling  Place. 

George  E.   "^-.r.kler 


Some 


ng  eye 
-  from  a&r. 

Some  think  He  lives  in  boundless  space — 

Illimitablj  high  and  wide — 
And  none  may  say  'twas  here  or  there. 

The  Deity  did  <mce  reside. 

To  me  He  ever  seems  to  dwell 

Where  Beauty  most  enAralls  the  Soul, 
And  teaches  in  the  Silences 

From  out  the  Vast  Created  Whole. 

He's  ^leaking  in  the  dewy  rose. 

The  gleaming  stars,  the  mountain  rills; 
And  in  the  pale-grey  mists  that  creep 

At  eventide  across  the  hills. 


He  speaks  in  ytmder  snowy  peak. 
So  changeless,  soUtary,  high; 

And   in  the   mdandioly  pines 

That  reach  toward  the  wintry  sky: 

So  when  I  hear  my  brother's  God 

Was  seen  or  heard  there  Yesterday, 

I  will  not  haste  to  mark  the  place. 

For  lo!    He's  here  with  me  Today. 


The  Worth  of  Remembrance, 


Isobel  Macdonald 
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(J)ME  away,  Ella,  and  make  the 
tea.  What's  keeping  you  so 
long."  It  was  a  querulous 
voice  and  the  old  lady  got  up 
from  her  chair  in  front  of  the  fire  and 
moved  to  the  window,  drawing  her  shawl 
closer  around  her  as  she  looked  out  at 
the  rain.  She  did  not  remain  long  stand- 
ing for  it  made  her  dizzy  to  look  down 
from  their  four  story  window  to  the 
street  below,  where  a  milkman  was  jang- 
ling his  cans  and  a  drenched  organ- 
grinder  was  just  puiling  his  hurdie- 
gurdie  round  the  corner. 

"I  wish  Ella  had  never  brought  me 
here.  Why  couldn't  we  have  stayed  at 
Caimook?"  she  muttered  as  she  slowly 
paced  the  room,  now  and  then  looking 
impatiently  toward  the  closed  door  of  the 
bedroom. 

"Ella,  it's  half  past  five  and  the  fires 
going  down." 

"Yes,  mother,  in  just  a  few  minutes,"' 
came  the  gentle  answer  from  the  other 
apartment. 

Prospective  of  a  near  visit  to  Cair- 
nook  Manse  for  which  she  had  just  re- 
ceived an  invitation  by  the  afternoon 
post,  Ella  Maitland  was  seated  on  the 
bed  with  her  sadly  impoverished  ward- 
robe spread  out  before  her  for  inspection. 
She  was  a  frail  looking  little  woman 
with  not  much  of  either  youth  or  beauty 
to  her  credit,  but  a  sweet  and  winning 
expression  when  she  smiled  and  grey 
eyes  shaded  by  rich  dark  eyebrows 
which  redeemed  her  otherwise  plain 
features. 

Miss  Maitland  had  reached  that  stage 
of  life  when  it  is  not  charitable  to  ven- 
ture a  guess  at  a  woman's  age.  and  only 
the  unkind  and  malicious  members  of 
her  own  sex  would  do  so.  She  was  one 
of  those  so  often  effaced  in  the  world, 
whose  characters  are  not  sufficiently  pro- 
nounced to  force  themselves  upon  other 


people's  notice  and  demand  their  sym- 
pathy. It  matters  not  that  they  live  out 
a  fragrant  existence  in  sijuu-  <jbscure 
corner  of  life's  arena  the  world  does  not 
recognize  it,  and  those  they  bless  are 
often  unappreciative. 

Having  re])ienished  the  fire  in  the  little 
sitting  room  and  seen  that  her  mother 
was  comfortably  settled  in  the  big  arm- 
chair she  proceeded  to  lay  the  cloth  for 
tea. 

■'1  can  tell  you  this  Ella,  you  and  I 
might  be  leading  a  very  different  life  to- 
day if  you  had  only  possessed  a  grain  of 
common  sense,"  the  old  lady  remarked 
watching  her  daughter  reflectively  as  she 
set  down  the  cups  at  the  head  of  the 
table,  '"but  you  always  were  going  alxjut 
with  your  head  in  the  air — just  like  your 
father.  If  William  had  only  been  think- 
ing about  what  he  was  doing  instead  of 
dreaming  all  the  time  we  would  not  have 
lost  that  money." 

Miss  Maitland  knew  when  her  mother 
was  in  a  cantankerous  mood  and  tried 
to  get  her  veered  off  a  subject  so  painful 
to  herself.  Above  all  things  she  hated 
to  have  her  father's  name  brought  into 
such  discussions.  Why  should  her 
mother  not  have  more  reverence  for 
those  that  were  dead  and  gone?  True. 
he  had  not  been  so  practical  a  man  as  he 
might  have  been — he  had  ruined  their 
hopes  and  left  them  in  poverty,  but  like 
many  another  he  had  been  led  away  by 
the  mirage  of  sudden  wealth.  Had  he 
not  felt  sure  that  the  copf>er  mines  would 
be  a  success,  and  was  not  all  the  risk 
taken  for  the  sake  of  his  wife  ann 
daughter  ? 

Miss  Maitland  remained  in  the  kitchen 
so  long  as  she  could  make  that  an  ex- 
cuse to  escape  from  her  mother's  toTiciie. 
but  further  accusations  were  sh^utrv.! 
upon  her  as  soon  as  she  retume'  with 
the  tea-pot  and  buttered  toast. 
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"Couldn't  you  have  married  that  man 
like  any  other  sensible  woman?  And 
he  asked  vou  twice — how  many  men  do 
that?" 

"Mother,  it  can't  be  helped  now,"  the 
daughter  answered  with   impatience. 

"Oh,  yes,  that's  what  you  always  say, 
Ella.  I'd  like  to  know  what  is  going  to 
become  of  you  when  I  am  dead  and  the 
pension  stops.  You  never  think  of  that. 
It's  I  that  has  all  the  worry — and  to  have 
to  live  on  the  fourth  flat  of  a  tenement 
at  my  time  of  life !"  Here  the  old  lady 
gave  one  of  those  little  snorts  that  pro- 
claimed her  rightful  station  in  life.  "If 
a  daughter  would  only  consider  it  a  duty 
to  herself  and  her  parents  to  get  married 
when  she  has  the  chance.  When  a 
widow  is  left  destitute  it  is  because  cir- 
cumstances have  overcome  her,  but  why 
should  a  woman  who  has  squandered  her 
oportunities  in  life  deserve  support  from 
charity  funds  in  her  old  age  ?" 

Miss  Maitland  watched  her  mother's 
aged  and  trembling  hands  as  she  steadied 
her  cup  of  tea.  Her  mother  had  a  way 
of  striking  the  truth  and  driving  it  home 
with  painful  accuracy. 

"Mother,  you  know  I  didn't  love  Gil- 
more." 

"Stuff  and  nonsense  woman  ! — senti- 
ment at  your  time  of  life !"  the  old  lady's 
voice  rang  out  bitterly. 

"But,  mother,  I  had  a  right  to  both 
youth  and  sentiment  ten  years  ago,"  the 
daughter  replied,  stung  to  self-defence 
by  her  mother's  harshness. 

"Yes,  and  much  you  made  of  it — that's 
what  I  say ;  and  it  was  not  for  want  of 
advice.  The  good  Lord  can  never 
accuse  me  of  not  doing  my  duty  to  my 
children." 

"Well,  mother,  I  wish  those  who  did 
follow  your  counsel  had,  in  some  meas- 
ure, repaid  you  for  it." 

It  was  hard  to  parry  words  with  her 
mother  but,  when  driven  to  it,  there  was 
one  thrust  which  always  silenced  Mrs. 
Maitland.  From  her  heart  Ella  felt  truly 
sorry  for  the  old  lady,  the  more  so  as  she 
realized  now  that  by  a  little  sacrifice 
she  would  have  been  in  a  position  to  do 
much  for  her  parents  she  had  not  been 
able  to  in  their  old  age.  And  in  the  com- 
fortable surroundings  of  her  own  home 


and  duty  to  a  good  husband  would  that 
old  wound  have  healed ;  instead  of  form- 
ing a  canker  in  her  heart  that  was  to  ruin 
her  whole  life?  So  thinks  many  a 
woman  who  realizes  too  late  that  her  life 
turns  on  a  pivot,  imperceptible  to  other 
people,  but  which  has  strengthened  with 
time  till  it  has  become  the  very  centre  of 
her  being. 

Late  that  night  Miss  Maitland  laid 
aside  the  blouse  she  had  been  stitching 
and  glanced  up  at  the  clock  with  a  sigh — 
she  had  been  so  absorbed  with  her  own 
thoughts  as  not  to  have  noticed  the  time 
pass.  Stepping  softly  across  to  her 
mother's  bedroom  door  she  stopped  and 
listened.  Having  assured  herself  that 
the  old  lady  was  asleep  she  opened  the 
door  and  gently  crossed  the  floor  on 
tip-toe,  feeling  her  way  across  the  dark- 
ened room  till  her  fingers  found  the 
drawer  of  a  desk  that  stood  in  the  farther 
corner.  Taking  out  a  small  box  she 
stole  out  of  the  room  again,  softly  shut- 
ting the  door  behind  her.  A  tiny  key 
atached  to  her  watch  chain  unlocked  this 
case  from  which  she  extracted  a  small 
bundle  of  letters  tied  together  with  a  blue 
string.  Was  it  a  school  girl's  fancy,  one 
might  ask.  "Blue  is  for  true,"  we  used 
to  say. 

Tenderly  she  opened  each  yellow 
envelope  and  read  the  letters  through  till 
she  had  come  to  the  last.  The  others- 
were  long  and  she  had  skimmed  them 
over,  but  this  had  only  one  page  written 
on  in  a  man's  bold  handwriting,  and  the 
little  woman  with  her  head  bowed  be- 
neath the  gaslight  pored  over  it  as  if 
each  word  pained  or  puzzled  her.  Once 
her  lips  quivered  faintly  and  from 
beneath  the  drooping  eyelids  two  tears 
rolled  down  and  fell  on  the  faded  lines. 
This  had  been  a  hidden  sorrow  in  her 
life.  Not  even  her  mother  has  suspected 
her  secret  engagement  to  a  school-boy 
companion  many  years  ago.  No  one  but 
Lucille,  her  bosom  friend,  had  known  of 
it — and  Lucille  had  married  him ! 

Here  was  a  double  trial  for  Miss  Mait- 
land. They  had  both  deceived  her,  yet 
she  could  not  believe  it  to  be  a  pre- 
meditated cruelty  or  bring  herself  to 
think  ill  of  either  of  them.  George  had 
been  her  true  lover  in  a  soldier's  uniform 
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when  she  had  seen  him  last — Lucille  had 
embraced  her  with  tear  stained  cheeks 
and  protestations  of  life-long  friendship 
when  she  bade  her  good-bye,  on  her  way 
to  India.  Three  months  later  had  come 
an  invitation  to  her  wedding,  preceded 
by  George's  brief  note  requesting  a  re- 
lease from  his  old  love.  He  had  not 
even  waited  further  reply,  though  like 
the  brave  girl  she  was  there  could  be 
only  one  answer  to  give. 

Had  he  been  sorry  for  the  lonely 
orphaned  girl  when  she  went  out  to  that 
far-away  land  to  live  among  strangers? 
Had  Lucille  been  tempted  by  the  pros- 
pect of  a  comfortable  home  and  a  stolen 
husband — or  had  her  matchmaking  uncle. 
Colonel  Winthrope,  arranged  it?  Above 
all,  how  did  they  feel  toward  her  now? 
Was  it  remorse  of  conscience  that  had 
made  them  break  off  all  communications, 
or  had  they  in  the  happiness  of  their 
home  and  family  forgotten  her?  These 
and  many  other  questions  vexed  Miss 
Maitland's  tender  soul. 

n. 

"I  have  a  choice  of  occupation  for  my 
visitors  this  morning."  Mrs.  More 
entered  the  diningroom  in  her  breezy 
fashion.  She  had  a  smile  which  Bert 
Harding  said  reminded  him  of  Pear's 
soap. 

"My  dear,  are  you  aware  that  break- 
fast has  been  on  the  table  for  twenty 
minutes?"  her  husband  remonstrated. 

"Well,  Mr.  More,  that  is  why  I  mar- 
ried you — a  minister  has  no  morning 
trains  to  catch.  Guests,"  she  remarked 
with  a  mock  curtesy  to  the  other  ladies, 
'Mon't  count — they  take  what  they  get 
and  say  'thank  you.'  " 

"Amy  always  is  so  sweetly  domineer- 
ing, but  we  usually  find  her  plans  just 
capital,"  Mrs.  Dare  responded,  dropping 
into  her  place  at  table. 

"May  I  remind  my  dear  little  hostess 
of  my  previous  engagement,"  Miss 
Maitland  smilingly  apologized. 

"There  now,  isn't  that  an  old  maid  all 
over,"  the  little  widow  laughed  across 
the  table.  "Always  declining  new  off^-rs 
on  acount  of  some  previous  engageni  >nt 
— and  ten  chances  to  one  the  formci  is 
most  impracticable.  But  let's  hear  about 
:i  before  we  decide." 


"^'es  dear,  what  is  it?"  her  hostCoi 
solicited. 

"Why,  Betty  has  made  mc  promise  to 
pick  snowdrops  with  her  this  morning, 
in  the  Ferndell  woods — she  wants  theni 
for  the  village  children's  tea  tonight. 
May  we  go,  xMrs.  More  ?" 

"Oh,  certainly,  my  dear ;  Betty  will  be 
delighted — only,  we  have  not  had  per- 
mission yet  from  the  new  tenant — though 
1  suppose  it  is  all  right.  They  ba>  he  is 
a  most  disagreeable  man — scarcely  ever 
Sj leaks  to  anyone.  Never  goes  to  church 
o.-  anything  of  thai  sort.  Of  cuurs' . 
these  are  only  reports  but  we  are  natur- 
ally shy  of  approaching  him.  My  dear, 
would  you  have  the  courage  to  speak  up, 
if  you  should  meet  him  on  the  grounds, 
and  tell  him  that  we  always  had  the 
flowers,  and  that  Mr.  More  will  call  very 
soon  ?" 

"Oh,  Amy,  how  brave  you  would  be 
yourself,"  Mrs.  Dare  interposed.  "If 
you  don't  want  your  head  snapped  off, 
Miss  Maitland.  I  gues  you  had  better 
skiddoo  when  you  see  him  approaching. 
Why  he's  a  perfect  wretch — murdered 
his  wife — at  least  she  died  of  a  broken 
heart,  which  is  practically  the  same 
thing.  There  is  an  invalid  little  girl, 
and  they  say  he  never  looks  at  her." 

"How  shockingly  cruel!"  Miss  Mait- 
land exclaimed. 

"And  if  the  fiend  should  set  his  dogs 
on  you  just  scream  loud  enough  for  me 
to  hear.  I  have  never  had  the  chance 
of  rescuing  a  lady  in  distress  and  I  want 
to  act  the  noble  hero  before  I  die."  the 
minister  laughingly  put  in. 

With  a  few  more  injunctions  and 
merry  jokes  thrown  after  them.  Miss 
Maitland  and  Betty  set  off  with  their 
basket  for  the  flowers,  after  breakfast. 

Right  across  the  road  from  the  Manse 
was  a  gate  in  the  stone  wall  which  let 
them  into  Ferndell  gardens.  Betty 
skipped  on  in  front  waving  her  basket 
at  the  old  gardener  who  straightened  his 
rheumatic  back  to  look  up  and  smile  as 
she  passed.  They  proceeded  through  an 
iron  gate  and  down  a  flight  of  steps 
which  led  them  into  a  secluded  pathway. 
Along  this  they  wandered  for  -^ome  dis- 
tance   till    an    opening    in     the    bushes 
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brought  them  to  a  small  stream  with 
planks  across. 

"Oh,  Miss  Maitland,  look  quick!"  the 
little  girl  exclaimed  as  if  the  vision 
would  remain  before  her  eyes,  "aren't 
they  too  lovely?" 

Miss  Maitland  echoed  her  apprecia- 
tion of  the  scene  before  as  she  looked 
across  at  the  opposite  bank  carpeted  with 
dainty  white  flowers.  They  crossed  the 
improvised  bridge  which  afforded  none 
too  sure  a  footing  and  commenced  to 
pluck  the  pretty  white  rosettes  which 
studded  the  ground,  Betty  giving  vent  to 
frequent  screams  of  delight. 

Through  the  trees  Miss  Maitland  had 
a  glimpse  of  Ferndell  House  with  its 
turreted  roof  and  arched  doorway  and 
the  big  tennis  lawn  in  front.  It  brought 
back  to  her,  with  an  added  sense  of  the 
present  hopeless  monotony  of  her  life, 
the  memory  of  those  golden  days  she 
had  spent  with  George  Stanley  before  he 
left  for  India,  when  both  their  hearts 
seemed  so  full  of  life  and  love  and  joy. 
George  had  once  said  he  would  come 
back  from  the  East  with  wealth  enough 
to  give  her  a  home  like  Ferndell  and  she 
had  chided  him  for  the  ambitious 
thought,  though  in  her  heart  it  pleased 
her  and  with  a  girlish  fancy  had  pic- 
tured herself  the  mistress  of  the  beautiful 
mansion.  What  secret  wand  had  Fate 
waved  over  her  to  change  her  life's 
course  in  this  ruthless  manner,  she 
asked  herself. 

"Betty,  what  do  you  say  to  our  cutting 
across  the  meadow  and  going  pass  that 
house  on  our  way  back?"  It  was  a 
strange  whim  and  she  blushed  at  her  own 
absurd  sentiment,  half  afraid  that  even 
the  child  might  laugh. 

"Oh,  Miss  Maitland,  I'd  be  too 
scared,"  Betty  looked  up  in  wide  eyed 
astonishment,  "don't  you  know  the  'Man 
of  Borneo  might  catch  us?" 

"Nonsense,  child — no  one  would  hurt 
you,  and  who  is  the  Man  of  Borneo? 
There  is  a  delicate  little  girl  living  there. 
A\'ouldn't  you  like  to  see  her?" 

•'Well,  I  s'pose  it's  'cause  the  Man  of 
Borneo  isn't  good  to  her,"  the  child 
answered  with  a  precocious  look  in  her 
big,  brown  eyes. 


The  trees  above  their  heads  formed  the 
rendezvous  of  fluttering,  noisy  roocks. 
There  was  a  sudden  commotion  among 
the  garrulous  creatures  which  caused 
them  to  take  flight  from  tree  to  tree. 
Suddenly  the  report  of  a  gun  rang  out 
and  flocks  of  them  rose  and  fluttered 
over  head.  Then  the  bushes  parted  and 
a  man's  figure  appeared  stealthily 
creeping  up.  The  little  girl  noticed  him 
and  her  frightened  exclamation  drew 
Miss  Maitland's  attention. 

"It's  the  Man  of  Borneo,"  the  child 
cried,  running  away. 

"Who?  Where?"  Miss  Maitland 
queried,  looking  after  her,  but  in  vain. 
Ihe  child  had  disappeared  down  a  path 
that  led  farther  into  the  woods,  and  Miss 
Maitland,  forgetting  her  basket,  followed 
her.  Fright  is  infectious,  and  it  was 
more  than  solicitude  for  the  child's 
safety  that  hurried  her  on.  She  called 
after  Betty  but  only  the  echo  of  her  own 
voice  came  back.  What  if  the  child 
should  get  lost,  she  asked  herself,  with 
some  anxiety. 

Once  she  stopped  to  listen.  The 
bushes  obstructed  her  view  but  she 
could  hear  the  man's  footsteps  crossing 
the  planks  over  the  brook.  It  made  her  , 
heart  beat  nervously  and  she  hurried  on. 
In  through  the  woods,  picking  her  way 
beneath  the  bough  of  the  trees  she  fol- 
lowed Betty  till  she  caught  up  on  the 
child,  and  taking  her  hand  led  her  back 
to  the  path  they  had  left.  Once  more 
they  stopped  to  listen — again  they  heard 
that  footstep.  Betty  had  got  over  her 
fright  now  but  Miss  Maitland's  heart  ^ 
still  throbbed  with  nervous  apprehen- 
sion. She  felt  that  the  man  was  follow- 
ing them,  and  that  footstep  haunted  her. 
It  seemed  to  re-echo  in  her  mind  as  if  it 
bore  some  vague  significance  for  her 
alone.  Was  it  the  shadowy  depths 
around  them  or  her  own  nervousness? 
Whatever  it  was  she  wanted  to  escape 
from  it.  Once  out  in  the  open  and  the 
feeHng  would  vanish,  she  thought. 

So  they  hurried  on,  following  the  tiny 
path  that  wound  in  and  out  through 
labyrinths  of  rhododendron  bushes  till 
an  opening  in  the  shrubbery  suddenly 
brought  them  in  full  ivew  of  Ferndell. 
The    murmur   of   voices    attracted   their 
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atention  and  Miss  Maitland,  on  looking 
round  perceived  the  object  of  lier  sym- 
pathy, the  little  fair-liaired  girl  reclin- 
ing under  a  tree  with  a  book  in  her  hand 
with  the  elderly  woman  besitle  her.  Aliss 
Maitland  stepped  forward  and  .apolo- 
gized for  the  intrusion. 

I  am  only  a  visitor  here,  but  1  used 

■  know  your  beautiful  home  years  ago 

and  imagined  that  my  brightest  dreams 

would   be   realized   if   only    1   could   live 

here." 

■"Do  you  know  I  have  often  thought 
that  I  could  love  Ferndell  like  that  too, 
if  papa  were  happy,"  the  child  remarked 
as  she  invited  them  to  be  seated. 

■'My  father  lived  in  the  Manse  over 
there,  and  when  I  was  your  age  I  used  to 
wander  through  those  woods  and  over 
the  meadow  till  I  knew  every  nook  where 
the  anaemonies  grew  and  the  rabbits 
burrowed  in  the  winter  time.  I  could 
show  you,  oh,  so  many  pretty  spots." 
Miss  Maitland  continued,  indicating 
them  with  a  dreamy,  wistful  look  in  her 
tender,  grey  eyes. 

"And  how  sad  that  you  never  came  to 
live  here  when  you  loved  it  so  much. 
But  you  must  stay  with  me  this  morning. 
Miss  Maitland,  and  you,  dear  Betty.  I 
will  send  Martha  in  for  some  lunch,  and 
we  will  eat  it  out  here  under  this  darling 
big  tree,  and  then  you  must  take  me  with 
you  and  show  me  some  of  these  lovely 
places  you  talk  of  and  perhaps  we  shall 
meet  papa.  He  has  gone  out  shooting 
this  morning.  He  leaves  me  so  much 
alone  and  we  never  see  anybody."  There 
was  a  pensive  sadness  in  the  little  girl's 
face  that  made  her  look  older  than  her 
years.  Even  Betty  noticed  the  yearning 
in  her  eyes  and  impulsively  the  child 
ran  and  threw  her  arms  around  her.  'Ts 
your  papa  the  Man  of  Borneo?"  Betty's 
big  eyes  looked  up  with  a  frankly  ques- 
tioning gaze.  "''Cause  he's  wicked,  but 
I  love  you  and  you  shan't  ever  be  alone 
again." 

A  hot  flush  spread  over  the  little  girl's 
face. 

"My  papa  does  love  me.  Betty  dear. 
It  is  only  since  we  came  here  that  he  has 
l)een  so  strange  and  doesn't  like  to  see 
people.  One  day  I  found  him  standing 
over  there  looking  at  that  old  beech  tree. 


i  went  over  and  asked  him  it  he  were 
looking  for  liird's  nests,  but  he  couldn"' 
si)eak  to  me.  1  never  saw  papa  cry  bc- 
f<»re,  but  he  has  been,  oh,  so  sad  since  we 
came  here.  \\  hen  he  had  gt)ne  1  went 
over  myself  and  looked  at  the  tree,  but  I 
could  see  nothing  peculiar  alxjut  it — then 
it  struck  me  that  those  Ijeautiful  old 
beech  trees  are  all  curicjusly  alike  «-»n 
either  side  of  the  avenue,  liut  1  used  to 
go  to  that  special  (me  and  l(x>k  and  Ux)k 
till  one  day  1  saw,  in  a  little  spot  where 
the  bark  had  been  worn  away,  two 
people's  initials  carved.  They  were  very 
indistinct,  but  y(ni  could  just  make  out 
llie  tirst  letters — G.  and  E." 

That  beech  tree?  What  was  the  cliild 
babbling  about?  Miss  Maitland's  eager, 
earnest  gaze  seemed  to  drink  in  her 
every  word  and  gesture,  to  pierce  her 
very  soul  and  body  as  if  looking  for 
something  hidden  therein.  Did  she 
dream  or  was  that  curve  of  the  chin  and 
flicker  of  the  eye-lid  his,  and  had  she  not 
looked  into  those  velvety  blue  eyes  before 
with  love  and  confidence  ?  Or  was  it  her 
own  ridiculous  fancy  ?  Why  siiould  not 
scores  of  other  lovers  have  met  beneath 
the  paternal  shade  of  that  same  «>ld 
beech  ? 

"Tell  me.  child — your  name — it  is  not 
— Lucille  ?"  Her  pleading  eyes  looked 
into  the  little  girl's  with  a  deep,  burning 
light  in  them.  The  child  trembled  be- 
neath her  ardent  gaze  and  the  hot  clasp 
on  her  thin  little  hands. 

"No."  she  murnnired  in  a  frightened 
tone,  "it  was  my  mother's  name,  but 
mine  is  Ella." 

"Ella,  has  my  dream  come  true — is  it 
vou?  And  do  you  care  that  we  called 
iier  for  you?  " 

.A.  man's  hand  fell  gently  on  her  shoul- 
der, sending  an  electric  quiver  through 
her.  Kneeling  before  the  little  girl  she 
lifted  her  white  face  with  parted  lips  and 
eves  seeming  to  deny  their  vision.  It 
was  he — or  was  it  only  an  apparation  ? 

"George !" 

"They  told  me— the  village  people- 
that  you  were  gone  from  here  long  ago 
— married,  they  thought." 

"No,  George,  there  has  been  no 
change    but    misfortune    in    '"^    life.     I 
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have  not  lived — I  have  existed,  since — 
since  the  old  days." 

"Ella,  have  you  forgiven — the  past — 
or  do  you  care  still  ?  It  is  a  long  story — 
look  at  my  hair,  my  face,  dear — it  was 


not  the  withering  sun  of  the  tropics  that 
did  that — I  have  been  buried  in  a  pre- 
mature grave.  Do  you  think,  my  dar- 
ling— we  could  blot  out  the  years  that 
are  gone  ?" 


The  Mark  of  Cain* 


Henry  Morey 


IT  was  a  hideous,  liver-shaped  scar ; 
about  an  inch  in  diameter  and 
shaped  like  a  heart.  It  occupied  a 
most  conspicuous  position — the 
centre  of  Aunt  Mary's  pale  forehead. 

For  years  we  had  been  speculating  as 
to  how  Aunt  Mary  came  by  it;  and 
although  she  was  perfectly  aware  of  this 
fact  not  a  word  as  to  its  origin  had  ever 
escaped  her  lips.  We  should  still  have 
been  in  ignorance  as  to  the  circumstance 
had  it  not  been  for  Ignace.  our  Polish 
cousin. 

Ignace  came  to  spend  the  summer 
holidays  with  us.  He  had  never  met 
Aunt  Mary  before,  and  knew  nothing  of 
the  scar  on  her  forehead  until  he  saw  it. 

"How  ever  did  Aunt  Mary  come  by 
that  dreadful  mark?"  was  the  first  ques- 
tion he  asked  of  us. 

"We  don't  know,"  replied  my  sister 
AHce. 

"And  she  won't  tell  us,"  pouted  my 
sister  Kate,  vexedly. 

I  said  nothing,  but  watched  Ignace, 
whose  face  was  a  study.  A  determined 
light  had  come  into  his  eyes.  His  lips 
were  set,  and  I  felt  sure  that  he  was 
meditating  on  a  battle  of  some  kind.  The 
battle  began  that  very  day,  although  we 
did  not  know  this  until  a  week  after. 

"Girls,"  said  Ignace,  one  evening 
when  we  were  resting  on  the  lawn, 
"would  you  realy  like  to  know  how  Aunt 
Mary  came  by  that  awful  scar?" 

"Indeed,  we  should !"  we  exclaimed  in 
concert. 

"Well,  she's  going  to  tell  us  all  about 
it  tomorrow  morning. 


"Never!"  I  quavered,  incredulously. 

"Did  she  say  so?"  queried  Alice, 
eagerly. 

"No,  not  exactly,"  replied  Ignace. 

"Then  how  do  you  know?" 

"You  are  all  aware  that  Aunt  Mary 
spends  an  hour  in  the  library  every 
morning  after  breakfast?" 

"Yes." 

"Be  there  yourselves  at  ten  o'clock 
tomorrow  morning  and  I  believe  your 
curiosity  will  be  satisfied.  I'll  open  the 
library  door  precisely  at  ten  o'clock  and 
you  must  be  ready  to  enter  at  once." 

We  girls  looked  at  each  other,  mysti- 
fied and  rather  inclined  to  be  sceptical. 
We  were  all  in  the  hall  next  morning, 
however,  a  minute  or  two  before  ten. 
The  hall  clock  chimed  the  hour;  the 
library  door  opened  and  Ignace  appeared. 
His  face  was  as  pale  as  marble.  He 
held  up  a  finger  for  silence.  We  filed 
past  him,  noiselessly,  into  the  library. 

"Oh!  Aunt  Mary's  ill!"  I  gasped, 
catching  sight  of  a  limp  figure  propped 
up  in  the  large  easy  chair. 

"Hush !"  whispered  Ignace.  "She's 
not  ill." 

"Then  you've  hypnotised  her,"  I  ven- 
tured, "and  it's  cruel." 

"Not  at  all,"  parried  Ignace.  "I  be- 
lieve Aunt  Mary  will  thank  me  for  doing 
so.  It  will  do  her  good  to  unburden  her 
mind.  Now,  you  must  keep  perfectly 
quiet  if  this  experiment  is  to  be  suc- 
cessful. You  can  all  help,  too,  if  you 
will,  fixing  your  gaze  intently  on  Aunt 
Mary's  face  and  concentrating  all  your 
thoughts  on  the  thing  we  are  aiming  at." 
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We  did  as  we  were  told.  We  were 
afraid  to  do  anything  else. 

Ignace  approached  Aunt  Mary  and 
stood  directly  in  front  of  her.  His  face 
assumed  the  same  expression  I  had 
noticed  on  it  a  week  before.  He  raised 
his  hands  and  made  slow  and  regular 
motions  with  them.  The  scar  became 
more  livid  and  seemed  actually  to  stand 
away  from  the  chalk-like  forehead. 
Aunt  Mary's  face  began  to  twitch.  She 
opened  her  eyes  and  the  expression  in 
them  frightened  me.  She  began  to  speak 
and  the  mysterious  quality  of  her  voice 
awed  me.  By  listening  intently  we  were 
able  to  understand  every  word  she  said. 

"It  happened  just  twenty  years  ago," 
began  Aunt  Mary,  "yet  the  remembrance 
of  it  still  makes  me  shudder. 

"You  must  not  think  that  because  I  am 
still  Miss  Foster  I  never  had  an  offer  of 
marriage.  I  was  engaged  to  Will  Car- 
ring^on  when  this  dreadful  thing  hap- 
pened. 

"Will  was  a  splendid  specimen  of  man- 
hood— at  least  I  though  so.  He  was  of 
medium  height  and  broad-shouldered ; 
his  hair  was  dark  and  just  the  least  bit 
curly ;  his  eyes  were  blue  and  were  never 
afraid  of  looking  straight  into  your  own. 
His  picture  is  in  this  locket.  Fll  let  you 
see  it  some  day.  Will  certainly  was 
handsome,  but  he  was  quick  tempered 
and  of  a  very  jealous  disposition. 

"I  was  something  of  a  flirt,  I  admit, 
but  I  loved  Will  dearly  for  all  that.  Will 
seemed,  however,  to  be  very  often  doubt- 
ful of  my  love  and  showed  signs  of 
jealousy  if  the  least  attention  was  paid 
by  me  to  any  other  man.  I  was  very 
fond  of  teasing  Will  and  took  advant- 
age of  this  trait  in  his  character  to  do  so. 

"Herbert  Graham,  a  young  bank 
clerk,  was  Will's  professed  rival.  I 
didn't  care  a  button  for  Graham,  but 
Will  thought  I  did.  I  humored  Graham 
just  to  tease  my  sweetheart. 

"Will  Carrington  was  a  Cicil  Engineer 
by  profesion.  A  wooden  bridge  was 
being  constructed  across  an  arm  of  the 
river  and  Will  was  superintending  the 
work. 

"It  was  a  beautiful  spring  day,  and  T 
was  out  for  an  afternoon  walk.  I  de- 
cided to  go  down  and  see  how  Will  and 


the  bridge  were  getting  along  and  direct- 
ed my  steps  towards  the  river.  I  had  not 
gone  many  paces,  when,  quite  by  acci- 
dent, Herbert  Graham  met  me. 

"  'I'll  escort  you  down  to  the  bridge. 
Miss  Foster,'  he  said;  'that  is,  if  you'll 
allow  me.  It'll  be  a  fine  joke  on  Carring- 
ton.' 

"I  thought  it  would,  too,  fool  that  I 
was,  so  we  started  off.  I  tried  to  look 
my  prettiest  and  sweetest,  and  Graham 
was  all  attention,  alive  to  my  slightest 
wish  or  remark. 

"We  reached  the  river  bank  shortly, 
found  the  bridge  nearing  completion  and 
walked  jauntily  over  the  finished  portion 
to  where  the  work  was  going  on.  An 
extra  large  pile-driver  was  being  used. 
It  required  a  very  heavy  weight  to  drive 
the  piles  into  the  solid  bed  of  the  river. 
The  large  mass  of  iron  which  does  this 
work  must  have  weighed  two  tons.  Up 
and  up  it  went  as  we  got  nearer,  and 
down  it  came  with  a  clatter  and  crash  ; 
splinters  Hying  hither  and  thither  as  it 
struck  the  top  of  the  pile  with  a  dread- 
ful thud. 

"  'A  man  would  feel  pretty  flat  if  that 
thing  came  down  on  him,  wouldn't  he.' 
remarked  Graham. 

"  'Indeed,  he  would,'  I  replied;  and  we 
stood  there  laughing  and  talking  non- 
sense as  the  work  went  on. 

"Will  Carrington  was  standing  with  his 
back  towards  us  and  had  not  noticed  our 
approach.  We  were  talking  loudly  on 
account  of  the  noise  made  by  the  hoisting 
engine.  Our  voices  attracted  Will's 
attention.  He  turned  suddenly  towards 
us  and  I  saw  his  countenance  change, 
poor  fellow,  when  he  took  in  the  situa- 
tion. 

"I  have  never  been  able  to  understand 
my  actions  on  that  day.  Not  content 
with  what  I  had  already  done,  I  drew 
closer  to  Graham,  put  my  arm  caress- 
ingly through  his  and  smiled  sweetly  at 
him!  Then  I  turned  to  see  wiiat  effect 
this  was  having  on  Will. 

"I  had  not  long  to  wait.  Will  was 
standing  quite  close  to  the  pile  that  was 
being  driven  into  place  and  his  appear- 
ance alarmed  me.  His  face  had  become 
as  pale  as  death  and  there  was  a  look  of 
fierce  determination  upon  it— a  dreadful 
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look  which  haunted  me  for  years  after- 
wards. 

"Slowly  the  two-ton  w-eight  reached 
the  top  of  the  ladder  from  which  it  would 
presently  be  released  for  another 
plunge.  Will  Carrington  watched  it 
until  it  reached  the  top.  Then  he  sud- 
denly sprang  forward  and  placed  his 
head  on  the  pile  that  was  being  driven 
home.  At  the  same  moment  the  huge 
weight  came  thundering  down  to  do  its 
dreadful  work. 

"I  screamed.  What  else  could  I  do ! 
It  all  took  place  so  quickly  there  was 
scarcely  time  for  thought  and  none  for 
action. 

"I  was  aware  of  a  horrible,  crunching 
sound  and  felt  a  stinging  sensation  on 
my  forehead.  I  saw  something  roll  on  to 
the  deck  of  the  piledriver  and  then  I 
fainted. 

"When  I  recovered  my  senses  I  was 
lying  in  bed  with  my  head  bandaged  up. 
A  portion  of  Will's  skull  had  struck  me 
violently  on  the  forehead.  It  made  a 
nasty  flesh  wound.  This  healed  quickly 
enough,  but  in  doing  so  it  left  an  ugly, 
tell-tale  mark;  a  mark  which  I  fully  de- 
serve ;   the — mark — of — Cain." 

Aunt  Marv  finished  her  storv  remorse- 
fully. 

Ignace  continued  the  mysterious 
motions  for  a  few  seconds  longer  and 
lowered  his  hands.     Then  Auni  Marv's 


face  began  to  assume  its  normal  ex- 
pression. She  started  and  looked  about 
her  in  alarm. 

"Why!  Tve  been  dreaming!"  she  ex- 
claimed. "I  dreamt  that  I  told  you  all 
about  this  dreadful  scar." 

"So  you  did,  auntie,  so  you  did,"  we 
declared,    sympathetically. 

Aunt  Mary  covered  her  forehead  with 
her  hands  and  began  to  cry.  We  put  our 
arms  about  her,  consolingly. 

"Don't  cry,  auntie,"  I  pleaded,  though 
mv  own  .eyes  were  full  of  tears.  "I,  for 
one,  can  say  that  your  story  has  done  me 
a  great  deal  of  good.  I'll  never  tease 
Tom  again," 

"And  I'm  sure  you'll  feel  much  more 
contented  yourself  for  having  told  us," 
suggested  Alice. 

'Terhaps  I  will,"  replied  Aunt  Mary. 

Ignace  had  retired  to  a  corner  of  the 
room  during  this  conversation.  He  came 
forward  when  it  w^as  ended  and  laid  a 
hand  caressingly  on  Aunt  Mary's  shoul- 
der. "And  I  shouldn't  wonder,"  he  said, 
cheerfully,  "if  that  scar  disappears  en- 
tirely, after  a  week  or  two." 

Aunt  Mary  looked  up,  querulously, 
and,  to  our  astonishment,  the  scar  was 
much  paler  in  color  than  we  had  ever 
seen  it  before. 

"Yes,"  continued  Ignace,  confidently,, 
"in  ten  days'  time  there  will  scarcely 
be  a  trace  of  it." 


Hawking  Song, 

Herbert  "W.  Lees 

I   don  my  gauntlet  and  take  m>-   frame 

And  far  afield  I  wend 
Where  my  hawk  may  strike  a  quarry  of  game 

And  the  greenwood  stand  my  friend : 
For  tho'  unhooded  he  clutches  me  close 

This  tiercel,  this  "Love  Dechned" ; 
So  I  whistle  him  ofif  and  away  he  goes — 

I  whistle  him   down  the  wind. 

No  drinking  of  ale  will  mend  my  chance 

Nor   dancing   bring   me   ease ; 
But  ever  and  oft  there   are  wars   in   France 

So   I'll   ship  me   overseas : 
Though  the  maid  be  fair  and  as  sweet's  th'  rose 
Yet  I  be  not  to  her  mind 
So  I  whistle  "Love"  off  and  away  he  goes — 

I  whistle  him  down  the  wind. 


Old  Wood  to  Burn. 

Marg:aret  Erskine 
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LD  wood  to  burn,  old  wood  to 

burn.     Ugh !     Just  listen  to 

the  wind,  I  wish  that  we  had 

some   old   wood  to  burn." 

"Don't  worry  about  a  trifle  like  that, 

Janet ;  that  last  gust  nearly  blew  me  off 

I        my  chair,  another  one  like  it  will  blow 

the  house  about  our  ears,  and  then  we 

will  have  all  the  old  wood  that  we  want  to 

burn." 

"Yes,  and  nothing  to  burn  it  in.  Did 
you  ever  see  in  the  whole  course  of  your 
life,  Tabs,  such  delapidated  furniture,  or 
such  a  ramshackle,  on  it's  last  legs  house 
as  this?  Now  think  hard  before  you 
answer." 

"No,"  answered  Tabitha,  "1  never  did, 
and  as  you  happen  to  be  the  nearest, 
Janet,  you  might  put  another  peach  bas- 
ket on  the  fire,  a  whole  one,  mind,  thanks 
to  the  wind,  we  will  soon  have  all  the 
wood  we  want,  so  I  feel  that  we  can 
afford  to  be  extravagent  in  the  matter 
of  peach  baskets,  and  — Oh !  my  glory ! 
what's  that?" 

"I — I — think  it  must  be  a  door  bang- 
ing," answered  Janet,  "in  fact,  I'm — I'm 
— sure  it  is  a  door." 

"So  am  I,  Janet,  but  it  is  not  banging, 
it  is  being  banged  on.  There  it  goes 
again  ;  1  wish  Martha  would  go  to  the 
door  and  see  who  it  is." 

"Who,  Tabs?  You  don't  mean  to  say 
that  you  think  it  is  a  'who,'  out  there,  a 
night  like  this?  Oh,  why  did  dad  go  to 
town  a  day  like  this?  Couldn't  he  see 
that  there  was  going  to  be  a  storm,  and 
people  coming  knocking  at  the  door  to 
murder " 

"Janet,  stop !''  Tabitha  flew  at  her  sis- 
ter and  shook  her  till  her  teeth  rattled. 
"I  am  going  to  the  kitchen  to  sit  with 
Martha.  1  won't  stay  here,  where  all  sort 
of  dreadful  things  are  hajipcning — ( )h  ! 
oh !  oh  !"  she  shrieked.  "Look  !  Janet !" 


Janet  turned  and  looked  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  door;  her  knees  gave  way 
under  her,  and  she  dropped  so  su<ldcnl\ 
into  a  chair,  that  it  in  turn  gave  wav 
under  her,  and  they  Ixjth  came  to  the 
floor  with  a  crash. 

"Oh,  I  say,  I  hoi)e  you  are  not  hurt?" 
And  the  man,  who  had  been  standing  in 
the  door,  ran  forward,  but  Janet  waved 
him  away  in  a  frightened  manner.  He 
turned  to  Tabitha,  who  was  clinging  to 
the  mantlepiecc  for  support,  "I  say,"  he 
repeated,  "I  didn't  mean  to  frighten  any- 
one, but  it  was  so  infer so  awfully 

cold  out  there,  and  I  couldn't  make  any- 
one hear,  so  I  just  opened  the  door.  I 
am  really  quite  harmless." 

Tabitha  looked  at  his  handsome  face, 
and  doubted  the  last  assertion.  "My 
name's  John   Taylor."  he  added. 

At  the  sound  of  his  name.  Janet  looked 
up  suddenly,  and  then  turned  her  hcarl 
and  gazed  into  the  fire ;  there  was  a 
minute  or  two's  silence,  "I — I — . '  his 
teeth  chattered  so  he  could  hardly  get  the 
words  out.  Tabitha  looked  at  him  and 
saw  that  his  lips  were  quite  blue  with 
the  cold. 

"Liracious !"  she  exclaimed,  "you  must 
be  nearly  frozen.  Janet  run  and  ask 
Martha  for  some  whiskey  and  hot  water. 
while  I  stoke  up." 

Janet  scrambled  to  her  feet  and  de  . 
parted  in  search  of  the  whiskey,  which 
their  self-invited  guest  accepted  with 
alacrity  when  it  came,  and  the  three  were 
soon  sitting  over  the  fire,  on  which 
Tabitha  had  recklessly  cast  three  jK-ach 
baskets,  "one  for  each."  she  said,  just 
as  if  they  had  kn«>wn  each  other  all  their 
lives. 

"This  is  great."  said  John  TayL.r. 
spreading  out  his  hands  to  the  bl.y.e. 
"You  have  no  idea  what  it's  like  out«ii<lc. 
the  breath    tr--/.--  Ixt'^rr  it   leaves  vour 


iy2 


WESTWARD    HO!     MAGAZINE 


mouth,  and  hangs  in  Httle  icicles  in  the 
air  to  mark  your  path." 

"Whatever  induced  you  to  go  out  a 
night  hke  this  ?"  asked  Tabitha  curiously. 

"It  was  quite  fine  when  I  left  town  and 
it  wasn't  blowing  so  hard  when  I  left  the 
station,  the  snow  was  so  blinding  that  I 
must  have  missed  the  way  that  the  man 
told  me  my  friends  lived." 

"Oh,  have  you  friends  here  ?"  asked 
Janet. 

"Not  exactly  friends,"  answered  John 
in  a  hesitating  manner,  growing  red,  "I 
had  to  look  up  some — that  is,  I  had  to 
make  a — came  on  business,  you  know." 
Janet  and  Tabitha  exchanged  looks. 
"You  don't  know,"  he  went  on,  "how 
glad  I  was  to  see  a  light,  I  began  to 
fear  that  I  would  be  frozen  to  death 
before  morning  came,  I  never  expected  to 
see  a  glorious  fire  like  this  again." 

"Oh,  peach  baskets  make  a  fine  fire, 
while  they  last,"  said  Tabitha ;  "only," 
she  added  gloomily,  "they  don't  last 
long." 

"Well,  why  don't  you  burn  something 
else  instead,  coal  or  wood  ?  Wood  makes 
a  fine  fire ;  haven't  you  any  wood?" 

"Lots  of  it,"  answered  Tabitha ;  "or 
we  will  have  soon.  There  did  you  feel 
the  house  rock  that  time?  Well,  just 
have  patience  a  minute  or  two,  and  then 
we  will  have  all  the  wood  we  want,  only 
as  Janet  wisely  remarked,  just  before,  or 
rather  on  the  eve  of  your  arrival,  that 
under  those  circumstances,  we  would 
have  nothing  to  burn  it  in." 

John  Taylor  looked  at  the  girls,  and 
then  glanced  furtively  around  the  room, 
and  said  nothing. 

"I  do  wish,"  said  Janet,  "that  Martha 
would  bring  the  tea,  in  the  meantime, 
that  leg  nearest  to  you,  and  the  arm 
furthest  from  you  might  go  on  the  fire, 
please  Mr.  Taylor,"  and  Janet  pointed 
to  the  broken  chair ;  "and,  thank  good- 
ness, I  hear  the  rattle  of  cups,  Martha," 
she  went  on,  to  an  elderly  woman  who 
entered  the  room  with  a  tea  tray  in  her 
hands,  "this  is  Mr.  Taylor,  who  got  lost 
in  the  storm,  you  might  bring  him  a  cup 
and  plate,  and  some  extra  toast,  please,  I 
expect  that  he  is  as  hungry  as  we  are." 

Martha  executed  an  old  fashioned 
curtsey,  gave  a  sharp  glance  at  the  young 


man,  and  went  in  search  of  the  missing 
articles. 

"Now  I  wonders,"  she  muttered  over 
her  own  tea,  "if  he's  the  one,  he's  a  likely 
looking  one,  and  there  beant  no  reason 
whys  one  of  them  shouldn't  take  a  fancy 
to  him.  I'll  look  in  my  cup  and  see." 
Martha  turned  her  cup  over  into  the 
saucer,  turned  it  gravely  round  three 
times,  and  then  taking  it  up  peered  into 
it. 

"A  stranger,"  she  muttered,  "and  a 
wedding,  I  sees  a  crowd."  She  went  to 
the  parlor  door  and  called :  "Miss 
Tabitha,  will  you  come  here  a  minute?" 

Tabitha  got  up  from  the  table  and 
walked  out  into  the  hall.  "Yes,  Martha, 
what  is  it?" 

For  answer  Martha  drew  her  into  the 
kitchen,  and  pointed  to  her  tea  ,cup, 
"Hims  the  one,"  she  said,  nodding 
mysteriously  in  the  direction  of  the 
parlor. 

"He?"  asked  Tabitha,  "What  he?  And 
what  one?" 

"The  one,"  answered  Martha  solemnly, 
"Now,  mark  my  words.  Miss  Tabitha, 
I  turned  my  cup  and  it  said  a  stranger, 
and  a  wedding.    Ain't  he  a  stranger  ?" 

"He  is,"  answered  Tabitha,  with  equal 
solemnity,  "but  how  did  you  find  that 
out,  Martha?" 

"Then,"  went  on  Martha  coaxingly. 
"either  you  or  Miss  Janet  will  do  it, 
won't  you  now,  dearie?" 

"We  will,"  answered  Tabitha. 

"What  did  Martha  want?"  asked  Janet 
when  Tabitha  joined  them  again. 

"She  merely  wanted  to  show  me  a 
stranger  that  was  coming  knocking  on 
our  door,  and  I  was  explaining  to  her 
that  he  had  already  come,  and  some  other 
thing  is  in  her  tea  cup." 

"Tea  cup,"  cried  John,  "does  she  tell 
fortunes  in  tea  cups :  I  wonder  if  she 
would  tell  mine  ?" 

"Better  not  ask  her,"  replied  Tabitha, 
"she  might  predict  that  the  house  would 
come  tumbling  about  your  ears,  and  bury 
you  in  the  ruins,  stick  to  the  evil  you 
know  of,  and  please  put  that  back  on  the 
fire." 

Promptly  at  ten  o'clock  Martha 
appeared,    lamp    in    hand    at    the    parlor 
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door,  to  show  Mr.  Taylor  the  way  to  his 
room. 

"Good  night,  Mr.  Taylor,  and  good 
luck,"  said  Tabitha,  "I  hope  you  won't  be 
quite  frozen,  however,  the  seat  of  the 
chair  and  two  of  the  peach  baskets  are 
your  share  of  the  spoils,  you  may  take 
them  with  you,  and  should  any  of  the 
woodwork  in  your  room  give  way 
during  the  night,  don't  hesitate  to  cast  it 
into  the  flames." 

"Heigho,"  she  yawned,  stretching  her 
arms  above  her  head,  as  John  followed 
Martha  up  the  stairs,  "how  tired  I  am. 
If  you  think  for  one  moment,  Janet,  that 
I  am  going  to  sleep  up  in  those  arctic 
regions  tonight,  you  are  mistaken,  I  will 
make  you  a  present  of  the  whole  chilly 
bed,  as  long  as  those  three  legs  and  one 
arm  remain,  I  remain.  Just  wait  a 
minute '" 

She  ran  out  of  the  room  before  Janet 
ii.'id  time  to  say  a  word,  and  in  a  minute 
Mturned  with  two  dressing  gowns  and 
x-me  blankets  trailing  behind  her. 

"1  brought  your  gown,  too,  as  I 
lonnd  that  the  furniture  was  holding  a 
dance  tonight,  and  I  was  afraid  that  you 
might  interrupt  the  party  if  you  went 
up." 

"How  thoughtful  of  you,  answered 
Janet,  and  then  both  the  girls  laughed. 

"Tabs,"  said  Janet,  when  they  had 
got  into  their  dressing  gowns  and  were 
lying  wrapped  up  in  their  blankets  in 
front  of  the  fire,  "He's  the  man:  Aunt 
Annie's,  you  know." 

Tabitha  nodded.  "I  wonder  what 
brought  him  in  this  direction,"  went  on 
Janet 

"Fate,"  answered  Tabitha,  "and 
Martha's  tea  cup,  she  saw  it  all  there, 
stranger,  orange  blosoms,  everything. 
My!  How  Aunt  Annie  would  be  rubbing 
her  hands  if  she  only  knew." 


"  1  hank  goodness,  there  isn't  any 
telephone  where  she  is,"  answered  Janet, 
"and  I  won't,  so  there,  no,  not  for  fifty 
wills,  and  a  hundred  Aunt  Annies,  1 
wont  be  left  like  a  parcel  of  old  dothci 
to  anyone.     You  can  have  him." 

"But  the  money  doesn't  go  with  mc." 

"Oh    bother    tlie    money "    began 

Janet,  then,  "Oh!  my  goodness,  what  is 
that?" 

Both  girls  had  sprung  to  their  feet  at 
the  sound  of  the  crash  overhead.  "It's 
your  John's  bed,"  said  Tabitha  solemnly, 
"but  1  hope  he  won't  cast  it  to  the  flames, 
we  may  need  it  again." 

"I  wonder  if  he  is  hurt,"  said  Janet. 

"Hurt!  Not  he,"  cried  Tabitha  gaily, 
"he  is  swearing  up  there  as  cheerful  as 
a  cricket." 

"I  don't  know  about  that.  Tabs,  it  was 
a  pretty  loud  crash ;  we'd  better  call 
Martha  and  have  her  see." 

Martha  was  called  and  sent  up  to 
their  guest's  room  to  And  out  the  extent 
of  his  injuries,  and  returned  with  the 
report  that  it  was  nothing  but  a  sprained 
ankle,  which  he  had  bound  up  in  wet 
towels. 

"Nothing,"  gasped  Janet;  "oh, 
Tabitha!"  But  Tabitha  only  shook  her 
head. 

As  soon  as  it  was  (|uite  light  Tabitha 
wrapped  herself  up  well  and  went  in 
search  of  the  doctor,  and  Mr.  Lane  re- 
turning from  town  four  hours  later  was 
not  over  pleased  to  find  that  he  had  to 
play  host  to  an  uninvited,  unexpected 
guest,  for  a  month  or  so,  even  though 
he  was  the  John  Taylor. 

Martha,  on  the  other  hand,  was  de- 
lighted, especially  as  during  the  summer, 
there  was  a  wedding  and  orange  blos- 
som, and  Janet  and  John  Taylor  played 
the  principal  parts  in  it. 


The  Foxglove's  Story, 

E.  Archer 


IN  a  lonely  part  of  the  wood,  just  a 
little  way  off  from  the  mossy  path, 
there  stood  a  tall,  purple  foxglove. 
There  was  something  striking 
about  it.  It  was  so  very  tall  and  lonely. 
All  around  were  ferns  and  moss,  and 
even  bluebells,  but  there  were  no  other 
foxgloves.  You  felt  at  once  how  differ- 
ent the  place  would  look  without  it.  In 
fact  it  would  not  be  the  same  place  at  all. 

It  was  here  the  princess  and  the  poet 
used  to  meet,  while  the  wood  was 
guarded  by  her  naughty  ladies-in-wait- 
ing and  her  saucy  pages,  who  were  all 
very  young  and  took  great  delight  in  the 
office.  The  princess  was  very  young  too, 
and  as  full  of  whims  and  fancies  as  a 
princess  could  possibly  be,  and  her  latest 
fancy  had  been  all  for  poetry  and  the 
poet.  Positively  she  would  speak  to  no 
one  else! 

It  was  quite  shocking,  and  was  becom- 
ing a  court  scandal. 

Of  course  this  could  have  but  one  end. 
The  poet  was  banished  from  court  on 
pain  of  death.  And  how  delightful  that 
was !  Now  he  was  realy  poor  and  might 
be  thought  to  deserve  death  if  found 
loitering  about  the  wood,  for  his  disguise 
was  of  the  flimsiest.  And  it  was  at  this 
identical  period  that  the  princess  started 
a  perfect  passion  for  wild  flowers  and 
ferns  and  mosses,  and  spent  so  much  of 
her  time  collecting  them  in  the  wood. 
No  one  was  surprised.  "It  was  only  a 
fresh  whim,"  they  said. 

So  the  princess  and  the  poet  wandered 
about  the  sweet  tangled  pathways,  hand 
in  hand,  and  gathered  wild  flowers  and 
talked  poetry. 

But  it  was  the  poet  who  knew  where 
the  sweetest  flowers  grew,  and  the  red- 
dest wild  strawberries.  And  it  was  he 
who  showed  the  princess  the  little  shal- 
low pool  where  the  spring  rose,  and 
where  the  forget-me-nots  grew  so  thickly 


that  they  were  like  a  blue  rain  to  a  basin 
full  of  clearest  water.  He  knew  where 
the  shy  king-fisher  would  cross  the 
stream  like  a  blue  flash,  and  farther  on 
where  the  water  ran  secretly  under  a 
dark  thicket  of  bushes,  and  sobbed  like  a 
human  voice. 

And  he  would  tell  beautiful  stories 
about  it  all,  so  that  the  princess  began 
to  think  she  had  never  seen  the  woods 
before. 

But  they  always  came  back  to  the  fox- 
glove's bank  to  rest.  It  was  like  their 
home.  Once  the  princess  had  stretched 
out  her  hand  to  gather  the  flower,  but 
the  poet  had  held  her  back. 

"No,  no,"  he  had  said.  "Do  not  kill 
our  faithful  sentined,  lest  every  thing 
should  instantly  vanish." 

The  princess  had  laughed  at  this.  Yes, 
it  was  a  wonderful  time !  The  princess 
seemed  to  live  in  fairy-land,  but  the  poet 
lived  only  in  the  princess,  for  he  abso- 
lutely worshipped  her. 

It  is  true  he  did  not  know  much  about 
her,  but  he  wrapped  her  up  in  all  his 
most  beautiful  dreams,  so  that  he  really 
did  not  know  where  the  princess  began 
and  his  dreams  left  off,  and  that  often 
leads  to  great  confusion. 

Now,  one  day  a  new  foreign  prince 
came  to  the  court.  He  was  very  strong 
and  handsome,  a  wonderful  fencer  and 
rider,  and  a  lover  of  all  sport,  but  he 
hated  poetry  or  anything  at  all  fanciful. 

The  poet  smiled  when  he  heard  of  it. 

"How  my  princess  will  detest  him!" 
he  thought — "she  whose  very  breath  is 
beauty,  and  whose  every  word  is  music." 

You  see  he  was  very  much  in  love 
indeed. 

But  the  days  went  by,  and  the  weeks 
went  by,  and  the  princess  came  no  more 
to  meet  the  poet  by  the  side  of  the  fox- 
glove. 
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Uli,  the  long  summer  clays  of  wait- 
ing— waiting ! 

There  he  would  sit  with  a  strained 
white  face,  and  wide  eyes,  and  parted 
lips,  listening  for  the  light  step  on  the 
path,  looking  for  the  fact  that  would 
bloom  out  of  the  fresh  green  like  a  wild 
rose. 

Sometimes  he  started  up  with  a  cry  of 

joy-  .     ..  , 

"She    is    coming,      he    said. 

But  it  was  only  a  passing  bird,  or  a 
little  light  breeze  stirring  the  leaves. 

Then  he  would  sit  down  again,  and 
cover  his  face  with  his  hands,  and  some- 
times there  were  tears  trickling  through 
his  thin  fingres. 

The  only  thing  he  took  any  notice  of 
was  the  tall  foxglove.  He  seemed  to 
took  on  it  as  a  kind  of  friend,  and  would 
even  talk  to  it. 

"Are  you  waiting  for  her,  too?"  he 
would  say.  "Shall  we  both  stand  here 
for  ever — waiting,  waiting,  till  the  end 
of  the  world?" 

But  the  foxglove  could  not  answer  the 
poet. 

At  last  he  could  bear  it  no  longer,  so 
he  disguised  himself  as  a  beggar,  and 
went  into  the  town  to  collect  the  news. 

Here  he  heard  to  his  amazement  that 
the  princess  had  started  a  new  whim. 
She  was  tired  of  wild  flowers,  and  had 
taken  a  great  dislike  to  poetry,  and  now 
she  cared  only  for  riding  and  the  chase. 

The  poet  staggered  against  the  wall 
when  he  heard  this  astonishing  piece  of 
news.  He  was  faint,  too,  for  want  of 
food.  Could  it  be  true  ?  Surely  it  could 
not  be  true ! 

At  that  moment,  as  if  in  answer  to  his 
cry,  there  came  the  sharp  click  of  horses' 
feet,  and  a  gay  court  party  of  horsemen 
came  down  the  narrow  street,  with  the 
foreign  prince  and  the  princess  at  the 
head  of  them.  They  were  going  a-hawk- 
ing.  The  little  princess  was  laughing. 
She  had  cheeks  like  pink  roses,  and  rode 
her  spirited  horse  superbly.  It  was  a  joy 
to  look  at  her.  The  poet  could  not  even 
feel  angry. 

"Everything  she  does  is  beautiful," 
he  said,  "but  I  shall  never  do  anything 
beautiful  again.  Well,  it's  all  over!  It 
was  in  her  I  blossomed,  in  her  I  lived. 


1  can  never  live  again."  He  was  almost 
without  money  too. 

"I  will  hire  myself  out  as  a  field 
laborer,"  he  said  bitterly.  He  had  been 
the  court  poet. 

"I  will  sleep  for  the  last  time  by  the 
side  of  the  foxglove,"  he  said,  "and  then 
1  will  go  to  some  far  country." 

At  one  time  he  had  thought  of  sleep- 
ing the  long  sleep  on  the  mossy  bank, 
but  something  in  him  seemed  to  tight 
against  that. 

"One  may  as  well  see  the  end  of  it 
all,"  he  said  wearily.  So  he  went  back 
to  tile  foxglove. 

"Vou  are  all  alone,  too,"  he  said  to 
the  flower.  And  he  flung  himself  down 
with  his  face  to  the  moss,  and  wept 
passionately.    He  really  was  very  boyish ! 

The  sun  began  to  go  down,  and  the 
wood  was  glowing  with  a  strange  dusky 
beauty,  but  beauty  was  nothing  to  him 
now.  He  had  one  hand  round  the  stem 
of  the  foxglove.  How  he  shook  and 
swayed  with  his  grief ! 

The  sun  went  down.  The  wood  be- 
came black  as  ink,  with  here  and  there 
just  a  little  patch  of  clear  green  sky. 
And  now  that  faded,  too.  and  the  sky 
could  hardly  be  seen ;  but  there  was  one 
star  right  over  the  poet's  head.  And 
sweet  it  looked,  and  kind  and  steadfast! 
But  the  poet  could  not  see  the  star  for 
sorrow. 

After  a  time  he  slept,  for  he  was  worn 
out.  The  wood  was  as  still  as  death  now. 
He  had  moved  in  his  sleep.  There  he 
lay  with  his  white  face  turned  u|)  to  the 
star,  and  the  foxglove  stood  at  his  head, 
like  a  tall  sentinel.  And  he  dreamt  all 
night,  a  long  beautiful  dream.  But  in 
the  morning  lie  had  forgotten  all  about 
it. 

He  woke  at  dawn.  How  pale  and  wan 
and  chill  it  was!  He  sat  up  and  shiv- 
ered. Then  he  remembered,  and  the 
coldness  was  in  his  heart  too.  The  sight 
of  the  foxglove  seemed  to  remind  liim 
of  something. 

"I  must  have  been  dreaming,"  he  said 
wearily.  "Dreaming  about  a — No,  that 
was  not  it — was  it  a  foxglove?  No— I 
thought  I  was " 

Then  it  all  faded  away  like  a  thin 
mist. 
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"What  does  it  matter?"  he  said ;  "what 
does  anything  matter  now  ?" 

Yet  before  he  went  he  remembered  the 
foxglove. 

"Good-bye,  old  friend,"  he  said.  And 
he  knelt  on  one  knee  and  just  touched 
the  flower  with  his  lips,  for  he  was  a 
fantastic  fellow. 

Did  the  foxglove  really  bend  over  so 
slightly  towards  him,  or  was  it  only 
the  dawn,  stirring  the  wood  with  a  faint 
breeze  ? 

He  went  in  a  slow  dazed  way  down 
the  mossy  path — he  who  had  always  held 
his  head  so  proudly  and  walked  with 
such  a  joyous  step.  He  stooped  now, 
and  dragged  his  feet  along.  He  looked 
almost  old.     Soon  he  was  out  of  sight. 

The  foxglove  was  all  alone  again. 
***** 

Many  years  after,  one  midsummer 
day,  the  poet  came  again  through  the 
wood. 

The  little  princess  was  now  married, 
but  not  to  the  foreign  prince,  as  every- 
one had  expected,  but  to  a  neighbouring 
king.  She  now  afifected  great  dignity 
and  was  seldom  seen  abroad,  having 
been  taken  with  a  perfect  passion  for 
tapestry  and  embroidery,  and  she  looked 
very  quaint  and  charming,  working 
among  her  maidens. 

The  poet  had  altered  too !  There  was 
no  look  of  pain  in  his  face  now,  but 
there  was  no  look  of  joy  either.  He  was 
comfortably  dressed  and  seemed  to  have 
made  a  living  somehow,  but  he  had 
never  written  poetry  again.  He  had 
worked  hard  by,  and  had  come  to  look 
at  the  spot  in  the  wood,  where  he  had 
once  lived  so  passionately ;  but  he  had 
passed  it  long  ago. 

"It  is  very  strange,"  he  said,  "I  never 
had  any  trouble  to  find  it." 

It  was  not  at  all  strange,  because  he 
had  always  looked  for  the  foxglove. 

And  the  foxglove  was  dead.  But  he 
had  forgotten  the  foxglove. 

After  much  searching,  and  walking  to 
and  fro,  he  at  last  came  to  the  place. 

"I  think  it  must  have  been  here,"  he 
said,  "but  it  looks  quite  different.  Sure- 
ly there  was  a — yes — a  foxglove — a  re- 
member now.  A  tall  purple  foxglove." 
And   then   he   stretched   himself   on   the 


moss,  and  buried  his  face  in  it,  for  he 
was  hot  and  tired. 

The  sun  began  to  go  down,  and  the 
wood  was  all  glowing  with  a  strange 
dusky  beauty.  But  he  did  not  notice  it. 
He  seemed  to  be  holding  something  in 
his  hand — something  that  was  not  there. 

The    sun    went  down.     The  wood  be- 
came black  as  ink,  with  here  and  there 
just   little   patches   of    clear    green    sky. 
Now  that  faded  too,  and  you  could  hard-   . 
1}-  see  the   sky,  but  there  was  one  star 
right  over  the  poet's  head.     And  sweet    i 
it  looked  and  kind,  and  steadfast.     But   i 
the  poet  never  looked  at  the  stars  now.   ! 

After  a  time  he  slept,  for  he  was  very   ; 
tired.     The  wood  was  as  still  as  death.   ! 
He  had  moved  in  his  sleep,  and  now  lay 
with  his  face  turned  up  to  the  star. 

And  he  dreamt  all  night,  a  long  beau- 
tiful dream. 

He  woke  at  dawn,  but  he  looked 
changed  somehow.  He  stretched  himself 
lazily,  and  smiled,  and  seemed  to  be 
looking  for  something  at  his  side. 

"It  is  very  strange,"  he  said.  "I  must 
have  been  dreaming.  I  could  have  de- 
clared that  a  tall  purple  foxglove  stood 
all  night  at  my  head,  and  told  me — told 
me " 

Then  he  sat  up  suddenly  and  felt  in 
his  pockets.  He  took  out  the  stump  of 
a  pencil  and  some  odd  pieces  of  paper, 
and  began  to  write  very  fast,  and  as 
he  wrote  he  smiled.  His  face  altered 
more  and  more.  An  almost  boyish  joy 
seemed  to  be  coming  into  it. 

"But  this  is  beautiful,"  he  said.  And 
there  were  tears  in  his  eyes. 

At  last  he  had  used  up  every  scrap 
of  paper,  and  he  started  running  through 
the  wood,  talking  to  himself  all  the  way. 

The  sun  was  up  in  the  heavens  now. 
It  would  be  a  glorious  day.  His  step 
had  grown  light  as  of  old,  and  his  face 
was  full  of  joy.  When  he  came  to  a 
boulder  or  low  bush,  he  leapt  over  it 
in  the  most  amazing  manner.  Only  once 
he  stopped,  but  that  was  because  he 
struck  his  head  against  a  lime  bough. 
It  made  him  look  up  into  the  delicious 
tender  green.  It  was  full  of  blossom 
and  scent,  and  the  song  of  bees. 
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"Yes,  yes,"  he  cried,  "I  will  take  you 
all  with  me.  All  of  you.  All  of  you.  ' 
Then  he  ran  on. 

And  the  brook  ran  beside  him  sing- 
ing, and  the  birds  sang  over  his  head, 
and  blossoming  brambles  clung  to  his 
feet. 

'"Take  us  with  you.  Take  us  with, 
you,"  they  cried. 

Even  the  trees  bent  their  broad  boughs 
to    bless    him,    and    all    the    wood    was 


stirred  with  a  faint  murmur  like  ntusic. 
It  was  as  though  they  knew  he  passed. 

So  he  passed  tnit  of  sight. 

He  wrote  a  beautiful  story,  and  he 
became  the  world's  poet,  wliich  is  lx.*tter 
than  being  a  court  poet.  No.  I  cannot 
tell  you  the  story.  It  was  so  very  long 
ag(x 

r.ut  I  think  it  was  the  fo.xglorc's  story 
after  all. 


Stevenson's  Philosophy* 


Robert  Allison  Hood 


I  ONCE  heard  a  prominent  preacher 
discoursing  from  a  text  in  the 
Proverbs  say  that  every  business 
man  should  carry  a  pocket  edition 
of  them  and  read  it  in  the  cars  or  on 
the  boat  while  going  back  and  forward 
to  his  place  of  business ;  for  the  man 
that  would  follow  its  teachings,  he  de- 
clared, would  be  sure  of  business  suc- 
cess. While  heartily  endorsing  the  rev- 
erend gentleman's  recommendation,  I 
would  like  to  draw  the  attention  of  those 
who  are  not  already  acquainted  with  it 
to  a  more  modern  book  which  I  believe 
would  prove  just  as  great  a  boon  to  the 
man  in  the  street  if  he  would  thus  make 
it  his  daily  companion,  I  mean  "The 
Pocket  R.L.S." — a  little  book  of  favorite 
passages  culled  from  the  works  of 
Robert  Louis  Stevenson.  Not  necessar- 
ily would  it  prove  a  guide  to  business 
success — perhaps,  rather  the  contrary, 
indeed — but  I  am  sure  that  it  would  be 
a  help  to  successful  living.  To  quote 
one  of  its  passages,  "It  is  not  by  any 
means  certain  that  a  man's  business  is 
the  most  important  thing  he  has  to  do"  ; 
and  if  not,  it  is  well  worth  considering 
and  tinding  out  what  is.  This  little 
volume,  I  believe,  can  help  us  to  do  so. 
As  Emerson  says,  "it  is  the  sign  of  a 
great  nature  that  it  opens  up  a  fore- 
1  ground  and  invites  us  onward,"  and  this 
is  surelv  so  with  Stevenson.    His  works, 


too,  are  all  the  more  instructive  that  he 
believed  the  province  of  literature  is  to 
amuse  rather  than  to  instruct;  for  tiie 
natural  man  is  instinctively  antagonized 
by  any  conscious  etTort  to  direct  him  in 
the  way  that  he  should  go.  He  resents 
the  implied  superiority  of  the  man  who 
would  set  up  to  be  his  mentor. 

Stevenson,  however,  by  his  manner, 
does  away  with  this  antagonism,  for  he 
addresses  his  readers,  not  in  the  tone  of 
a  superior  being  laying  down  rules  for 
them  to  follow,  but  as  an  equal,  discuss- 
ing, as  if  in  friendly  chat,  the  problems 
that  he  has  met  with  and  his  impres- 
sions with  regard  to  them.  It  is  not 
the  preacher  from  the  pulpit  or  the 
teacher  from  the  desk  that  is  speaking, 
but  the  fellow-mortal,  comparing  notes 
around  the  fireside.  "Literature,"  he 
says,  "in  many  of  its  branches  is  no 
other  than  the  shadow  of  gcwjd  talk"; 
and  with  him,  the  shadow  comes  very 
close  to  the  reality  for  he  has  all  the 
naturalness  and   spontaneity  of  talk. 

Perhaps  one  of  the  most  helpful  oi 
the  teachings  that  come  to  us  from  this 
little  lx)ok  is  that  of  indiviilual  independ- 
ence both  of  thought  and  of  action.  Fol- 
low the  dictates  of  your  own  conscience 
whatever  the  verdict  of  the  world  mav 
be.  What  is  respectable  is  not  neces- 
sarily right  and  if  a  man  is  ruled  by  the 
voice  of  the  crowd  rather  tiian  his  own 
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soul  he  may  pass  for  a  success  among 
his  fellows,  but  he  has  sold  his  birth- 
right all  the  same.  "He  may  be  a  do- 
cile citizen,"  Stevenson  says;  "he  will 
never  be  a  man.  It  is  ours,  on  the  other 
hand,  to  disregard  this  babble  and  chat- 
tering of  other  men  better  and  worse 
than  we  are  and  to  walk  straight  before 
us  by  what  light  we  have.  They  may  be 
right;  but  so  before  heaven  are  we.  It 
is  good,  I  believe,  to  be  respectable,  but 
much  nobler  to  respect  one's  self  and 
utter  the  voice  of  God." 

These  are  the  clarion  notes  of  no  un- 
certain sound  with  which  he  voices  the 
freedom  of  the  individual,  words  that 
cannot  fail  to  awaken,  even  in  the  weak- 
ling's breast,  a  thrill  of  exaltation. 

To  the  Marthas  of  the  world,  those 
that  are  burdened  with  much  serving,  he 
has  a  message  too,  that  might  help  them 
to  take  their  responsibilities  more  lightly. 
"The  services  of  no  single  individual  are 
indispensable,"  he  says;  "Atlas  was  just 
a. gentleman  with  a  protracted  night- 
mare." What  a  pin-prick  a  sentence  like 
this  is  for  those  well-meaning,  bladder- 
like people  who  go  about  puffed  up  with 
their  own  philanthropic  exertions,  full  of 
the  merit  of  their  toil,  and  determined 
that  the  world  shall  know  of  it.  It  is  the 
happy  people  that  are  the  true  mission- 
aries, he  would  say,  the  people  who 
radiate  sunshine,  wherever  they  go  as 
a  rose  imparts  its  fragrance.  "Gentle- 
ness and  cheerfulness,  these  come  before 
all  morality ;  they  are  the  perfect  duties 
— If  your  morals  make  you  dreary,  de- 
pend on  it  they  are  wrong.  I  do  not  say 
give  them  up,  for  they  may  be  all  you 
have ;  but  conceal  them  like  a  vice  lest 
they  should  spoil  the  lives  of  better  and 
simpler  people." 

He  believes  in  no  hard  and  fast  rule 
of  right  and  wrong.  "We  shall  always 
shock  each  other  both  in  life  and  art,"  he 
says ;  "we  can  not  get  the  sun  in  our  pic- 
tures nor  the  abstract  light  (if  there  be 
such  a  thing)  into  our  books ;  enough  if 
in  the  one,  there  glimmer  some  hint  of 
the  great  light  that  blinds  us  from 
heaven;  enough  if  in  the  other,  there 
shine  even  upon  foul  details,  a  spirit  of 
magnanimity."  This  is  from  the  artist's 
standpoint,    perhaps    rather    than    from 


that  of  the  British  matron,  that  bug- 
aboo of  our  literary  men;  but  after  all, 
it  is  not  tfie  most  correct  one,  is  it-  not 
the  Christlike  as  opposed  to  the  Phar- 
asaic  ? 

There  is  no  room  for  cant  in  the  gos- 
pel of  Stevenson.  The  dictum,  "Be 
good  and  you  will  be  prosperous"  as  set 
forth  by  those  who  would  advocate  good- 
ness for  "the  cakes  and  ale"  that  follow 
from  its  exercise,  his  common-sense 
scores  as  a  fallacy  and  he  has  no  hesita- 
tion in  condemning  those  who  promul- 
gate it.  "There  is  a  certain  class,"  he 
says,  "professors  of  that  low  morality  so 
greatly  more  distressing  than  the  better 
sort  of  vice  to  whom  you  must  never  re- 
present an  act  that  was  virtuous  in  it- 
self as  attended  by  any  other  conse- 
quence than  a  large  family  and  fortune.'' 
At  the  same  time,  he  would  probably 
not  agree  with  Mark  Twain's,  "Be  good 
and  you  will  be  lonesome,"  for  the  cath- 
olicity of  his  ideas  gave  him  the  abiHty 
to  see  the  good  side  of  every  one.  Thus 
he  has  even  put  in  a  plea  to  justify  the 
habitual  idler:  "If  a  person  cannot  be 
happy  without  remaining  idle,  idle  he 
should  remain.  It  is  a  revolutionary  pre- 
cept ;  but,  thanks  to  hunger  and  the 
workshop,  one  not  easily  to  be  abused." 
Thus,  this  modern  Epicure  would  seem  to 
make  happiness  the  chief,  at  least,  if  not 
the  whole  end  of  man.  The  same  note 
recurs  again  and  again.  "There  is  no 
duty  we  so  much  underrate  as  the  duty 
of  being  happy."  "A  happy  man  or 
woman  is  a  better  thing  to  find  than  a 
five  pound  note ;"  and  for  the  fellow  who 
lets  his  industry  spoil  his  temper,  he  has 
nothing  but  the  most  biting  sarcasm. 
"He  sows  hurry  and  reaps  indigestion," 
he  says ;  "he  puts  a  vast  deal  of  activity 
out  to  interest  and  receives  a  large 
measure  of  nervous  derangement  in  re- 
turn— I  do  not  care  how  much  or  how 
well  he  works,  this  fellow  is  an  evil  fea- 
ture in  other  peoples'  lives."  We  get 
something  of  the  same  idea  too,  most 
beautifully  expressed  in  that  excellent 
little  poem  of  his,  which  he  entitles  "The 
Celestial  Surgeon" : 

"If  I  have  faltered  more  or  less 
In  my  great  task  of  happiness ; 
If  I  have  moved  among  my  race 
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And  shown  no  glorious  morning  face, 
Lord,  Thy  most  pointed  pleasure  take 
And  stab  my  spirit  broad  awake." 

When  we  think  of  the  writer's  own 
life  shadowed  so  long  by  disease  and 
pain,  yet  brimming  over  with  kindliness 
and  good  cheer  to  his  fellows,  when  we 
see  him  exiled  on  a  lone  isle  in  the  far 
Pacific,  yet  still  bearing  up  bravely  and 
beloved  even  by  the  natives  for  his  kind- 
liness and  winning  personality,  we  can 
recognize  how  consistent  was  his  own 
life  to  this  his  favorite  tenet.  It  was 
not  by  any  means  a  new  doctrine.  His 
fellow  countryman.  Burns,  to  whom  he 
gladly  avows  apostleship,  in  "A  Song 
of  the  Road,"  has  exquisitely  proclaimed 
the  same  truth : 

"To  make  a  happy  fireside  clime 

For  weans  and  wife, 
That's  the  true  pathos  and  sublime 
O'  human  life." 

But  alas,  how  far  short  fell  the  later 
poet's  performance  from  the  earlier 
ones. 

A  great  part  of  the  charm  that  men 
find  in  the  work  of  Stevenson  consists 
in  this  faculty  of  imparting  happiness 
which  not  only  extended  itself  in  his  life- 
time to  all  around  him,  but  also  lives  in 
his  works  as  well,  so  that  his  readers  too 
are  made  partakers  in  the  exuberance  of 
his  cheerfulness.  No  shadow  of  sickness 
or  suffering  was  ever  permitted  to 
darken  the  outlook  of  his  writings.  "The 
shades  of  the  prison-house"  that  Words- 
worth talks  about  never  closed  in  on  his 
perpetual  boyhood,  for  his  soul  never 
outgrew  the  glamor  of  youth.  Thui;, 
when  we  would  pass  from  the  harassing 
realities  of  our  treadmill  existence,  with 
him  we  may  ascend  to  that  cloudy  land 
of  the  ideal  where  old  age  never  comes. 
We  come  under  the  spell  of  the  en- 
chanter and  eyes  that  before  were  pur- 
blind are  opened  to  a  world  all  colenr 
de  rose,  ears  that  before  were  dull  are 
now  awakened  to  hidden  harmonies  of 
which  they  never  yet  dreamt.  It  is  to 
taste  the  elixer  of  youth. 

He  is  the  priest  of  nature.  She  is  the 
only  study  that  he  finds  inexhaustible. 
"It  is  not  like  the  works  of  Carlisle,"  he 
says,    "which    can    be    read    to    an    end. 


Even  in  a  corner  of  it— the  weather  and 
the  seasons  keep  so  deftly  changing  that 
although  wc  walk  there  tor  a  lifctim 
there  will  be  always  .something  to  sta  lie 
and  delight  us."  I 'an,  he  declares,  is  the 
only  god  of  all  the  classic  mythology  that 
has  survived,  but  to  the  devout  alone  is 
he  in  evidence.  "In  every  wood,  if  you 
go  with  a  spirit  properly  prepared,  von 
shall  hear  the  note  of  his  pipe." 

Truly  he  himself  heard  it  often 
enough  for  he  had  a  .spirit  that  was  in 
harmony  with  it.  Yet  his  dcliglii  in 
nature  is  not  at  all  that  of  the  sentit'icn 
talist.  He  loved  and  admired  it  in  its 
relation  to  humanity,  as  the  scenic  en- 
vironment set  for  the  great  piay  of 
human  destinies;  but  he  loved  Mankind 
more.  For  the  misanthrope  who  draws 
himself  apart  from  his  fellows  to  live 
the  hermit's  life  close  to  nature  he  has  a 
mild  contempt  mixed  with  pity.  Wilness 
his  masterly  essay  on  Thoreau.  a  man 
whose  writings  charmed  and  yet  aiuag- 
onised  him  and  called  from  him  at  times 
the  most  sarcastic  comment:  "I  su>;)ect 
he  loved  books  and  nature  as  well  and 
near  as  warmly  as  he  loved  his  fcil'>w- 
creatures — a  melancholy,  lean  degenera- 
tion of  the  human  character,"  he  says  of 
him. 

Such  a  sentence  sums  up  in  a  nutshcli 
the  secondary  place  that  nature  took  to 
his  fellow^s  in  Stevenson's  interest.  Yet 
he  had  perhaps  as  close  a  sympathy  and 
communion  with  Nature  as  Thoreau  had, 
had  slept  "sous  la  belle  etoile."  Listen 
how  gracefully  he  describes  it  ni  his 
"Travels  with  a  Donkey" : 

"The  bed  was  made,  the  room  was  fit. 
By  punctual  eve  the  stars  were  lit ; 
The  air  was  still,  the  water  ran : 
No  need  there  was  for  maid  or  man. 
When  we  put  up.  my  ass  and  I. 
-At  God's  green  Caravanserai." 
Here  the   fancy  is  a  very  pretty  one 
and     is     fairly     representative     of     the 
writer's  attitude  towards  nature.     It  is 
her  romantic  and  not  her  scientific  side 
that  appeals  to  him,    "Science,"  he  says, 
"writes  of  the  world  as  if  with  the  cold 
finger  of  a  starfish ;  it  is  all  true ;  but 
what  is  it  when  compared  to  the  rcalit>' 
of  which  it  discourses?     Where  hearts 
beat  high  in  .April  and  death  strikes,  and 
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hills  totter  in  the  earthquake — and  Ro- 
mance herself  has  made  her  dwelling 
among  men  ?" 

Life,  then,  it's  phases  and  its  problems 
is  his  never-palling  study;  and  the  jus- 
tice of  his  comments  on  it  come  home  to 
most  men's  experience  and  touch  res- 
ponsive chords.  As  he  himself  has  said : 
"A:  knowledge  that  another  has  felt  as 
we  have  felt,  and  seen  things,  even  as 
they  are  little  things,  not  much  otherwise 
than  we  have  seen  them,  will  continue 
to  the  end  to  be  one  of  life's  choicest 
pleasures ;  and  this  pleasure  we  taste 
repeatedly  in  this  little  book.  Childhood, 
youth,  or  old  age,  with  the  viewpoint  of 
all  alike  he  seems  to  be  familiar.  The 
purity  and  pathos  of  childhood,  the  im- 
pulsiveness and  restlessness  of  youth,  the 
conservation  and  canniness  of  old  age, 
he  touches  all  with  the  same  deft  truth- 
fulness. A  few  bold  strokes  of  the  pencil 
and  the  picture  stands  before  us  clear- 
cut  and  candid,  too  like  to  be  gainsaid, 
and  we  wonder  at  the  insight  of  the 
artist.  For  instance,  what  could  be  more 
graphic  and  yet  more  terse  than  this, 
"Age  asks  with  timidity  to  be  spared  in- 
tolerable pain ;  youth  taking  fortune  by 
the  beard,  demands  joy  like  a  right." 

Again  he  says,  "We  advance  in  years 
somewhat  in  the  manner  of  an  invading 
army  in  a  barren  land ;  the  age  that  we 
have  reached,  as  the  phrase  goes,  we  but 


hold  with  an  outpost,  and  stiil  keep  open 
our  communications  with  the  extreme 
rear  and  first  beginnings  of  our  marcli 
— and  Grandfather  William  can  retire 
upon  occasion  into  the  green  enchanted 
forest  of  his  boyhood." 

Thus,  each  stage  of  Hfe,  he  finds  has 
its  compensation ;  "and  the  capacity  to 
enjoy  Shakespeare  may  balance  a  lost 
appetite  for  playing  at  soldiers." 

The  code  of  Ethics  that  Stevenson 
would  advocate  is  a  simple  one  but  re- 
plete with  sound,  practical,  common- 
sense.  Cheerfulness,  as  said  before,  is 
his  cardinal  virtue,  with  honesty  a  close 
second.  We  have  but  to  read  one  or  two 
of  his  prayers  to  appreciate  the  true 
religiousness  of  his  nature.  Gentleness, 
courage,  long-sufifering  and  humility, 
these  are  the  things  he  prays  for :  "The 
day  returns  and  brings  us  the  petty 
round  of  irritating  concerns  and  duties. 
Help  us  to  play  the  man,  help  us  to  per- 
form them  with  laughter  and  kind  faces, 
let  cheerfulness  abound  with  industry.'' 
Here  we  have  the  keynote  of  his  creed. 
And  while,  like  most  of  us,  he  was  often 
perplexed  by  the  mysteries  of  life,  its 
inconsistencies,  its  pain,  its  injustices 
and  its  awful  weight  of  sin,  yet  his  faith 
in  Divine  mercy  remained  constant. 
Thus  he  says:  "He  who  shall  pass  judg- 
ment on  the  records  of  our  life  is  the 
same  that  formed  us  in  frailtv." 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

A  BUSY   EVENING. 

WHO  is  that  man?"  inquired  Lid- 
gate  bluntly. 
The    unusual   question   na- 
turally  surprised  them,   but 
Mr.  Currie  replied  frankly  enough. 

"One  of  my  clerks,  of  whom  I  wished 
to  know  a  little  more  than  can  be  learned 
in  business  hours.  His  name  in  Charl- 
ton." 

"Charlton  !"■  repeated  Lidgate  musing- 
ly. "1  thought  I  knew  him,  I  must  have 
made  a  mistake.  Pray  excuse  the  ques- 
tion." 

"Why,  certainly,  and  how  are  you  af- 
ter your  American  trip,  Air.  Lidgate? 
You  look  very  fit." 

"I  am  all  right,  thank  you." 
"I  hope  you  enjoyed  it?" 
"Yes,  I  think  I  did,  but  I  am  not  a 
keen  traveller.  I  am  afraid  London  has 
got  me  body  and  soul,  I  am  restless  away 
from  her,  and  she  quickly  lures  me  back." 
The  eider  man  shook  his  head. 
"That  I  can't  understand.  Has  my 
brother  mentioned  that  I  have  serious 
thoughts  of  retiring  one  of  these  days?" 
"Don't,  Mr.  Currie.  Recall  to  your 
remembrance  all  the  men  you  have 
known  who  have  quitted  active  life  at 
your  age,  and  the  results.  I  think  that 
you  will  find  that  these  results  have  been 
almost  without  exception  disastrous. 
Slacken  ol¥  a  bit  by  all  means,  and  take 
this  young  lady  to  see  a  bit  of  the  world, 
but  don't  retire." 

"Do  you  hear  that  rank  heresy,  Kate?" 
inquired  Mr.  Currie  with  a  smile,  which 
had  a  certain  amount  of  triumph  in  it. 
"Yes,  she  is  the  culprit." 

"Women  usually  are,"  answered  Lid- 
gate  with    an    answering    smile.      "And 


very  often  they  merely  prei)arf  a  rod  for 
their  own  backs." 

'(  )h,  you  wicked  man!"  cried  Kathcr- 
ine.  shaking  her  fmger  at  him.  "Just 
when  I  had  got  L'ncle  Archie  nearly  per- 
suaded you  come  in  with  y(jur  horrid 
warnings !  Don't  you  see  how  he  is 
])ining  for  the  country  and  fresh  air  and 
(|uiet  occupations?" 

Lidgate  laughed  outright. 
T  don't  see  anything  of  tlic  kind.  1 
am  glad  to  say.  Miss  Wrede.  I  gaze  up- 
on a  remarkably  hale  and  handsome  man, 
with  more  energy  in  his  little  finger  than 
most  men,  and  myself,  perhaps."  he  add- 
ed with  a  touch  of  gay  banter,  "liave 
in  my  whole  anatomy." 

"That  may  be  true  of  you ;  I  cc  uld 
very  well  believe  it,"  she  replied  de- 
murely. "P.ut  by  admitting  it  you  dam- 
age your  case.  He  ought  not  to  be  so 
full  of  energy.  If  he  could  rest  more 
and  take  it  easy  the  necessity  wouUl  not 
be  so  urgent.  But.  as  you  know,  he 
simply  lives  every  moment  of  his  days 
with  his  whole  might." 

"The  only  way  to  live,  believe  me, 
Kate.  A  short  life  and  a  full  if  not  a 
merry  one.  is  surely  the  most  satisfying 
for  every  man." 

"And  he  fills  up  the  very  scanty  leisure 
he  permits  himself  with  doing  things  for 
other  people.  Even  you,  Mr.  Lidgate, 
would  be  astonished  at  the  sum  of  them." 
"Perhaps  not:  I  hear  of  them  too  of- 
ten." he  answered.  "And  I  am  afraid 
you  will  look  askance  at  me  because  I 
have  come  to  ask  him  to  do  one  more." 
"You  may  regard  it  as  done,"  she  said 
with  an  aflfectionate  glance  at  her  guard- 
ian. "Well,  if  you  will  excuse  me.  I 
shall  go  to  the  library ;  I  have  two  notes 
to  write.  I  shall  see  you  before  you  go, 
Mr.  Lidgate." 
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Lidgate's  eyes  fdllowed  her  to  the 
door. 

"A  most  beautiful  creature,"'  he  said 
with  a  faint,  involuntary  sigh,  which 
seemed  to  embody  regret  over  his  lost 
youth. 

"She  is  indeed,  and  all  heart.  The 
combination  is  rare ;  so  often  the  beau- 
tiful casket  is  empty  of  soul.  I  bless  God 
for  having  sent  h"er  to  me  at  a  time 
when  I  must  necessarily  have  begun  to 
feel  more  acutely  that  sense  of  personal 
loneliness  which  is  the  cross  of  the  soli- 
tary man.  You  ought  to  marry,  Lidgate, 
before  it  is  too  late.  Why  have  you 
never  married?" 

He  leaned  back  in  his  chair  as  he  put 
the  question  with  that  kindly  solicitude 
which  so  often  compelled  confidence,  and 
which  could  never  be  in  any  circum- 
stances offensive. 

Lidgate's  face  flushed  a  little. 

"Well,  sir,  since  you  have  asked  the 
question,  I  will  be  frank.  The  only  wo- 
man I  have  ever  cared  about  married  an- 
other man." 

"Ah,"  said  Archibald  Currie  with  an 
understanding  nod.  "Pray  excuse  me, 
I  did  not  pause  to  remember  that  perhaps 
I  might  be  probing  an  old  wound.  I  am 
very  sorry,  but  doubtless  you  have  had 
your  compensations  ?" 

"No,"  said  Lidgate  with  a  sudden 
fierceness,  "I  have  not  had  any  compen- 
sations. And  of  late  I  have  had  to 
stand  by  and  see  her  suffer  acutely,  and 
know  myself  powerless  to  help  precluded, 
indeed,  by  my  position  from  offering  any 
help." 

"A  trying  experience ;  very  trying.  I 
had  no  idea  of  this,  Mr.  Lidgate ;  I  offer 
you  my  sincere  sympathy.  You  bear  it 
like  a  man." 

"I  doubt  it  very  much,"  said  Lidgate 
gloomily.  "May  I  now  tell  you  what 
I  have  come  about?" 

"Surely,  and  as  Katherine  said,  if  to 
help  you,  or  any  protege  of  yours  is  in 
my  power,  you  may  look  upon  it  as 
done." 

"It  is  about  John  Reedham's  boy  I 
have  come.  He  wants  to  be  taken  by 
the  hand ;  I  would  like  to  do  it  myself, 
to  take  him  in  at  London  Wall,  but  you 


can     appreciate     the     difficulties  in  the 
way." 

"Ah,  surely  of  course  I  can,"  replied 
Archibald  Currie,  as  the  vision  of  his 
brother's  stern  face  rose  up  before  him. 
"What  age  is  the  lad?  Bless  me,  I  had 
forgotten  about  him.  I  have  often 
spoken  to  my  ward  about  his  mother,  but 
I  might  have  done  something  for  the  .boy 
before  this.'" 

"He  has  not  required  it.  Up  till  June 
of  this  year  he  was  at  school  in  Surrey 
with  some  friends  of  his  mother,  the 
school  he  has  been  at  for  the  last  four 
years.  He  was  very  loth  to  go  back,  the 
youngster  had  the  chivalrous  desire  to 
help  his  mother,  and  it  was  only  when 
it  was  pointed  out  that  another  year  at 
school  would  better  equip  him  for  his 
purpose  that  he  consented  to  remain. 
When  he  came  home  at  midsummer, 
three  weeks  before  the  usual  time  on 
account  of  an  epidemic  that  had  broken 
out  in  the  school,  I  was  in  America. 
There  was  no  one  to  hold  him  back. 
The  young  rascal  went  out  on  his  own, 
so  to  speak,  and  took  a  bookkeeper's 
place  in  a  petty  tradesman's  shop  out 
Clapton  way." 

"I  like  that,  it  showed  a  manly  spirit," 
said  Archibald  Currie  with  a  well-pleased 
look  on  his  face. 

"It  was  not  a  suitable  place  for  the" 
boy,  however,  and  he  has  never  been 
happy  there.  Last  night  I  saw  him,  and 
he  had  been  paid  olT." 

"Ah,  poor  lad,  then  he  is  in  immediate 
need  of  a  situation?" 

"Yes.  He  is  almost  fifteen,  I  believe, 
but  he  is  very  well  grown  for  his  age; 
a  fine,  intelligent,  handsome  boy,  though 
he  has  inherited  his  father's  impulsive 
temperament  and  quick  temper." 

"These  may  help  him,  if  they  are  pro- 
perly guided,"  said  the  old  man  musing- 
ly. "They  go  hand  in  hand  usually 
with  other  and  more  valuable  qualities. 
It  was  a  tragedy  that !  Poor  Reedham ! 
Have  you  any  theory  about  him?" 

"My  theory  can  be  put  into  few 
words.     I  believe  him  to  be  dead." 

"But  how?  when?  where?"  inquired 
Currie,  struck  by  the  confidence  with 
which  the  words  were  spoken. 

Reedham  shook  his  head. 
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"These  questions  of  course,  i  can't 
answer,  but  I  have  the  conviction. 
There  are  many  suicides  in  London  in 
the  course  of  a  year  that  are  never  iden- 
tified, and  some  even  that  never  come  to 
light  at  all." 

'Tt  sounds  ghastly.  How  is  his  poor 
wife  bearing  up?" 

•'Not  well;  she  has  had  a  hard  year. 
If  you  can  do  anything  for  the  boy 
you  will  lighten  her  burden,  Air.  Currie. 
If  you  should  take  him  to  Old  Broad 
street  i  should  be  I  most  grateful.  1 
hardly  like  to  suggest  it,  but  if  it  is  the 
custom  of  your  office  to  take  premiums 
I  should  be  only  too  glad  to  pay,  because 
I  can't  take  him  as  I  should  like  to  do 
at  our  own  place." 

"Tut,  tut.  I  am  the  head  of  my  con- 
cern, i  can  do  as  1  like,  and  Reedham's 
boy  shall  come  most  certainly.  I'll  hand 
him  over  to  Charlton,  and  tell  him  to 
keep  a  special  eye  on  him." 

"Thank  you  very  much.  1  felt  sure 
you  would  be  willing  to  do  something," 
said  Lidgate,  in  tones  of  relief. 

"The  longer  time  goes  on  the  more 
inexplicable  appears  Reedham's  defalca- 
tions," said  Archibald  Currie,  musingly. 
''Have  you  any  theory  about  that,  then?" 
Lidgate  hesitated  a  moment. 
■'.■\t  first     I     was     dumbfounded,  and 
naturally  leaped   to   the   conclusion   that 
he  had  been  living  a  double  life.    But  I 
have   parted   with   that   belief.      I    think 
tl-icre  are  two  explanations  which,  when 
together,  may  suffice.     Reedham  had 
ral   impecunious     relatives,     one  of 
;i    most    disreputable,   and   who   was 
r.stant  drain  upon  him.     Part  of  his 
il cation  may  have  gone  to  cover  some 
race  into  which  this  person  got  him- 
.    That  is  the  only  surmise,  suggested 
various    things    Mrs.    Reedham    has 
;  to  me  from  time  to  time.    The  other 
he    extraordinary    jealousy    and    an- 
nism  that  existed  between  him  and 
•"  brother  James." 

he  old  man  knit  his  brows,  and  nod- 
understandingly. 

I  do  not  know  Reedham  well ;  in  fact, 

n't  think  I  have  met  him  more  than 

;   a  dozen  times,  and  then  it  was  in 

most  casual  way.     But  putting  two 

iiul    two    together,    the    thing    becomes 


plainer.  I  can  easily  understand  how  my 
brother  would  act  upon  a  wann,  im- 
pulsive temperament.  Between  our- 
selves, Lidgate,  I  have  felt  it  myself,  and 
we  could  never  have  been  in  business  to- 
gether." 

Lidgate  continued,  finding  his  task  of 
explanation  much  easier  than  he  had  ex- 
pected. 

"Reedham  was  very  jealous  of  his 
position  in  the  firm,  and  he  constantly 
made  himself  wretched  imagining 
slights  were  being  put  upon  him,  espec- 
ially by  Mr.  Currie.  Then  he  thought 
that  Airs.  Currie  and  her  daughters 
were  offensively  patronising  to  his  wife. 
The  very  idea  of  it  maddened  him.  My 
own  belief,  in  view  of  all  these  side- 
lights, which  have  become  clearer  with 
lapse  of  time,  inclines  me  to  think  that 
Reedham  was  ambitious  to  make  a 
clever  coup-d'etat  on  his  own  account, 
to  force  recognition,  as  it  were,  from 
the  senior  partners.  When  he  discovered 
that  disaster  had  ensued,  he  could  not 
face  it,  of  course." 

"Ay,  ay;  a  most  feasible  explanation. 
I  believe  it  is  the  true  one,"  said  Archi- 
bald Currie,  musingly.  "Poor,  poor 
chap.  It  was  not  worth  it.  He  was 
happy  in  his  home ;  he  had  enough  for 
his  needs,  and  what  else  mattered?  He 
had  lost  his  sense  of  proportion.  .\y,  ay; 
what  a  number  of  catastrophes  there  arc 
in  life  which  the  exercise  of  a  little  com- 
mon sense  could  avert." 

"You  are  right,  sir ;  but  I  must  noi 
keep  you  longer.  Then  I  may  tell  Mrs. 
Reedham  to  send  the  boy  to  you?" 

"If  you  will  leave  me  her  address  I 
will  write  myself  tonight.  I  am  glad 
you  came  to  me.  The  boy  is  evidently 
worth  saving,  and  I  am  only  too  pleased 
to  be  able  thus  indirectly  to  be  of  service 
to  his  mother." 

Lidgate  took  a  card  from  his  case, 
wrote  Mrs.  Reedham's  address  on  it.  and 
almost  immediately  took  his  leave. 

.Vrchibald  Currie  sat  still,  pondcrinier 
in  his  mind  the  thing  he  had  heard.  His 
face  was  wearing  its  most  preoccuni^^d 
expression.  When  his  ward  returned  to 
the  room  she  glanced  at  him  anxiously. 
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''That  man  hasn't  worried  you,  Uncle 
Archie?  He  looked  so  preternaturally 
grave,  I  was  afraid  of  it." 

"Oh,  no ;  he  was  merely  talking  about 
the  Reedhams." 

"And  will  you  take  the  boy?"  she 
asked  interestedly. 

"Most  certainly.  I  can  hand  him  over 
to  Charlton.  He  has  a  sympathetic  na 
ture,  and,  like  those  who  have  suffered, 
he  can  feel  for  the  troubles  of  others." 

'T  could  not  make  him  out  exactly  to- 
night. Uncle  Archibald." 

"I  should  like  to  hear  what  you  think 
of  him;  indeed,  that  is  why  I  asked  him 
to  dinner.  I  feel  disposed  to  trust  him 
a  good  deal,  and  I  would  not  wish  to 
make  any  mistake." 

"Oh,  I  think  him  trustworthy  enough. 
A  man  with  a  past,  I  should  say.  There 
is  something  furtive  and  shadowy  about 
his  eyes." 

"But  it  might  quite  well  be  a  blame- 
less past,  child.  There  are  men  in  this 
city  thousands  of  men.  who  never  have 
a  chance.  Charlton  strikes  me  as  being 
that  kind  of  man." 

"Quite  posible.  He  is,  undoubtedly 
clever.  He  interested  me  very  much. 
He  is  like  someone  I  have  seen,  but  clean 
shaven  faces  are  deceiving.  They  are  so 
much  alike." 

"I  am  surprised  to  hear  you  say  that. 
Now  Lidgate  is  clean  shaven,  but  you 
would  not  say  there  was  the  smallest  re- 
semblance betwen  him  and  Charlton." 

"Oh,  no,  nor  any  comparison.  Lidgate 
is  a  fossil,  one  of  those  dried  up  young 
men,  who  have  never  lived." 

Archibald  Currie  leaned  back  in  his 
chair  and  silently  laughed. 

"You  are  very  hard  on  men,  child,  I 
wonder  where  you  will  find  one  to  suit 
you." 

"I  don't  want  one,  thank  you.  Uncle 
Archie.  So  long  as  I  have  you,  matri- 
mony doesn't  attract  me.  It's  limitations 
are  too  obvious." 

At  that  moment  the  butler  knocked  and 
entered  the  room. 

"Mr.  Stephen  Currie,  sir.  Could  he 
speak  to  you  for  a  few  moments?  I 
have  put  him  in  the  library." 

"All  right." 


When  the  door  closed  they  looked 
at  one  another,  and  Archibald  Currie 
laughed  again  rather  softly,  as  if  some 
joke  occurred  to  him. 

"Perhaps  matrimony  will  be  forced  on 
you,  dear  child,  sooner  than  you  think." 

She  pursed  up  her  pretty  mouth  into 
a  grimace. 

"Not  by  Stephen  Currie,  thank  yuu 
very  much.  If  he  has  come  to  talk  about 
me  you  may  nip  him  in  the  bud." 

"But  Katherine,  Stephen  is  a  very 
estimable  young  fellow,  and  he  will  be 
very  well  off." 

"I  wouldn't  marry  him.  Uncle  Archie, 
if  he  were  a  millionaire  twice  over." 

"Shall  I  tell  him  that?" 

"1  don't  suppose  he  has  come  to  talk 
about  me.  He  ought  to  have  more  sense, 
for  I  have  done  everything  to  show  him 
I  don't  want  to  have  anything  of  that 
kind  to  say  to  him.  And  his  assumption 
of  proprietorship  is  intolerable.  That  is 
why  I  u'ouldn't  go  to  the  garden  party 
this  year,  and  why  I  refuse  every  in- 
vitation I  dare  refuse  to  Fair  Lawn." 

When  he  made  no  reply  she  came  to 
the  side  of  his  chair  and  looked  anxiously 
into  his  face. 

"Uncle  Archie,  don't  for  Heaven's 
sake  tell  me  it  is  the  dream  of  your  life 
that  I  should  marry  Stephen  Currie! 
I  am  quite  sure  if  you  say  that  it  will 
be  the  end  of  all  things  for  me." 

"I  have  no  such  dream,  child.  Marry 
whom  you  please,  only  don't  be  in  a 
hurry,  and  remember  that  the  day  I  have 
to  part  with  you  will  be  the  darkest  day 
the  old  man  has  ever  seen." 

Her  eyes  filled,  she  bent  down  and 
dropped  a  kiss  on  his  cheek,  and  he  rose 
to  leave  the  room  quite  conscious  of  his 
own  emotion. 

He  proceeded  in  a  very  leisurely 
fashion  to  the  library,  and  as  he  entered 
it  the  clock  struck  ten,  which  caused 
Stephen  Currie  to  apologise  for  the  late- 
ness of  his  call. 

"I  was  dining  with  a  chap  at  the  end 
of  your  Square,  and  I  wanted  to  see  you 
privately  for  a  few  moments,  so  I  took 
the  opportunity  of  leaving  early.  I  hope 
you  don't  mind  me  coming  at  this  hour,' 
uncle  ?" 
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■"Oh,  no,  though  we  are  rather  early 
birds.  How  are  you,  Stephen?"  said  the 
old  man  cordially.  "All  well  at  home, 
1  hope?" 

"Oh,  all  right,  thank  you.  Well,  1 
needn't  beat  about  the  bush.  I've  been 
trying  to  get  my  courage  up  to  sticking 
point  for  ever  so  long.  It's  about  Kath- 
arine I  want  to  speak.  Of  course  you 
know  that — that  I've  had  hopes  in  that 
direction  for  a  long  time,  ever  since  she 
first  came  from  Bruges,  in  fact,  1 
thought  her  then  the  most  absolutely 
charming  person  I  had  ever  met." 

"I've  got  my  own  thoughts  about  it,  of 
course,  but  you  haven't  come  here  very 
much  lately,  and  1  thought  you'd  cooled 
otV  a  bit,  Stephen,"  said  the  old  man  with 
a  good-humored  smile. 

"Ah,  but  that's  entirely  Katherine's 
fault.  She — she  behaves  abominably  to 
me,  Uncle  Archie,  snubbing  me  at  every 
turn.  But  it  doesn't  make  any  difference. 
It  makes  me  keener  if  anything.  You  see 
that's  where  she  differs  from  most  other 
girls.  They're  all  so  ready  to  be  made 
love  to,  but  she's  stand-offish." 

"She  wouldn't  be  with  a  person  she 
cared  about,  lad.  Perhaps  it  will  be  bet- 
tcr  for  you  to  take  it  like  that." 

"But  why  shouldn't  she  care?  There's 
nothing  wrong  with  me.  1  can  give  her 
a  good  position.  I'll  be  a  partner  next 
vcar.  They've  never  filled  up  Reedham's 
place,  and  Sir  l^hihp  as  good  as  said  it 
would  be  mine  after  January.  There's 
absolutely  no  reason  why  she  shouldn't 
have  me,  and  I'm  sure,  Uncle  Archie, 
if  you'd  put  in  a  good  word  for  me  it 
would  go  a  long  way." 

Archibald  Currier  shook  his  head. 
"I  am  afraid  that  the  love  affair  that 
depends  upon  another  man's  good  word 
is  not  in  a  healthy  condition.  The  usual 
order  of  things  is  that  the  old  man  is 
'inly  consulted  after  everything  is  settled. 
I'nderstand  that  I  have  no  personal 
objection  to  you,  Stephen,  indeed  I  could 
not  possibly  have,  and  if  Katherine  cared 
lor  you  it  would  make  me  very  hapi\v 
10  see  you  man  and  wife." 

"Then  1  have  your  permission  to  speak 
to  her  seriously?  I  have  often  broached 
the  subject,  though  not  with  much  suc- 


cess. But  it  will  be  different  now  I  have 
something  definite  to  offer  her." 

Archibald  Currie  looked  doubtful. 

"Katherine  does  not  care  for  the 
things  most  girls  prize.  1  am  sure  she 
would  not  at  all  mind  being  married  to 
a  poor  man.  And  she  has  an  astonish- 
ing faculty  of  being  able  to  make  the  best 
of  everything." 

"She  wouldn't  be  a  successful  poor 
man's  wife,"  said  Stephen  emphatically. 
"She  is  the  sort  of  woman  who  needs  ex- 
pensive clothes  and  who  knows  how  to 
wear  them." 

"That  is  where  you  are  mistaken, 
Stephen.  She  does  not  spend  the  half  of 
her  allowance  on  herself.  .She  knows 
how  to  wear  clothes,  that  is  all  the  differ- 
ence," said  the  older  man  good- 
humoredly. 

"Ah,  well,  so  much  the  better  if  she 
can  achieve  that  result  on  little  money. 
The  finished  product  is  always  perfect. 
But  we  are  away  from  the  main  issue, 
Uncle  Archicbald.  When  am  I  most 
likely  to  find  her  at  home?  I  have  often 
called,  and  have  never  been  so  lucky  as 
to  find  her,  and  she  goes  so  little  to  Fair 
Lawn  I  have  precious  few  opportunities 
especialy  lately  ;  1  really  can't  go  on  like 
this.  It's  making  me  ill,  and  I  can't 
attend  to  business.  My  father  told  me 
this  morning  I  had  better  get  it  settled." 

"Is  your  father  quite  pleased  with  your 
choice  then?" 

"Well,  not  as  pleased  as  he  might  have 
been.  Katherine  doesn't  conciliate  them 
much,  you  know,  and  they  thing  she 
mimics  them.  What  would  please  the 
governor  would  be  to  see  me  make  up  to 
Sarah  Braccbridge,  but  I  have  told  him 
my  mind  is  made  up,  and  he  understands 
that  a  man  must  have  his  own  way  alx)ut 
this,  the  most  important  act  of  his  life. 
He's  kept  me  in  leading  strings  prctt>- 
well  up  till  now.  but  I  think  he  sees  thai 
it  won't  do  any  longer,  .\nyway.  he 
hasn't  made  any  insuperable  objections- 
to  Katherine  as  a  daughter-in-law." 

.Vrchibald   Currie  smiled  drily. 

"Katherine  won't  shine  in  an  atmos- 
phere of  sufferance,  I  warn  you,  Stephen. 
She  needs  warmth  and  appreciation." 

"Oh.  well,  she'll  get  plenty  of  it  from 
me.   and.   of  course,   we   won't   settle  in 
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Hampstead.  I  have  a  leaning  to  the 
country  myself,  and  I  saw  a  little  place 
at  Mitcham  that  would  suit  us  down  to 
the  ground.  But  first  I've  got  to  get 
Katherin'es  consent.  Could  I  see  her 
tomorrow  afternoon  on  my  way  home 
from  business.  I'd  leave  early  on  pur- 
pose, and  if  you'd  put  in  a  word  for  me 
meanwhile,  I'd  be  grateful." 

"I  don't  think  I  can  promise  you  that, 
lad.  Katherine  would  resent  it,  I  am 
sure,  and  as  I  said,  a  love  affair  that 
wants  bolstering  is  in  a  bad  way.  Better 
trust  to  chance.  I  can  come  home  to  an 
early  tea,  if  that'll  do  you  any  good. 
Katherine  won't  go  out  if  I  get  home 
early." 

"Very  well ;  perhaps  I'll  write  to  her 
tonight  after  I  get  home.  It  all  depends 
on  how  I  feel.  You  see  Katherine's  so 
different  ;from  all  other  women,  you 
never  know  where  you  have  her,  but  I'm 
awfully  fond  of  her,  and  if  she  won't 
have  me  I  really  don't  know  what'll  be 
the  upshot,  shouldn't  be  surprised  if  I 
went  to  the  dogs  altogether." 

He  wore  such  a  woe-begone  expres- 
sion, and  spoke  with  such  sincerity,  that 
Archibald  Currie,  albeit  he  was  not 
specially  fond  of  his  brother's  son,  felt 
a  passing  pang  of  pity  for  him.  For 
he  was  perfectly  assured  that  Katherine 
would  not  listen  to  him  for  a  moment. 

"I  mustn't  keep  you  up,  then.  Uncle 
Archibald.  I'm  glad  you  know  how  the 
land  lies,  and  that  at  least  you're  not 
hostile  to  me.  Give  Katherine  my  love, 
and  if  you  can  see  your  way  to  put  in 
a  good  word  for  me  I'll  not  forget  it. 
And  I'll  call  and  take  my  chance  to- 
morow  afternoon  if  I  don't  write  in  the 
interval.  Good  night.  Uncle  Archibald." 
"Good  night,  lad,  I  wish  you  well,  but 
I  don't  think  you  ought  to  build  your 
hopes  too  high.  Katherine  is  not  think- 
ing of  matrimony,  meanwhile,  at  least, 
and  I'm  afraid  her  answer  will  be  'No.'  " 
"Well,  if  she  has  no  thoughts  of  matri- 
mony, at  least  I've  the  chance  of  being 
the  first  to  suggest  them  to  her,"  said 
Stephen  with  one  of  his  shrewd  gleams. 
"It's  a  great  relief  to  me  that  you're  not 
hostile,  anyway.  The  governor  said 
you'd  sure  to  oppose  it;  that  you  had 
ambitions   for  Katherine." 


"They  exist  only  in  his  imagination. 
My  only  desire  is  to  see  the  child  happy," 
replied  Archibald  Currie,  as  he  opened 
the  door  to  show  his  nephew  out. 

Katherine  was  waiting  for  him  with  a 
little  mischievous  smile  on  her  face, 
which  augured  ill  for  poor  Stephen's 
suit. 

"I've  been  sitting  here  with  cold  thrills 
running  up  and  down  my  back,  so  don't 
pretend  that  you  haven't  been  talking 
about  me." 

"I  don't  want  to  pretend.  We  have 
been  talking  about  you.  Stephen  is  very 
much  in  earnest,  my  dear,  and  you  will 
have  to  be  in  earnest,  too,  and  answer 
him  definitely." 

"Why,  I  have  never  been  indefinite, 
quite  the  reverse.  He  knows  perfectly 
well  I  never  permit  him  to  make  love  to 
me,  and  that  I  have  avoided  him  almost 
entirely.  I  never  answer  the  letters  he 
writes  asking  me  to  go  to  concerts  and 
things,  and  I  always  try  to  be  out  when 
there  is  any  possibility  of  his  calling. 
What  more  definite  does  any  man  want  ?" 

"It  would  be  enough  for  the  average 
man,  I  admit,  but  you  will  have  to  put 
it  in  black  and  white  to  Stephen.  He  is 
coming  to  ask  you  tomorrow  to  marry 
him,  having  previously  obtained  my  con- 
sent in  the  orthodox  fashion." 

"You  gave  your  consent.  Uncle  Archi- 
bald, but  you  don't  expect  me  to  marry 
him !"  she  exclaimed  with  a  little  stamp 
of  her  foot.  "You  know  I  have  never 
hidden  from  you  how  I  feel  about  the 
Fair  Lawn  people.  They  are  not  my 
kind,  and  I  would  honestly  die  rath:,'r 
than  marry  him." 

"Then  be  quite  frank.  Give  him  his 
dismissal  explicitly,  but  don't  hurt  his 
feelings.  He  is  quite  sincere,  my  dear, 
and  I  was  surprised  at  the  depth  of  feel- 
ing he  exhibited." 

"I  can't  let  him  come.  There  would 
be  a  ghastly  scene,  for,  of  course,  he 
would  keep  on  arguing,  even  after  I  had 
spoken  with  the  utmost  definiteness. 
They're  all  like  that  at  Fair  Lawn.  They 
wrangle  over  the  smallest  detail.  I've 
heard  them.  May  I  write  to  him  tonight, 
dear,  and  tell  him  you  have  warned  me 
that  he  is  coming,  and  that  it  is  quite 
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useless,  that  I  am  much  obhged,  but  1 
will  never  marry  him  ?" 

"As  you  like.  Perhaps  it  would  be 
better.  I  will  go  upstairs  now,  my  dear. 
I've  had  an  uncommonly  long  day,  and 
three  callers  in  one  evening  is  a  little 
unusual." 

"Three  exciting  and  exacting  callers, 
too,  all  wanting  something  out  of  you ! 
That  comes  of  being  a  philanthropic 
angel,  dearest.  Now  nobody  ever  wants 
to  ask  anything  of  Uncle  James  Currie. 
He  is  left  severely  alone." 

He  smiled  indulgently  upon  her,  bade 
her  good  night,  and  left  her  to  write  the 
momentous  letter.  She  addressed  it  to 
the  office  at  London  Wall,  and  marked  it 
"Private,"  thinking  with  fine  considera- 
tion that  it  might  be  better  for  him  to 
read  it  at  his  private  desk  in  the  City 
than  under  the  curious  eyes  at  the  family 
breakfast  table.  They  all  knew  her  hand- 
writing and  as  a  family  prided  them- 
selves on  having  no  secrets  from  one 
another,  that  is  to  say,  there  was  no 
privacy  of  thought  or  action  allowed  in 
the  family  circle.  Everything  was  dis- 
cussed and  dissected  and  settled  in  con- 
clave, which  they  considered  indicative 
of  their  united  family  front. 

Archibald  Currie  did  not  sleep  well. 
His  mind  was  too  full  of  the  individual 
and  differing  experiences  of  the  evening. 
He  thought  longest  and  most  contin- 
.uously  about  the  Reedhams  and  the  story 
Lidgate  had  told  him,  and  remembered 
with  regret  that  he  had  not  written  the 
note  to  Mrs.  Reedham.  The  conversa- 
tion with  Katherine  had  driven  it  from 
his  mind. 

He  stopped  the  brougham  at  the  first 
post-office  and  wired  to  Mrs.  Reedham 
to  send  the  boy  to  him  at  Old  Broad 
street  in  the  course  of  the  morning,  and 
after  he  had  been  over  the  more  import- 
ant correspondence  he  sent  for  Charlton 
to  come  to  his  private  room. 

The  signs  of  growing  favor  in  the 
master  to  the  new  clerk  had,  of  course, 
been  noted  by  the  other  members  of  the 
staflf.  but  so  far  they  did  not  resent  it. 
partly  because  their  trust  in  the  justice 
and  generosity  of  their  master  had 
already  been  proven,  and  most  of  them 
felt     that     their     own     positions     were 


assured.  Moreover,  Charlton  was  en- 
tirely inoffensive.  He  spoke  so  little, 
indeed,  that  it  was  not  easy  for  him  to 
give  offence. 

There  was  one  man,  however,  who  re- 
sented him  and  all  his  ways.  He  was  the 
only  unsatisfactory  member  of  the  Old 
l>road  street  staff,  a  man  named  Richard 
Turner,  and  but  for  the  fact  that  he  had  a 
wife  and  large  family  dependent  on  him, 
Archibald  Currie  would  not  have  kept 
him  so  long.  There  was  an  antipathy 
between  them,  the  natural  antipathy  that 
would  arise  betwen  an  honest,  straight- 
forward man  and  a  shifty,  unreliable  one. 
It  was  to  Turner's  department  that 
Charlton  had  come,  and  that  worthy,  see- 
ing him  growing  in  favor  at  court,  as 
he  expressed  it,  began  to  cherish  a  slow 
and  deepening  resentment.  The  deter- 
mination to  get  even  with  him  grew  in 
proportion  as  he  imagined  himself  deeply 
wronged.  The  head  of  the  firm,  un- 
aware of  these  undercurrents,  and  early 
drawn  to  his  new  employee,  who  on  more 
than  one  occasion  had  exhibited  unusual 
powers  of  acumen,  continued  to  follow 
his  policy  of  recognition  and  encourage- 
ment which  usually  marks  the  master's 
sympathies  and  catholic  outlook.  He  de- 
termined to  place  Leslie  Reedham  under 
Charlton's  immediate  eye,  and  in  order 
to  enlist  his  sympathies,  to  tell  him 
some,  at  least,  of  the  circumstances. 

"Good  morning,  Charlton.  Yes,  the 
letters  were  right,  quite  right,  and  I  see 
where  your  suggestion  was  valuable.  Sit 
down  a  moment.  I  want  to  speak  to  you 
about  another  matter.  There  is  a  lad 
coming  here  this  morning,  he  may  be 
here  at  any  moment,  whom  I  wish  to 
place  under  your  care.  I  don't  know  if 
vou  remember  the  case  of  Mr.  John 
Reedham,  who  was  a  partner  in  Low- 
thcr,  Curie,  and  Co.'s.  He  got  off  the 
straight,  somehow,  and  there  was  a 
serious  defalcation.  He  disappeared. 
This  is  his  boy.  He  must  be  helped. 
He  ought  to  have  brains ;  his  father  was 
a  clever  man.  though  I  fear  unscrup- 
ulous.    You  follow  me?" 

He  turned  to  look  at  Charlton,  but  at 
that  moment  an  interruption  came  to  the 
door,  mercifully  for  the  man  he  addres- 
sed. 
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"Yes,"  Badderley,  you  may  show  Les- 
lie Reedham  in  in  five  minutes'  time."' 

CHAPTER  VH. 

PAYING    THE    PRICE. 

The  lad  entered  a  little  shyly  and 
shamefacedly,  his  cheeks  flushed,  his  eyes 
bright  with  excitement.  Archibald  Cur- 
rie  turned  to  him  with  a  kindly  smile. 
Charlton  gazed  out  of  the  window,  with 
his  face  turned  resolutely  away.  It  is 
certain  that  had  Currie  seen  his  expres- 
sion at  the  moment  this  story  must  have 
had  a  different  ending. 

"Good  morning,  my  lad,''  said  Mr. 
Currie,  extending  a  kindly  hand.  "I 
hope  you  are  well,  Leslie  Reedham.  How 
is  your  mother?" 

"Quite  well,  thank  you,  sir,'"  replied 
Leslie  promptly.  He  was  shy,  and  the 
ring  of  his  clear  young  voice  sounded 
almost  sweetly  through  the  quiet  room. 
The  agony  in  the  soul  of  the  man  called 
Charlton  was  beyond  all  telling.  Surely 
in  that  awful  moment  he  expiated  in 
full  the  misery  he  had  wrought !  The 
boy  merely  bestowed  a  casual  glance  on 
him  as  he  entered,  his  whole  interest 
being  centred  in  Archibald  Currie,  the 
arbiter  of  his  destiny.  And  the  lad's  sore 
heart  was  mightily  comforted  by  his  kind 
face  and  reassuring,  almost  fatherly, 
manner. 

"I  am  glad  to  hear  that.  So  you  are 
anxious  to  begin  a  business  life,  eh,  mv 
boy?" 

"Well,  I  will  give  you  a  chance.  Mr. 
Charlton  here  will  find  out  what  you 
are  good  for.  I  have  not  very  much  to 
say  to  you.  It  can  be  put  in  a  nutshell. 
Pay  close  attention  to  what  you  are  told. 
Be  obedient,  punctual,  conscientious. 
Use  the  brains  God  has  given  3'ou,  and 
don't  be  a  faint  copy  of  someone  else. 
The  only  things  worth  imitating  in  this 
world  are  the  good  qualities,  Reedham. 
Remember  that." 

"Yes,  sir ;  I'll  try." 

"Well,  you  can  come  tomorrow.  Nine 
o'clock,  isn't  it,  Mr.  Charlton?  If  our 
young  friend  comes  at  nine  he  will  be 
in  good  time  for  the  work  of  the  dav." 

Charlton  stood  up,  and  faced  them. 
His  face  showed  grey  and  ghastly  in  the 
clear  light.  Currie  was  conscious  of 
some  sul)tle  change  in  the  man.  and  the 


sense  of  spiritual  suffering  seemed  to  fill 
the  room.  His  intuition,  always  keen  and 
sympathetic,  suggested  that  the  sight  of 
the  boy  had  perhaps  struck  some  painful 
chord.  But  Charlton  had  not,  so  far, 
entrusted  him  with  any  portion  of  his 
private  life,  and  he  could  not  intrude. 

The  boy  gazed  now  at  the  face  of 
Charlton  with  deepening  interest,  real- 
ising that  in  this  man's  hands  his  future 
destiny  might  really  lie. 

The  face,  with  the  light  of  the  morn- 
ing upon  it,  wore  a  puzzled  look,  his 
big,  eager  eyes,  so  like  his  mother's,  were 
wide  with  questioning.  Charlton  essayed 
to  speak,  but  his  voice  seemed  to  choke 
and  die  away  in  his  throat.  A  second 
more  of  that  agonising  strain,  and  there 
must  have  been  a  revelation  made.  Cur- 
rie, however,  intervened. 

"If  you  like,  you  can  take  the  boy  to 
Mr.  Willett's  room,  and  put  a  few  ques- 
tions to  him,  Mr.  Charlton.  It  will  save 
time  in  the  morning.  Remember,  lad, 
that  an  hour  in  the  morning  is  the  core 
and  kernel  of  the  successful  day,"  he 
added,  rolling  another  business  axiom 
out  with  his  pleasant  smile.  "Remember 
me  to  your  mother,  and  tell  her  we  shall 
hope  to  report  progress  as  we  go  along." 

The  boy  tried  to  murmur  his  thanks. 
Charlton  turned  to  the  door,  and  opened 
it,  passing  so  close  to  the  lad  that  his 
coat  brushed  his  shoulder. 

What  an  ordeal  that  was  for  the  man 
with  whom  fatherhood  had  been  a  pas- 
sion, was  a  passion  now !  Something 
swept  over  him — the  mad  desire  to 
brave  all  and  crush  the  boy  in  his  arms, 
and  dare  fate  to  do  its  worst. 

"How  kind  he  is,''  murmured  Leslie's 
voice  at  his  elbow,  as  they  stepped  out 
into  the  passage.  "Don't  you  think  he  is 
kind?  I  was  quaking  when  I  came.  I 
couldn't  really  eat  any  breakfast  this 
morning  before  I  came  out.  But  I 
needn't  have  minded." 

"He's  the  best  of  men.  the  very  best," 
murmured  Charlton,  as  his  shaking  hand 
went  forth  to  open  another  door  in  the 
long  passage.  It  was  a  room  that  had 
belonged  to  one  of  the  old  partners  of 
the  firm  now  dead,  and  was  still  called 
Mr.  Willett's  room.  No  one  had  occu- 
jMcd  it  since  he  left  it,  and  it  was  found 


THE     EX  IM  AT  I  ox    OF    -lolIX     KE  ED  11  AM 


189 


most  useful  for  pecjplc  waiting  in,  or  for 
interviews  not  suitable  for  the  private 
room  of  Mr.  Currie.  Charlton  let  the 
boy  pass  in,  and  closed  the  door  when 
he  had  entered  himself.  The  yearning  in 
his  eyes  might  have  betrayed  him,  and 
for  a  second  or  two  it  was  touch  and  go. 

The  boy  unsuspecting  and  unconscious 
as  youth  is,  and  should  be,  began  at  last 
to  feel  that  there  was  something  odd 
about  the  man,  and  looked  at  him  more 
attentively.  Charlton  unable  to  stand 
the  vision  of  these  clear  eyes  went  to  the 
window  on  pretence  of  drawing  down 
the  blinds  for  the  sun. 

"You  spoke  of  your  mother  a  mo- 
ment ago.  How  is  she?  Tell  me  about 
her." 

"Oh,  she  is  quite  well,  there  isn't  any- 
thing much  to  tell.  She  is  never  very 
well  now,  so  often  tired  and  anxious.  Of 
course,  we've  had  great  trouble,  1  dare- 
say Mr.  Currie  may  have  told  you." 

"No,  what  is  it?"  asked  Charlton  as 
if  moved  to  torture  himself. 

"My  father  has  left  us,  he  was  obliged 
to  do  it.  Oh,  no,  there  was  nothing  so 
very  wrong,  nothing  he  will  not  be  able 
to  clear  up  by  and  bye.  But  it  is  the 
waiting  that  is  so  hard  for  us." 

"You — you — believe  that  he  will  clear 
up  things  ?  You  do  not  seem  to  blame 
him." 

"I  don't,  perhaps  I  don't  understand 
about  it  altogether,  but  whoever  says  my 
father  would  deliberately  do  wrong,  or 
rob  other  people,  is  a  liar.  You  see  we 
lived  with  him,  and  we  knew." 

"Yes,  yes,  that  is  beautiful  and — and 
unexpected.  Does  your  mother  feel  like 
that,  too,  about  it?" 

"Yes,  only  she  does  not  say  much,  and 
don't  you  think  women  are  never  so  cer- 
tain? People  who  talk  to  them  make 
them  think  other  things." 

This  bit  of  shrewd  observation  sank 
into  Charlton's  soul. 

"So  you  think  your  mother  has  gone 
back  a  little  ?" 

"I  ought  not  to  say  that.  But  I  know 
what  I  think  myself  about  my  father. 
He  was  the  best  father  in  the  world, 
there  will  never  be  anybody  like  him.  I 
was  glad  Mr.  Currie  did  m^t  say  anything 


against  him,  1  really  could  nut  have  6to<jd 
't,  you  know." 

"Oh,  you  couldn't?" 

To  and  fro  the  room  walked  Charlton, 
only  permitting  himself  occasional 
glances  at  the  bright,  (jpen  eager  face. 
W'liat  puzzled  and  amazed  him  was  the 
utter  lack  of  recognitiim  in  his  own  boy, 
wIkj  had  so  often  laid  on  his  breast,  with 
whom  he  had  had  the  most  i)erfcct  com- 
radeship, whom  he  had  kissed  night  and 
morning,  often  stealing  up  to  look  at  him 
in  his  sleep.  Surely  some  dire  change 
must  have  been  wrought  in  him  that  it 
could  be  i)Ossible. 

Of  late,  looking  at  his  <jwn  image  in 
the  glass,  he  had  been"  conscious  of  a 
change,  his  face  becoming  thinner,  more 
set,  the  face  of  a  man  who  had  paid  the 
price.  He  was  thankful  for  it,  and  yet 
fiercely  resented  it.  He  felt  that  he 
wished  to  go  on  playing  with  fire. 

"What  do  you  think  I  shall  get  to  do, 
sir?"  I  want  to  understand  business,  to 
be  a  successful  man,  to  help  my  mother, 
and  grow  up  so  that  my  father  will  never 
be  ashamed  of  me.  I  will  work  very 
hard,  sir,  if  you  give  me  a  chance." 

"You  shall  have  your  chance  my  boy. 
Perhaps  you  had  better  go  now,"  said 
Charlton  thickly.  "V\'e  shall  go  fully  into 
things  tomorrow.  Meanwhile,  please  tell 
your  mother  I  will  do  my  utmost  for 
you,  that  everything  that  1  can  do  to 
iielp  you  will  be  done." 

"Yes,  sir,  thank  you.  It  is  very  kind, 
indeed.  I  don't  know  how  to  thank  you, 
but  I  will  work,  sir." 

There  was  a  wistful  look  in  the  sweet 
frank  eyes,  a  kind  of  pitiful  note  in  the 
clear  fresh  young  voice  which  almost 
unmaimed  Charlton. 

He  offered  a  trembling  hand. 

"Yes,  yes,  it's  all  right.  Cood-bye, 
lad.  You  and  I  may  be  great  friends 
yet.  I  once  knew  a  boy  like  you ;  we 
were  great  friends.  I  have  missed  him 
more  than  I  can  say." 

"You  have  no  children,  sir?" 

"No.  Good-bye,  don't  forget  to  tell 
your  mother  that  I  will  help  you  here." 

He  opened  the  door  and  dismissed  him 
with  an  abruptness  which  contrasted  odd- 
ly with  the  unusual  kindness  of  his  pre- 
vious demeanour. 
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Leslie  Reedham  descended  the  office 
steps  with  that  puzzled  look  in  his  eyes. 
But  quickly  it  passed,  and  he  made  haste 
to  Clapton  whistling  off  and  on,  to  get 
rid  of  some  of  the  superfluous  elation  at 
the  sudden  and  happy  change  in  his  pros- 
pects. 

Left  to  himself,  Charlton  turned  the 
key  in  the  door,  and,  sitting  down,  cov- 
ered his  face  with  his  hands. 

"My  God,"  he  said  brokenly,  "how- 
shall  I  be  able  to  go  through  with  it. 
How  long  before  I  betray  myself.  How 
is  it  he  didn't  know?" 

Yet  with  all  the  strain  of  the  terrible 
situation  there  was  a  secret  joy  in  his 
soul.  He  would  have  his  boy  near  him, 
could  touch  him,  speak  to  him,  help  him 
on.  So  would  the  hunger  of  his  heart 
be  partly  satisfied.  He  passed  out  of 
the  inner  room  at  length,  recalled  sud- 
denly and  sharply  to  a  sense  of  waiting 
and  neglected  duty.  As  he  passed  by 
Turner's  desk  that  individual  scowled  at 
him  over  his  heavy  brows,  and  gave  his 
shoulders  a  little  shrug.  Not  a  move  in 
the  office  routine  passed  unnoticed  by 
Richard  Turner,  and  he  resented  with 
his  whole  soul  every  indication  of  the 
good  understanding  existing  between  his 
master  and  the  interloper,  as  he  termed 
Charlton  in  his  mind. 

Turner  lived  near  Kennington  Oval, 
but  that  evening  for  purposes  of  his  own 
he  made  a  long  detour,  following  Charl- 
ton to  Camden  Town  in  order  to  dis- 
cover if  possible  what  manner  of  life  the 
interloper  pursued  out  of  business  hours. 
He  traced  him  to  St.  Paul's-crescent, 
even  saw  him  go  into  the  house  of  Mary 
Anne  Webber,  and  retired  satisfied. 

He  had  a  friend  in  Kentish  Town 
whom  he  would  employ  to  discover  some- 
thing regarding  the  private  life  of 
Charlton,  and  woe  betide  him  if  any- 
thing was  found  there  to  his  discredit. 

It  was  a  job  after  Turner's  own  mind, 
his  fat,  vacuous  face  was  a  cloak  to  a 
very  black  heart,  capable  of  any  treach- 
ery. Nothing  but  the  long  forbearance 
of  Archibald  Currie  accounted  for  the 
present  security  of  his  position.  He  was 
one  of  the  undesirables  who  sooner  or 
later  come  to  grief,  and  often  involve  a 


great  many  innocent  persons  in  their 
downfall. 

Mary  Anne  Webber  was  deeply  inter- 
ested in  her  lodger,  but  privately  deeply 
concerned  regarding  the  whole  unhappy 
story.  A  whole  year  had  gone  since  the 
man  whom  she  was  noAV  accustomed  to 
call  Charlton  had  sought  the  shelter  of 
her  house.  He  had  proved  himself  a 
model  lodger,  giving  little  trouble  and 
paying  with  clockwork  regularity,  sel- 
dom going  out  after  he  returned  from 
business,  and  appearing  to  spend  his 
whole  leisure  over  books  and  writing  ma- 
terials. In  his  happier  days  Charlton  had 
made  a  little  hobby  of  writing,  and  had 
been  successful  in  having  sketches  ac- 
cepted by  different  papers  and  maga- 
zines ;  now  in  his  stranded  condition  he 
set  himself  to  it  in  earnest  as  a  means 
of  furthering  his  ends.  To  make  money 
by  the  sweat  of  his  brow  and  brains  was 
his  whole  desire,  and  he  would  leave  no 
stone  unturned  to  achieve  that  end.  It 
troubled  Mary  Anne's  active,  bustling 
mind  to  contemplate  a  man  content  to 
spend  his  time  thus,  and  to  be  cut  off  as 
he  was,  wholly  from  all  that  makes  life 
worth  living.  They  seldom  talked  of  old 
times,  or  even  alluded  to  the  background 
of  her  lodger's  life.  He  had  given  her 
a  great  trust,  had  left  himself  absolutely 
in  her  hands,  and  she  would  not  betray 
that  trust.  But  there  were  times  when 
the  unreality  of  it  all  seemed  to  haunt 
her.  and  when  she  could  scarcely  believe 
that  John  Reedham  and  Thomas  Charl- 
ton were  one. 

She  was  only  an  ignorant  woman,  but 
her  heart  was  in  the  right  place,  and  a 
certain  shrew^d  intelligence  caused  her  to 
come  to  right  conclusions  outside  of  all 
logic.  She  felt,  rather  than  knew,  that 
Reedham  had  made  a  mistake,  was  mak- 
ing one  now,  which  would  recoil  on  his 
own  head,  perhaps  in  consequences  too 
far-reaching  and  terrible  to  be  faced. 

These  thoughts  often  troubled  her,  as 
she  pursued  the  daily  round  of  her  com- 
monplace tasks,  but  she  did  not  venture 
to  voice  them  to  him. 

They  did  not  have  much  speech  to- 
gether; sometimes,  indeed,  she  felt  her- 
self curiously  on  the  outside,  and  she 
had  certainlv  no  idea  what  a  bulwark  and 
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5  buttress  her  presence  and  kindly  attitude 
were  to  the  solitary  man  who  had  thrown 
himself  upon  her  mercy  in  his  extremity. 

(Jne  day  she  gave  voice  to  some  of  her 
icars  to  the  Vicar,  when  he  paid  a  pastoral 
call.  He  had  discovered  by  accident  that 
the  man  to  whom  he  had  offered  a  cup  of 
cold  water  on  the  top  of  an  omnibus  was 
now  resident  in  the  house  of  one  of  his 
parishioners,  and  he  had  twice  paid  a  call 
upon  him  there.  But  though  Charlton 
had  been  perfectly  courteous,  Fielden 
felt  himself  left  on  the  outside,  and  wise- 
ly decided  not  to  force  the  acquaintance, 
but  to  wait  until  it  should  ripen  of  its 
own  accord.  He  had  been  curiously 
drawn  to  the  man,  and  was  always  inter- 
ested in  him,  and  glad  to  think  of  him  in 
such  good  care  as  Alary  Anne  Webber's. 

"Oh,  ]Mr.  Charlton,  'e's  quite  well  in 
hisself,  sir,"  said  Alary  Anne  when  he 
inquired  one  day  regarding  Charlton's 
welfare.  "But  'tain't  a  life  for  any  man, 
wot  'e  lives.  I  don't  see  myself  how  it's 
goi'n  to  go  on.  I  do  wish  as  you'd  get 
him  to  come  out  of  hisself.  'E  ain't  well. 
no,  'e  ain't,  how  could  anybody  be  well 
settin'  hup  'arf  the  nite  like  'e  does." 

"I  suppose  you  don't  know  anything 
about  his  people?''  said  the  Vicar  inter- 
estedly. 

Mary  Anne  reddened,  and  put  up  her 
apron  under  pretence  of  wiping  a  smut 
from  her  nose. 

"'E  don't  talk  much  to  me,  sir,  'e  don't. 
'E's  bin  in  trouble,  anybody  kin  see  that. 
But  people  'ave  the  rite  to  keep  their 
troubles  to  thcirselves  if  they  wants  to. 
eh,  sir?" 

"Surely,  but  every  human  soul  needs 
sympathy,  Mrs.  Webber." 

"Well,  they  do,  an'  they  don't,  so  to 
speak.  There's  times  when  we  feel  like 
burstin'  to  speak  and  other  times  when 
wild  'osses  wouldn't  drag  it  from  bus. 
I  guess  that's  'ow  Mr.  Charlton's  feel- 
ing now.  Anyhow  I'm  sorry  fer  'im.  for 
a  more  inofifensive  and  sweet-tempered 
gentleman  never  took  any  woman's  fust 
floor." 

"I  am  sure  of  that.  I'll  droj)  in  one 
evening  quite  casually  and  have  a  cliat. 
Meanwhile  I  am  pleased  to  hear  all  is 
well  with  you.  I  often  say  to  my  wife 
that  it  is  as  good  as  a  breath  of  the  sea 


to  have  a  word  with  you.  You  make 
the  best  of  everything  and  never  a 
grumble!  That's  tlic  true  spirit  in  which 
to  meet  life.  It  breaks  down  the  hills  of 
tlifticulty,  doesn't  it?" 

Mary  Anne's  face  beamed  at  this  un- 
expected tribute  fnjin  the  Vicar  whom 
she  atlored,  and  her  heart  and  step  were 
light  for  the  rest  of  the  day. 

Her  lodger  came  home  earlier  than 
usual,  and  when  she  took  in  his  dinner, 
a  task  she  never  relegated  to  anyone  else, 
she  noticed  how  unusually  haggard  and 
pale  he  looked. 

"Lor!  you  ain't  well,  sir,"  she  exclaim- 
ed, as  she  set  down  the  tray. 

"I'm  all  right,"  he  replied  with  a  faint 
attempt  at  a  smile,  "I've  had  a  trying 
day  at  the  office." 

"Ave  yer,  sir?  1  knows  what  them 
tryin'  days  is,  don't  I  just?  Yer  gits  up 
of  a  mornin'  sure  things  ain't  goin'  ter 
go  rite,  there's  somethink  hinside  wot 
tells  yer.  Never  mind,  sir,  the  dy's  done, 
an'  thet's  every  pore  creatur's  comfort 
in  this  weary  world,  that  there  ain't  never 
a  day  but  comes  to  a  bend." 

She  placed  the  covered  dish  before 
him  with  a  sympathetic  nod.  Her  kind 
face,  her  ready  and  good-natured  sym- 
pathy were  once  more  as  wine  to  his 
riven  heart. 

"Mary  Anne,  I'm  bound  to  tell  you. 
1  can't  get  out  of  it,  and  if  I  don't  I 
shan't  be  able  to  get  through." 

"1  know."  said  Mary  .\nne.  lowering 
her  voice  mysteriously.  " Least wys  I  kin 
guess.  They've  begun  to  think  who  you 
reely  are." 

"Not  so  bad,  though  it  may  very  well 
be  the  beginning  of  things.  I  had  a  new 
boy  put  under  me  today  to  train  in  the 
way  he  should  go.  whom  do  you  think? 
My  own  son." 

"Oh,  Lor,  no,  yer  don't  sy  so!  Yer 
own  pretty  Leslie,  and  did  the  pore  little 
dear  run  strite  inter  yer  arms  an'  cry  *is 
'eart  hout  ?" 

"No.  he  didn't  recognise  me  at  all." 

"An'  yer  never  said  a  word  ?" 

Marv  Anne's  excitement  and  interest 
rose  every  moment.  It  was  more  melo- 
dramatic than  the  penny  novelette^  with 
which  she  beguiled  her  scanty  leisure 
downstairs. 
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"No,  I  did  not  betray  myself,  and  I've 
got  to  keep  it  up,  keep  all  that  up,  Mary 
Anne,  and  crush  down  all  I  feel,  day 
in  and  day  out,  perhaps  for  the  rest  of 
my  natural  life." 

"Mr.  Reedham,  sir,  beggin'  yer  par- 
din',  but  jes  for  onst  let  me  sy  the  reel 
nime.  It'll  'elp  wot  I'm  abart  ter  sy. 
Yer  carn't  do  it,  sir,  no  yer  carn't.  Flesh 
and  blood  carn't  be  crushed  like  that. 
Don't  yer  go  fer  to  try.  It'll  kill  yer 
sure." 

"But  what  am  I  to  do,  Mary  Anne? 
If  I  own  up  now,  it's  all  up  with  me." 

"Is  it,  sir?  'Ow  long  do  they  keep  up 
spite  like?" 

He  could  have  smiled  at  the  directness 
of  her  speech. 

"I  am  not  beyond  the  pale  of  the  law 
yet,  Mary  Anne,  believe  me,  and  after 
all  I've  gone  through,  it  seems  needless 
and  hard  to  give  up  now,  just  when  suc- 
cess, the  success  I  have  dreamed  of,  is 
beginning  to  loom  within  my  reach." 

Mary  Anne  continued  to  shake  her 
head. 

"I  ain't  clever,  and  I  never  'ad  no  ead 
fer  business,  pore  Webber  used  to  sy 
thet,  but  there's  things  that  God  Al- 
mighty teaches  even  pore  wimmen,  sir. 
An'  I  carn't  think  this  yer  is  rite,  or 
thet  it  will  ever  come  to  any  good.  Oh, 
do  think  over  it,  an'  quit !  Go  abroad 
even,  anythink  would  be  better  than 
wot's  going  on  now." 

But  the  very  warning  and  objection 
urged  upon  Charlton  seemed  only  to  im- 
part added  strength  to  his  own  resolve. 
There  are  natures  so  constructed,  that 
the  most  strenuous  opposition  acts  only 
as  a  further  incentive.  Charlton  had  re- 
lieved him  mind,  and  the  future  began 
already  to  be  robbed  of  its  new  terror. 
Nay,  even  the  hidden  sweetness  lurking 
in  the  appalling  danger  allured  him. 
Mary  Anne,  entirely  forgetful  of  her 
place,  pushed  his  plate  a  little  nearer, 
and  bent  her  kind,  anxious  eyes  on  his 
face. 

"Yer  carn't  do  it,  sir,  believe  me.  Yer 
pore  'eart  will  be  tore  all  to  pieces,  an" 
anythow  the  day  will  come  wen  every- 
think  will  come  bout.  Do  think  it  over, 
there's  a  dear." 


She  withdrew,  shaking  her  head  omin- 
ously, seriously  disturbed  in  mind  con- 
cerning her  lodger  and  the  strange  com- 
plications in  life. 

'"Ere,  you,  Hannie,  tike  this  letter  to 
the  Vicarage  an'  see  thet  it  goes  inter 
Mr.  Fielden's  own  'ands,"  she  said,  after 
she  had  laboured  with  a  pencil  and  paper 
for  a  few  toilsome  moments.  She  did 
not  write  much,  simply  a  few  words  beg- 
ging the  vicar  if  he  had  an  hour  to  spare 
to  call  up  and  see  her  lodger,  who  seemed 
in  trouble.  Then  having  shifted  the  re- 
sponsibility she  felt  better.  She  could 
not,  of  course,  be  sure  that  Charlton 
would  unburden  his  soul  to  the  vicar, 
the  chances  were  probably  against  it,  but 
he  could  not  fail  to  be  strengthened  and 
helped  by  his  company.  Happily  the 
vicar  was  at  home,  and  by  no  means 
averse  to  the  idea  of  a  chat  with  the  man 
who  continued  to  interest  him,  though  he 
had  not  of  late  seen  much  of  him. 

Charlton  was  smoking  a  pipe  by  the 
hearth  when  he  was  shown  in,  and  he 
rose  to  receive  him  with  a  cordiality 
which  showed  that  he  was  not  an  un- 
welcome visitor, 

"I  have  often  thought  of  dropping  in 
lately,  Mr.  Charlton,  you  have  been  on 
my  mind  somewhat.  But  just  at  the 
beginning  of  the  winter  there  seems  to 
be  a  multiplicity  of  things  calling  my  at- 
tention. The  winter's  work  for  one  thing 
has  to  be  got  into  shape.  I  hope  you  are 
very  well?" 

"So,  so,  Mr.  Fielden  :  pray  sit  down. 
Do  you  smoke  ?" 

"I  can  take  a  cigarette  to  keep  you 
company,  though  it  is  not  my  habit,"  he 
said,  stretching  out  his  hand  for  the  case 
which  lay  on  the  corner  of  the  table. 
"Well,  how  are  you  getting  on  at  New 
Broad-street?" 

"Very  well." 

"You  like  Mr.  Currie?" 

"I  do.  The  man  who  could  n  )t  ad 
mire  and  reverence  that  fine  spirit  has 
something  seriously  the  matter  with  him- 
self," he  answered  on  tlie  spur  of  the 
moment ;  .  and  then  his  face  flushed  a 
little  at  the  anomaly  suggested  by  hi?: 
words. 
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"1  tlutup^ht  you  would  like  him,  aiul  get 
oil  well  with  him.  He  has  treated  you 
generously,   then?" 

"Most  generously ;  in  fact,  I  am 
sometimes  ashamed  at  the  largeness  of 
the  trust  he  has  l)estowed  upon  me." 

"But  it  is  the  way  to  make  men,"  said 
the  Vicar  musingly.  "I  have  to  deal 
with  a  g(K)d  many  derelicts  in  my  com- 
mon exjierience.  and  I  have  proved  that 
trust  is  the  master  key." 

Charlton  was  silent  a  moment,  not 
knowing  how  to  answer.  He  might  have 
resented  the  analogy.  Melden  observed 
that  he  did  not,  and  perhaps  drew  his 
own  conclusions  therefrom. 

"What  department  of  the  business  are 
you  in?    Has  he  promoted  you?" 

"I  am  at  present  his  confidential 
clerk,"  replied  Charlton.  "I  have  had 
some  experience  in  business,  as  I  think 
I  told  you  that  morning  we  met  on  the 
omnibus,  and  he  has  discovered  where 
my  chief  capacity  lies.  He  has  a  new 
scheme  for  the  furtherance  of  his  busi- 
ness in  the  colonial  branch  of  it.  It  is 
possible  he  may  send  me  abroad  later  in 
the  year." 

"You  would  not  object  to  that?" 

"No,  I  should  welcome  it,"  replied 
Charlton.  "Not  so  much  for  the  splendid 
opportunity  it  offers,  for — for  trying  to 
justify  the  confidence  Mr.  Currie  has 
placed  in  me,  but  because  I  shall,  for 
personal  reasons,  be  glad  to  get  out  of 
London." 

"It  would  be  a  permanent  appoint- 
ment, then,  at  least  for  a  period  of 
years?" 

"No,  [  think  not;  rather  a  visit  of  in- 
vestigation and  report.  Mr.  Currie  ha-^ 
long  been  dissatisfied  with  the  manage- 
ment of  the  branch  abroad,  and.  but  for 
his  age  and  the  fact  that  he  does  not 
wish  to  leave  his  ward,  he  would  go  out 
to  South  Africa  himself." 

"Ah,  I  see,"  said  the  Vicar,  still  study- 
ing Charlton's  face  intently,  while  seem- 
ing merely  to  be  casually  interested.  He 
felt  that  this  was  the  best  attitude  to 
adopt  towards  this  strange  man,  who  had 
a  whole  hisorv  in  his  face. 


"Mr,  Fielden,  an  interesting  quchiion 
in  what,  I  suppose,  might  be  called  eth- 
ical psychology  came  under  my  notice 
lately.    May  I  olTer  it  for  your  solution?" 

"Certainly ;  it  is  a  part  of  life  that  has 
a  natural  attraction  for  me.  If  I  could 
get  rid  of  it  I  might  get  through  a  good 
deal  more  than  I  do.  '  lie  added  good- 
humouredly. 

"Well,  supposing  that  a  man  had  got 
ofT  the  straight,  and  that  there  seemed 
nothing  for  him  but  absolute  ruin,  but 
managed  to  reinstate  himself  by  sinking 
his  own  identity  ?" 

"Becoming  a  new  man,  so  far  as  the 
former  conditions  of  his  life  were  con- 
cerned, you  mean?" 

"I  don't  mean  that  he  was  converted, 
exactly.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  he  wasn't. 
He  was  lucky  in  evading  the  conse- 
(|uences  of  his  own  folly,  and  the  chance 
offered  for  him  to  build  uj)  a  new  career. 
Would  you  say  he  was  justified  in  taking 
it?" 

"Certainly,  providing  his  action  did  not 
involve  others,  or  suggest  disaster  in 
other  quarters.  Could  you  be  a  little 
luore  explicit?" 

"It  is  not  easy.  He  took  another 
name,  and  began  to  work  up  slowly  to- 
wards the  things  men  prize,  and  which 
he  had  prizefl  and  lost.  Would  you  say 
he  was  wrong?" 

"Was  it  right  that  he  should  have 
suffered  for  his  first  failure?  I  mean. 
did  his  conduct  entail  suffering  or  de- 
privation on  others?" 

"Not  in  the  sense  you  mean.  It  was 
a  {|uestion  of  money,  which  came  out  of 
the  pockets  of  rich  people." 

"It  makes  a  difierence  to  the  result. 
but  does  not.  of  course,  affect  the  main 
issue,  the  man's  own  sin.  And  what  was 
his  idea  in  making  a  bold  bid  for  rein- 
statement ?    Was  it  purely  a  selfish  one ?" 

"I  think  not.  His  idea  was  to  atone, 
to  pay  the  money  back,  to  make  full  re- 
paration wherever  possible,  and  to  have 
achieved  it  by  his  own  effort." 

The  vicar  nodded,  took  two  puffs  at 
his  cigarette,  and  l(X)kcd  Charlton 
straight  in  the  face. 

(To  ho  cnntUnwd.) 


THE  EMPIRE  OF  WOMAN. 

Valerie    Vcctis 

Harping  on  Happiness. 


IT  is  a  great  thing  to  be  able  to  harp 
on  the  happy  strings  of  life,  because 
without  it  the  grandest  chords  we 
strike  must  ever  lack  the  tone-color 
that  radiates  around  the  most  perfect 
harmonies  of  the  soul. 

Coleridge  has  written,  *'The  happiness 
of  life  is  made  up  of  minute  fractions, 
the  little,  soon-forgotten  charities  of  a 
kiss,  a  smile,  a  kind  look,  a  heart  felt 
compliment  in  the  disguise  of  a  playful 
raillery,  and  the  counties  other  infinit- 
esimals of  pleasant  thought  and  feeling." 

To  be  happy,  is  after  all  only  to  be 
normal ;  it  is  a  theory  of  my  own  that 
we  were  all  meant  to  be  happy.  I  know 
we  hear  a  lot  about  this  "vale  of  tears," 
and  some  people  look  out  on  life  as 
though  it  were  indeed  deluged  with  un- 
utterable woe;  but  for  those  who  seek 
there  is  much  joy  and  happiness  hidden 
in  every  station  that  stands  by  the  way  in 
the  journey  through  the  unknown  terri- 
tory of  each  day. 

Happiness,  like  many  other  things, 
is  comparative;  and  though  the  basic 
principle  remains  always  the  same,  it 
may  be  measured  in  a  hundred  different 
ways.  "No  man  is  happy  who  does  not 
think  himself  happy,"  says  an  old  phil- 
osopher, and  in  that  sentence  we  can 
surely  find  one  golden  key  that  will  win 
an  entrance  into  Happy-land.  Think 
happiness — think  it  all  the  time ;  and  it 
will  astonish  you  how  the  vale  of  tears 
will  blossom  into  the  valley  of  flowers. 
The  value  of  a  rightly  directed  thought 
is  beyond  our  comprehension ;  but  we  can 
feel  its  beneficent  influence  in  our  lives 
if  we  only  unstintedly  utilise,  and  care- 
fully guard  this  mysterious  emissary  of 


the  soul,  whose  potentialities  touch  the 
fringe  of  the  Infinite. 

Now  that  little  sentence  sounds  rather 
like  a  condensed  sermon,  but  I  did  not 
mean  it  so.  Sermons  are  not  my  forte. 
But  sermons  or  not,  I  do  believe  in 
happiness,  and  in  searching  among  the 
highways  and  byways  of  life  for  the  good 
and  beautiful,  instead  of  grovelling  in  the 
gutters  for  the  sordid  and  hideous. 

One  great  cause  for  complaint  seems  to 
be  that  our  own  particular  sphere  in  life 
is  not  what  we  would  have  chosen  if  the 
choice  had  been  given  us ;  and  in  fact,  a 
general  readjustment  of  the  universe 
would  please  us  mightily.  At  least  we 
think  so,  and  long  for  the  wizard's  wand 
that  at  a  touch  could  change  our  cir- 
cumstances and  our  environment  to  suit 
our  fancy.     Robbie  Burns  sings  : 

"Think  ye,  are  we  less  blest  than  they, 
Wha  scarcely  tent  us  in  their  way. 
As  hardly  worth  the  while  ?" 
Are  we  less  blest  than  our  neighbors? 
Not  a  bit  of  it!  Our  lots  in  life  are 
more  equal  than  they  seem  at  the  first 
glimpse.  Peep  and  see!  Look  around 
you,  not  with  a  mere  cursory  glance,  but 
with  that  deeper  insight  that  pierces  to 
the  heart  of  things  and  learns  by  just 
looking.  Be  glad  that  you  are  just  your- 
self, and  try  to  be  happy  in  the  sheer 
joy  of  living.  Oh!  I  know  it  is  not 
always  easy :  it  is  the  hardest  thing  in 
the  world  sometimes  j  ust  to  smile  ;  but 
then  women  are  made  of  stuff  that  does 
not  shrink  at  trifles.  It  is  because  of  the 
weeping  rain,  and  the  darkened  sky  that 
we  need  to  cherish  every  stray  gleam  of 
sunshine  that  comes  our  way.  As  sun- 
shine   is   necessary   to    the    life    of   the 
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flower,  so  liappincss  is  necessary  to  our 
highest  mental  development,  and  it  de- 
pends largely  upon  ourselves  how  near 
we  approach  to  our  own  ideal  of  per- 
fection. 

WHERE  SHALL  WE  FIND  IT? 

The  search  for  happiness  is  endless, 
because  everybody  has  their  own  idea 
of  where  it  is  to  be  found.  Some  try  to 
discover  it  in  the  golden  glamor  of 
wealth,  some  in  the  laurel  wreath  of 
worldly  fame,  some  in  the  gratification  of 
great  ambitions  and  so  on.  But  think 
you  the  elusive  sprite  is  found  in  any 
of  these  ?  She  may  show  her  tantalizing- 
ly  lovely  face  for  a  moment,  but  only  to 
escape  with  a  mocking  laugh  as  we  think 
at  last  to  clutch  her  to  our  hearts.  We 
must  follow  another  road  if  we  would 
find  the  place  where  she  abideth.  Away 
over  the  lofty  mountains  of  our  in- 
satiable ambitions,  through  the  tangled 
undergrowth  of  the  valley  of  our  desires, 
unheeding  the  beckoning,  yellow  fingers 
of  the  goddess  of  gold,  past  the  iris- 
tinted  smoke  that  arises  from  the  sacrifi- 
cial altar  of  fame — on — on — through 
labyrinthine  ways  of  Pleasure  and  Pain, 
of  Success  and  Failure — till  completing 
the  circle  we  come  back  to  the  sanctuary 
of  our  own  mind.  There,  if  we  give 
Contentment  the  throne,  happiness  will 
draw  near,  a  blessed  handmaiden,  to 
minister  to  the  vital  needs  of  the  every- 
day of  life. 

Happiness  is  the  sunshine  of  the  soul, 
and  the  real  sunshine  of  the  soul  is  not 
superficial,  but  as  deep  and  fathomless 
as  the  ocean,  and  as  eternal  as  the  ever- 
lasting hills.  To  live  in  the  sunshine 
of  the  soul  is  to  find  happiness  in  the 
truest  sense,  and  to  take  joy  with  us  all 
the  way. 

CHEERY  PHILOSOPHY 
A  cheery  philosophy  of  life  is  worth 
cultivating,  try  it  and  see.  Laugh,  and 
make  the  world  laugh  with  you !  I  was 
reading  the  other  day  the  latest  cure  for 
human  ills  was  the  laughing  cure.  The 
treatment  appears  to  consist  of  sitting 
round  in  a  room  and  simply  laughing  at 
each  other  for  an  hour  at  a  time.  It  is 
guaranteed  as  a  sure  remedy  for  indiges- 


tion and  kindred  w..cs  ;  and  methinks  the 
same  treatment  might  prove  beneficial 
m  mental  as  well  as  physical  distur- 
bances. A  cheery  laugh  or  a  bright 
smile  at  the  right  time  is  like  the  soft 
answer  of  the  Scriptures— it  is  a  splendid 
weapon  for  turning  away  wrath. 

Smile,  and  as  you  go  al.jng  be  glad 
that  the  flowers  bloom,  and  the  birds 
sing,  and  the  sun  shines;  be  glad  even 
when  the  rain  falls,  because  the  flowers 
need  it  and  it  may  mean  life  and  refresh- 
ment to  some  drooping,  thirsty  soul. 

Be  happy  in  spite  of  things,  as  well  as 
because  of  things,  and  lo,  the  secret  will 
be  a  secret  no  longer,  but  the  wonderful 
revelation  of  what  is  after  all  the  one 
thing  that  is  really  worth  while ! 

What  a  waggish  world  it  is. 

Tra-la-la-la-la ! 
Full  of  that,  and  full  of  this, 

Tra-la-la-la-la ! 
What  a  lot  of  joy  we  miss, 
What  a  lot  of  fun  and  bliss, 
If  we  frown  instead  of  kiss; 

Tra-la-la-la-la ! 

All   the  time  goes  merrily. 

Tra-la-la-la-la ! 
When  we  take  things  cheerilv. 

Tra-la-la-la-la ! 
For  the  world  is  very  fair. 
There's  a  lot  of  sunshine  there. 
Quite  enough  for  all  to  share ; 

Tra-la-la-la-la ! 

Never  mind  if  things  go  wrong, 

Tra-la-la-la-la ! 
They'll  come  right  again  e'er  long, 

Tra-la-la-la-la ! 
Fretting  won't  improve  their  state. 
Sighing  won't  make  crooked  straight. 
Best  thing  is  to  smile  and  wait ; 

Tra-la-la-la-la  I 

Hear  my  little  lay  in  mind  : 

Tra-la-la-la-la ! 
'Tis  the  better  way  ytnt'll  find. 

Tra-la-la-la-la ! 
All  the  time  it  will  beguile. 
Just  to  take  life  with  a  smile. 
And  be  happy  all  the  while : 

Tra-la-la-la-la ! 
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Thoughts  of  Great  Thinkers* 


WHAT     SOME     MEN      HAVE     THOUGHT     OF 
WOMEN. 

Nature  sent  women  into  the  world 
with  this  bridal  dower  of  love,  not.  as 
men  often  think,  that  they  altogether  and 
entirely  love  them  from  the  crown  of 
their  head  to  the  sole  of  their  feet,  but 
for  this  reason,  that  they  might  be,  what 
their  destination  is,  mothers,  and  love 
children,  to  whom  sacrifices  must  ever 
be  offered  and  from  whom  none  are  to  be 
obtained. — Rich  ter. 

Woman,  once  made  equal  to  man,  be- 
comes his   superior. — Socrates. 

This  I  set  down  as  a  positive  truth. 
A  woman  with  fair  opportunities,  and 
without  an  absolute  hump,  may  marry 
whom  she  likes.  Only  let  us  be  thankfui 
that  the  darlings  are  like  the  beasts  of 
the  field,  and  don't  know  their  own 
power. — Thackeray. 

Women  govern  us  ;  let  us  render  them 
perfect ;  the  more  they  are  enlightened, 
so  much  the  more  shall  we  be.  On  the 
cultivation  of  the  mind  of  women  de- 
pends  the    wisdom    of   men.      It    is    by 


women  that  nature  writes  on  the  hearts 
of  men. — Sheridan. 

Make  the  doors  upon  a  woman's  wit, 
and  it  will  out  at  the  casement ;  shut  that, 
and  it  will  out  at  the  key-hole ;  stop  that, 
and  it  wih  fly  with  the  smoke  out  at  the 
chimney. — Shakespeare. 

Women  will  find  their  place,  and  it  will 
neither  be  that  in  which  they  have  been 
held,  nor  that  to  which  some  of  them 
aspire.  Nature's  old  Salic  law  will  not 
be  repealed,  and  no  change  of  dynasty 
will  be  effected. — Professor  Huxley. 

All  the  reasonings  of  men  are  not 
worth  one  sentiment  of  women. — 
Voltaire. 

And    say.   without    our    Hopes,    without 

our  Fears, 
Without   the   home    that    plighted    Love 

endears. 
Without  the  Smile  from  partial  Beauty 

won. 
Oh  !  what  were  Man  ? — a  World  without 

a  Sun. 

— Campbell. 


At  the  Shrine  of  Euphroysyne* 


BETWEEN  TWO  EVILS. 

Flossie  is  six  years  old.  "Mamma," 
she  said  one  day,  "if  I  get  married  will 
I  have  a  husband  like  pa?"  "Yes,"  re- 
plied her  mother  with  an  amused  smile. 
"And  if  I  don't  get  married  will  I  have 
to  be  an  old  maid  like  Aunt  Kate?" 
"Yes,  dearie"!  "I  say.  Mamma,  it's  a 
hard  world  for  us  women,  isn't  it?" 


DIDNT  SEE  HIM  STEAL. 

Josh  was  brought  before  a  county 
squire  for  stealing  a  hog,  and  three  wit- 
nesses   swore    that    thev    saw    him    steal 


it.  A  wag  having  volunteered  as  coun- 
sel for  Josh,  and  knowing  the  scope  of 
the  squire's  brain,  arose  and  addressed 
him  as  follows :  "May  it  please  your 
honor,  I  can  establish  this  man's  honesty 
beyond  the  shadow  of  a  doubt ;  for  I 
have  twelve  witnesses  ready  to  swear 
that  they  did  not  see  him  steal  it."  The 
squire  rested  his  head  for  a  moment  up- 
on his  hands  as  though  in  deep  thought, 
and  then  with  great  dignity  arose,  and 
brushing  back  his  hair  said:  "If  there 
are  twelve  who  did  not  see  him  steal  it, 
and  only  three  who  did,  I  discharge  the 
prisoner.     Clear  the  room." 


A  Western  Paradise* 


H.  R.  MacMillan 


SUCH  has  been  the  power  of  wheat, 
and  such  the  inHuence  of  the 
broad  plains,  that  we  are  prone 
to  think  of  sunny  Alberta  as  one 
grand  golden  field,  devoid  of  any  relief 
save  that  afforded  by  rough  coulees  and 
deep  cut  rivers.  And  this  in  spite  of 
Banff.  It  may  therefore  come  as  some- 
what of  a  surprise  to  many  to  know  that 
west  of  the  dry,  short-grass  plain  and 
the  irrigation  belt  where  j^rairie  Alberta 
rises  to  meet  Alpine  Montana  and  Brit- 
ish Columbia  on  their  own  footing  high 
in  the  Rockies  a  new  summer  resort  is 
developing,  which  may  some  day  rival 
Banff  in  popularity.  It  is  that  combina- 
tion of  mountains,  lakes,  rivers,  canyons, 
and  foothills  in  the  Kootenay  Lakes 
Forest  Reserve  which  is  so  popular  with 
the  citizens  of  the  prairie  towns. 


The  town  of  lardston  is  at  present  the 
nearest  railroad  point  tt)  the  Ko<Menay 
Lakes.  This  will  be  regarded  an  asset 
by  the  many  who  count  no  day  lost  which 
is  spent  driving  along  a  good  trail 
through  the  foothill  country.  And  the 
trail  from  Cardston  to  the  lakes  is  in- 
teresting as  well  as  good,  running,  as  it 
does,  along  the  great  Blood  Indian  re- 
serve, the  largest  Indian  reserve  in  Cana- 
da, crossing  the  deep  gorge  of  the  historic 
Belly  River,  and  finally  winding  iwer  the 
rounded  hills  of  the  famous  CiKhrane 
Ranch — a  ranch  of  66,000  acres  which 
Senator  Cochrane  bought  in  the  early 
days  for  $i.ao  per  acre,  upon  which  he 
ran  10.000  head  of  cattle,  and  which  his 
heirs  recently  sold  to  the  Mormon  church 
en  bloc  for  S^iXS.ooo.  The  old  Cochrane 
Ranch  comprises  all  the  land  between 
the   Bellv  and  the  Kootenav  Rivers,  and 
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from  its  summit  the  great  barrier  of  the 
Rockies  affords  a  wonderful  panorama, 
a  gaunt,  barren,  snow-topped,  canyon 
rent,  thev  rise  from  the  srrass-clad.  sfentlv 


other  guarded  by  Sheep  and  Black  Bear 
mountains,  betwen  which  lie  the  beauti- 
ful Kootenay  or  Waterton  Lakes. 

The   Kootenav   Lakes   are  within   the 


^^M 


Black  Bear  Mountain. 


sloping  foothills,  sheer  to  the  clouds. 
Two  great  gaps  in  the  Rockies  arc  visible 
here,  that  marked  by  the  jagged  sentinel, 
Old  Chief  mountain,  through  which  the 
Bellv  River  crosses  into  Canada,  and  the 


most  interesting  mountain  region  in  the 
world.  To  the  west,  across  hundreds 
of  miles  of  treeless,  grass-covered 
plains,  flow  the  first  tributaries  of  the 
most   romantic   of   Canadian   rivers   and 
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Camp  at  Mouth  of  Oil  Creek. 


the  Father  of  Waters,  the  Saskatchewan 
and  the  Missouri,  which  rise  so  close 
together,  on  either  side  of  the  Milk 
River  ridge,  and  find  so  different  resting 
places,  in  Hudson's  Bay  and  the  Gulf 
of  Mexico. 

The  Rockies  here  are  actually  made  up 
of  two  ranges,  generally  parallel,  witli 
main  axes,  northwest  and  southeast,  the 
easternmost  of  which  is  the  Lewis  Range, 
extending  hut  a  short  distance  into  Can- 
ada. The  western,  or  Livingston  Range, 
it  is  which  runs  farther  northward  to 
form  the  divide  between  British  Colum- 
bia and  Alberta.  It  is  this  range  which 
at  a  point  eleven  miles  south  of  the  in- 
ternational boundary  rises  to  form  the 
culminating  peak  of  the  continental 
divide,  discharging  the  Saskatchewan  to 
the  northeast,  the  Missouri  to  the  south- 
east and  the  Columbia  to  the  west. 

The  ranges  themselves  are  the  rem- 
nants of  a  yet  more  ancient,  great  pb- 
teau  region  of  upraised  rock,  long  since 
broken  down  by  erosive  forces,  chief 
amongst  which  were  glaciers.  Upon 
this  plateau  are  now  the  higher  peaks, 


Blakiston.  Cleveland,  the  Citadels,  huge 
pyramids  and  blocks  wtih  cliffs  and  pre- 
cipices hundreds  and  sometimes  thous- 
ands of  feet  sheer  above  tlie  plunging. 
roaring  stream  of  the  deep  cleft  valleys, 
or.  south  of  the  international  boundary, 
ending  in  great  crevasses  at  the  heads 
of  the  glaciers. 

On  their  blank,  steep  Kastem  face 
these  mountains  are  cut  by  long,  deep, 
\'-shaped  canyons,  which  have  been 
gouged  out  in  days  of  stupendous  na- 
tural forces  by  tlie  irresistible  glaciers 
which  once  flowed  slowly  downward 
from  the  snow  «nd  ice-clad  plateaus, 
forming  the  divide  between  the  Atlantic 
ami  Pacific  Oceans. 

Hustling  along  the  gravel-bedde»l  can- 
vons  are  roaring  streams,  which  rise  in 
the  eternal  snows,  flow  into  placid  lakes, 
and  break  forth  again  unto  the  prairie. 
Between  the  streams  long  finger-like 
ridges  rise  to  considerable  heierhts.  the 
pine-clad  lower  slopes  rising.    "  ~^d 

steeper  until  a  talus  region  d- 

covered  rock  is  reached  wl.;. j,^  up 
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short  •  under    beetle-bromed    precipitous 
cliffs. 

The  canyons  at  their  heads  terminate 
in  great  basins  or  ampitheatres.  resting 
cHff  upon  cHff  in  stairways  of  tremend- 
ous proportions  until  the  reahns  of  per- 
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easily  reached  from  the  Canadian  peaks. 
To  the  Westward  the  mountains  break 
precipitously  and  from  the  foot  of  the 
steep  long  timber  covered  slopes  reach 
out  to  the  Flathead  River,  a  tributary 
of  the  Columbia. 


A  Pleasing  Mountain  Scene. 


petual  snow  and  ice  are  reached.  There 
are  unfortunately  no  great  ice  fields  north 
of  the  Canadian  boundary  though  many 
exist  just  over  the  line  in  Montana, 
which    can    be    plainly    seen    and    fairly 


The  Kootenay  Lakes  themselves,  ex- 
tending through  a  glacier-carved,  moun- 
tain-walled valley,  from  the  heart  of  the 
Rockies  to  the  rolling  prairies  beyond 
are   bodies   of   water   of   singlar  beauty. 
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Tlie  chain  of  lakes  is  about  fourteen 
miles  long,  eleven  of  which  lie  north 
of  the  Canadian  boundary.  It  is  con- 
tracted twice  ))>•  glacial  piled  rock  and 
debris  so  as  to  form  three  lakes,  the 
southernmost  of  which,  the  most  beau- 
tiful, is  entirely  surrounded  by  high 
forest-clad  mountain  ranges,  which  rise 
so  precipitously  as  to  leave  no  shore  ex- 
cept the  stream-built  gravel  and  Ixxilder 
deltas  at  the  mouths  of  the  larger 
streams. 

To  the  East  of  the  lake  the  Sheep 
Range  forms  the  divide  between  the 
Kootenay  and  the  Belly  Rivers.  Sofa 
Mountain,  the  greatest  of  the  peaks  north 
of  the  Canadian  boundary  and  Cleveland 
the  most  prominent  just  south  of  the 
boundary  are  worthy  of  any  mountain 
climbers'  ambition  and  eflForts.  Mt. 
Cleveland,  the  summit  of  the  range,  rises 
to  a  height  of  10.438  feet,  yet  it  does 
not  excel  in  natural  Attractions  Sofa 
Mountain. 

The  Sheep  Range  is  broken  on  the  east 
and  west  by  many  canyons,  chief  of 
which  are  the  North  Fork  of  the  Belly 
River.  Crooked  Creek,  Canyon  Creek, 
and  Hell  Roaring  Canyon,  in  all  of  which 


streams  gather  in  llic  ampithcatrc  can- 
yon heads,  rush  down  tlic  steep  sIo|k'» 
until  caught  up  in  lakes,  and  rtnally  de- 
scend in  a  series  of  cascades  and  tumb- 
ling fads  over  the  r<Kky  ledges. 

Ihe  valley  of  the  Belly  River  itself, 
over  a  mile  wide  at  the  river  level,  cut 
off  from  the  prairie  on  ihe  east  liy  the 
massive,  pine-clad  Mill  Ridge,  .shut  in 
on  the  west  by  bare  mountain  masses, 
and  disappearing  to  the  south  in  the  un- 
explored mountain  fastnesses  oi  Mon- 
tana, amidst  serrated,  snow-l)anked 
peaks,  dark  forested  mountain  sides  and 
glistening  glaciers,  the  whole  valley  is 
one  of  the  (juietest,  most  charming  scenic 
spots  in  .Mberta. 

West  of  the  K(K)tenay  Lakes,  tlie 
mountains,  though  higher  are  more  easily 
reached  and  vanquished.  Black  Bear 
mountain,  the  most  eastward,  and  there- 
fore the  least  so  far  a>  height  is  con- 
cerned, is  a  great  wind-swept  ridge,  al- 
most surrounded  by  Blakiston  Bro<jk 
and  Oil  Creek.  I'Vom  the  summit  of 
Black  Bear  are  seen  to  the  west — west  is 
here  the  main  trend  of  the  mountains — 
the  long,  almost  straight  valley  of  Oil 
Creek,    terminating    in    huge   dark    crim- 


The  Livingston  Range. 
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son  shale  mountains,  and  separated  by 
Mt.  Blakiston  from  the  valley  of  Blakis- 
ton  Brook,  where  lies  the  old  overland 
Kootenai  Trail.  Nestling  back  in  the 
valleys  are  several  little  lakes,  blue,  un- 
ruffled, forever  kept  from  overflowing  by 
the  sheer  walls  of  their  shores,  even 
should  the  brooks  now  emptying  them 
be  cut  off  by  some  mighty  cataclysm. 
There  are  yet  lakes  to  be  discovered  and 
named  by  explorers.  On  Oil  Creek  are 
two  beautiful  lakes,  the  larger  just  reach- 
ing the  International  boundary,  and  near 
the  Kootenay  Lakes,  in  the  same  creek 
are  the  Cameron  or  Kootenay  Falls. 

Farther  north  and  west  are  a  maze  of 
unnamed  peaks  and  a  tangle  of  deep  cleft 
valleys  focussing  about  the  only  emin- 
ences which  are  honored  with  names  in 
this  less  travelled  region,  Mt.  Anderson 
and  Newman's  Peak. 

As  is  to  be  expected  in  a  locality  so 
rugged,  and  aside  from  the  main  chan- 
nels of  travel  game  is  plentiful.  In  the 
lower  valleys  and  on  the  timbered  slopes 
deer  are  numerous,  both  the  blacktail 
and  the  white  tail.  Occasional  elk  and 
moose  have  been  known  to  wander  over 
the  grasses  from  the  British  Columbia 
and  Montana  sides,  where  they  are  more 
numerous.  But  it  is  to  the  more  wary, 
more  coveted  species  that  the  Kootenay 
lays  especial  claim.  Sheep  there  are  in 
plenty.  On  the  Sheep  Range,  where 
high  in  the  open  talus  slopes,  or  lower 
in  the  scrubby  timber  they  find  the  feed 
and  cover  thev  desire,  as  many  as  twentv- 


five  have  been  counted  in  one  day  by  one 
person.  On  the  ledges  of  the  same  range, 
as  well  as  on  other  summits  goats  may 
always  be  found.  Over  the  whole  area, 
from  the  high,  bushy,  rocky  slides  to  the 
huckleberry  thickets  of  the  river  valleys 
the  grizzly  roams,  and  seldom  does  he 
travel  where  he  does  not  find  the  scorned 
footprints  of  his  lesser  black  brother. 
There  are  also  occasional  tracks  of  the 
sleek,  invisible,  mountain  lion.  The 
splendid  cover  afforded  by  timber  and 
brush  from  the  mountains  to  the  foot- 
hills favors  the  breeding  of  all  the  game 
birds  native  to  the  region,  the  ptarmigan, 
blue  grouse,  spruce  hen,  partridge,  and 
farther  on  the  prairie,  the  chicken.  On 
the  lakes,  and  in  the  rivers  are  great 
flocks  of  coots,  and  several  varieties  of 
ducks. 

The  Kootenay  Lakes  abound  in  bull 
trout  or  chan,  some  of  which  have  been 
lately  hooked  to  a  weight  of  twenty-three 
pounds.  There  is  also  good  fishing  in 
the  mountain  streams.  Of  late  years 
the  voracity  of  the  trout  has  been  so 
abused  by  the  visiting  fishermen,  that 
without  especial  protection  by  the  fishery 
department,  the  streams  will  soon  be 
whipped  clean. 

The  rocks  of  the  whole  region  are  of 
sedimentary  origin,  limestone,  sandstone 
and  shale,  and  are  particularly  interesting 
to  students  of  geolog>-  as  examples  of  the 
formation  and  life  histories  of  mountains 
of  these  materials.  There  are  many 
splendid  examples  of  folding  and  twist- 


A    WESTERN    PARADISE 


203 


ing  of  strata,  and  many  well  defined 
faults  exposed.  Although  the  eountry 
has  been  very  closely  prospected  for  cop- 
per, coal  and  oil,  no  paying  property  has 
yet  been  discovered.  Some  near-oil- 
wells  are  in  existence  at  present  upon 
which  a  great  deal  of  labor  and  money 
was  expended.  In  one  instance  a  town 
was  built,  Oil  City,  which  to  this  day  re- 
tains its  only  odor.  City  lots  were  sur- 
veyed and  sold  to  innocent  absentees  at 
fancy  prices,  derricks  built,  oil  tanks  and 
a  distillery  constructed,  but  at  present  all 
is   deserted,   the   houses   left   untenanted 

save  for  the and  squirrel,  the  streets 

untrod  save  by  the  coyote  and  the  ma- 
chinery abandoned  to  the  tender  mercies 
of  the  junkman.  Most  interesting  are  the 
original  and  only  revenue  producing  oil 
wells,  ditches  dug  across  the  foot  of  the 
mountains  to  intercept  the  seepage  from 
the  dipping  strata.  These  were  the  work 
of  old  "Bill"  Aldrich,  now  an  inhabitant 
of  Cardston,  the  only  man  to  profit  from 
oil  in  the  Kootenays.  He  gathered  his 
product  by  soaking  it  up  on  a  gunnv 
sack  and  squeezing  it  out  into  a  pail. 
This  he  sold  to  ranchers  for  lubricating 
purposes. 

Visitors  will  find  that  the  greatest 
benefit  accruing  from  the  labors  of  the 
prospector  is  the  presence  of  a  fine  wagon 
road  to  the  summit  of  Oil  Creek.  Con- 
nected with  this  is  a  wagon  road  up  the 
Belly  River,  from  which  a  pack  trail 
leads   over   Ahern    Glacier   to    Kalisfell. 


Montana.  This  trip  should  not  be  at- 
tempted save  by  experienced  travellers, 
as  on  the  glacier  several  horses  have 
been  lost,  crashing  to  death  from  the  ice 
over  the  cliffs  below,  i'eak  trails  also 
lead  uj)  the  Little  Belly  River  and  the 
North  Fork  of  the  Ik-lly  River,  which 
are  well  known  to  the  ranchers  of  the 
neighborhood.  Another  pack  trail  of 
interest  is  one  which  leads  up  the  Koo- 
tenay  Lakes  to  the  valley  beyond.  It  is 
travelled  frequently,  there  being  a  log- 
ging operation  at  the  head  of  the  lake 
in  Montana,  the  logs  from  whicli  are 
floated  down  the  Kootenay  and  manu- 
factured in  Alberta.  The  original  pass 
over  the  mountains,  and  that  used  by  the 
Indians  and  subsequently  the  Geological 
survey  in  their  explorations  is  that  men- 
tioned above  as  following  Blakiston 
Brook  to  the  summit,  thence  the  valley 
of  the  Flathead  River  south  to  Montana. 
For  those  who  care  not  for  trails,  but  de- 
sire travel  of  a  more  rugged  sort,  there 
are  many  uncharted  valleys  and  many 
virgin  peaks. 

It  is  improbable  that  any  of  the  passes 
will  ever  be  utilised  for  railroad  construc- 
tion, but  it  is  inevitable  that  railroads 
will  approach  the  region  and  that  it  will 
be  made  more  accessible.  I'ntil  then  it 
caimot  fail  to  be  popular  with  those  who 
are  not  to  be  bluffed  by  a  drive  of  thirty 
miles,  and  with  those  who  really  seek 
the  tonic  of  stift'  exercise  and  good  sport 
out  of  doors. 
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The  Prairies  of  Saskatchewan 

Blanche  E.  Holt  Murison 


NO  pen  could  adequately  depict  the 
conflicting  emotions  that  fill  the 
mind,  as  one  stands  for  the  first 
time  alone  in  the  deep  distances 
and  vast  empty  spaces  of  these  great 
prairies  of  the  North  West.  The  prairie 
has  a  fascination  of  its  own,  but  this 
fascination  must  be  seen  and  felt  to  be 
really  understood. 

For  hundreds  of  years,  they  were  the 
happy  hunting-ground  and  undisputed 
territory  of  the  Indian,  who  with  war- 
painted  face  waged  a  deadly  feud  against 
neighboring  tribes,  or  in  more  peaceful 
times  hunted  the  bear  and  buffalo,  the 
wolf  and  jumping  deer.  Now  the  Indian 
is  rarely  seen  outside  of  the  government 
reserves,  and  even  the  tribes  to  the  far 
North  have  been  brought  under  treaty. 

Instead  of  the  Indian  in  war-paint  and 
feathers,  mounted  on  his  hardy  little 
cayuse,  and  eager  for  the  scalp  of  his 
enemy,  we  find  the  white  man  holding  a 
hand  plow,  to  which  is  harnessed  a 
yoke  of  stupid,  patient  oxen ;  or  if  he  has 
been  for  some  years  in  the  country,  we 
may  find  him  mounted  on  a  gang  plow. 
drawn  by  four  tricky-tempered  bronchos. 
Pie-a-Pot  and  his  braves  are  no  more, 
and  the  peaceful  agriculturist  reigns  in 
his  stead. 

The  lordly  buffalo,  that  at  one  time 
migrated  in  his  tens  of  thousands  from 


one  part  of  the  prairie  to  another,  is  now 
neany  extinct ;  although  today  you  can 
follow  the  trail  he  made  perhaps  fifty 
years  ago,  for  many  miles  across  the 
country.  It  is  just  a  long,  narrow  line, 
for  the  buffalo  always  travelled  in  single 
file,  and  often  it  would  take  days  for  a 
herd  to  pass  a  given  point.  All  over  the 
prairie  are  to  be  found  huge  buffalo  wal- 
lows, where  these  great  beasts  sportively 
rolled  on  the  ground,  or  basked  in  the 
warm  sunshine.  Now  all  that  remains  of 
these  monarchs  of  the  prairie,  are  tons 
and  tons  of  white  bleached  bones  and 
skulls  scattered  over  the  land.  I  have 
seen  huge  white  skulls  used  as  flower- 
pots and  garden  decorations,  and  picked 
the  mignonette  and  sweet  peas  im- 
])udently  growing  from  the  place  where 
the  buffalo's  brains  once  had  a  resting 
place. 

Another  small  denizen  of  the  prairie 
that  has  not  become  extinct,  in  spite  of 
the  energetic  efforts  of  the  homesteader 
to  put  him  out  of  existence,  is  the  gopher. 
The  gopher  is  a  species  of  ground  squir- 
rel and  one  of  the  most  inquisitive  small 
animals  alive.  As  he  hears  you  approach- 
ing, he  will  sit  up  on  his  haunches  per- 
fectly stiff  and  straight  looking  for  all 
the  world  like  a  tent  peg :  but  nothing 
can  move  quicker  than  that  same  gopher 
if  he  thinks  there  is  danger  about.     The 
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lazy  old  badger  frequtnlly  burrowb  into 
the  gopher's  hole,  and  making  a  meal  01 
the  inmates  takes  up  his  own  abode 
there. 

Where  the  prairie  is  densely  wooded, 
and  amt)ng  the  sand  hiils  by  the  banks 
of  the  great  Saskatchewan,  moose  and 
jumping-deer,  the  wolf  and  bear  are 
still  to  be  found.  In  the  shooting  season, 
the  sportsman  has  a  glorious  time  ;  every 
slough  abounds  in  wild  duck,  and  there 
is  an  abundance  of  prairie  chicken,  wild 
geese  and  turkey. 

In  the  swift  flowing  river  fish  are 
plentiful,  and  in  the  North  Saskatchewan 
the  royal  sturgeon  may  be  had  in  great 
numbers.  1  have  seen  the  eyes  of  an 
enthusiastic  follower  of  Izaak  Walton 
sparkle,  as  he  told  of  the  struggle  to  land 
a  one  hundred  and  twenty-five  pounder. 
Among  the  sand  hills  too,  grow  many 
wild  berries  of  varied  and  delicioui 
flavors ;  blueberries,  wild  raspberries, 
cranberries,  saskatoons,  choke-cherries, 
etc.,  which  the  women  folk  of  the 
"homesteader"  make  good  use  of  it. 

With  the  seasons,  the  aspect  of  the 
prairie  changes  with  panoramic  effect. 
In  the  Spring,  the  w'hite  pall  of  Winter 
is  lifted  to  disclose  a  tangled  carpet  of 
yellow  grass  that  covers  the  land ;  except 
where  the  thrifty  settler  plows,  discs. 
and  harrows  his  many  broad  acres,  and 
sows  the  seed  that  holds  for  him  the 
promise  of  harvest.  As  Summer  ad- 
vances, thousands  of  acres  of  waving 
green  stalks  appear,  and  the  virgin 
prairie  is  ablaze  with  color. 

One  author  has  written:  "Every  rose 
is  an  autograph  from  the  hand  of  the 
Almighty  God  on  the  world  about  us'" : 
then  indeed,  the  name  of  the  Creator  is 
written  large  across  the  prairie.  The 
delicately  beautiful  and  daintily  sweet 
prairie  rose  is  to  be  found  everywhere. 
peeping  just  above  the  ground  and  filling 
the  air  with  its  exquisite  fragrance. 
Sunflowers,  daisies  that  grow  in  clusters. 
Stars  of  Bethlehem,  and  gorgeous  tiger 
lilies,  all  carpet  the  prairie  with  splendid 
magnificence. 

Summer  passes  almost  imperceptibly 
into  Autumn,  which  is  the  most  beautiful 
time  of  the  year  in  the  North  West. 
Cool  breezes     gently     blow     across  the 


Velvet  Cream 

Art 
Calendars 

FREE 


Wf  Imvf  sdiiif  (if  thf  il;iinti«'st,  pi.-t- 
tie-st  Alt  Calcndai-s  >()u  cvrr  wiw.  Six 
sheets  and  every  sheet  a  work  of  art. 

We  are  givinjij  them  away  to  evny 
lady  who  will  cniiic  in  and  leave  her 
name  and  addn-ss. 

They  are  worth  50  eeiitH  hut  th«'y 
are  yours  ft>r  the  asking;. 

Take  a  look  in  (-nr  window. 

Hiint-mhei  tln-y  won't  iaht    lon^;. 


W.  M.  Harrison 
&  Co.,  Ltd. 

QUAUrV   l)RUQQI3TS 

VANCOUVER.  B.  C. 


We  will  mail  one  to  our  out-«if-town 

istouK-i-s  on  v<-«'il>t  "f  r'-'!ii<-<t. 
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prairie,  and  the  leaves  of  every  little 
bluff  don  their  gala  attire,  and  sport 
themselves  bravely  in  the  sunshine. 
Harvest  crowns  the  year,  and  as  the 
winds  sweep  through  the  ripened  grain, 
rippling  the  waves  of  swaying  stems  as 
far  as  the  eye  can  reach,  it  makes  one 
think  of  some  great  golden  ocean.  A 
golden  ocean  it  is  indeed,  over  which 
many  men  sail  to  prosperity,  and  many 
to  fortune. 

Nature  has  worked  well,  and  having 
yielded  her  wealth  and  ample  store  into 
the  hands  of  the  reaper,  she  falls  gently 
and  peacefully  into  the  long  sleep  of 
winter.  Tenderly,  unseen  spirits  of  the 
air  draw  a  pure,  white  shroud  over  her 
face,  and  we  see  her  no  more,  until  the 
voice  of  Spring  bids  her  awaken,  and 
"the  germs  which  perished  to  the  eye 
within  the  cold  breast  of  the  earth, 
spring  up  with  joy  in  the  bright  realms 
of  day." 

One  fact  that  impresses  one  al- 
most immediately  about  the  prairie,  is 
the  great  silence  and  wonderful  stillness 
of  things.    The  grandeur  of  the  vastness 


is  lost  in  the  greater  wonder  of  this 
mysterious  awe-inspiring  silence.  It 
makes  one  feel  as  though  one  had 
strayed  into  some  primeval  world,  or 
had  been  thrust  out  of  Eden  to  wander 
in  desolate  places,  by  an  outraged  and 
offended  Deity. 

Another  sight  that  is  worth  going  far 
to  see,  is  a  prairie  sunset.  God's  crest 
upon  his  azure  shield.  A  prairie  sunset 
is  a  perfectly  glorious  revelation,  as 
vaired  as  it  is  grand.  The  reflected 
glories  of  a  city  of  light  could  not  out- 
rival the  translucent  splendor  of  the 
Western  horizon  on  an  Autumn  evening. 
Gorgeous  golden  lights  appear  to  slowly 
merge  into  rainbow-hued  tints  of  amber 
and  amethyst,  maj  enta  and  purple ; 
while  higher  on  the  slope,  the  rays  of  the 
rising  moon  fringe  the  outer  edge  of  this 
sea  of  glory  with  blue  and  silver. 
Weirdly  shaped  shadows  sail  maj  estically 
across  this  ocean  of  splendor,  and  a 
vagrant  fancy  transfigures  them  into  the 
galleons  of  some  great  spirit  fleet  enter- 
ing into  their  Valhalla. 


BOYAL  GROWN  WITCH  HAZEL  TOILET  SOAP 

It  is  a  DAINTY  SOAP  for  DAINTY  WOMEN,  for  those 
who  wish  the  BEST ;  a  soap  that  is 

A  COMPLEXION  BEAUTIFIER 

and  yet  sold  at  the  price  of  ordinary  soap ; 

DELICATELY  AND  EXQUISITELY  PERFUMED 

with  pure  odor  of  flowers. 


MANUFACTURED  BY 


The  Royal  Soap  Company,  Ltd 


VANCOUVER,     B.  C. 


LOVE'SGOLDEX     HOUR  207 

Slowly  the  Western  glories  pass  and  out  over  a  tired  world,  and  sleep,  that 
fade ;  the  angels  of  the  night  unfurl  their  "gentle  foster  nurse  of  Nature,"  wraps 
sable  pinions,  the  lights  of  heaven  shine      the  dying  day  in  a  sweet  repose. 


Lovers  Golden    Hour* 

I  often  wonder  where  you  are, 

Friend  of  the  long  ago ; 

Till  thought  becomes  a  prayer  for  you, 

Because — I  loved  you  so: 

Perhaps  my  heart,  beyond  my  will, 

As  angels  love,  may  love  you  still. 

Dear,  is  there  ought  of  blame  in  this, 
To  hold  within  my  heart  your  kiss? 

Sometimes  a  vagrant  fancy  comes 
And  whispers  low,  that  you 
Live  o'er  with  me  that  little  hour 
We  both  of  us  once  knew : 
When  soul  met  soul  as  hand  clasped  hand. 
Just  by  Love's  boundless  borderland. 
Dear,  had  we  taken  one  step  more. 
Had  we  been  nearer  than  before? 

I  like  to  think  that,  maybe  life 
Held  greater  things  for  each  ; 
Far  deeper  depths  for  us  to  sound, 
Far  higher  heights  to  reach : 
And  when  the  lesson  is  complete. 
Some  other  day  again  we'll  meet. 
Dear,  but  remember,  sun  or  shower. 
Love  gave  to  us  one  golden  hour. 
One  golden  hour  to  taste  of  bliss. 
Thank  God  for  this — thank  God  for 
this! 


Canada's  Greatest  Western  School 

Sprott-Shaw  Business  Institute 


VANCOUVER.  B.  C. 

will  hoiu-efortli  lie  known  ;i 


VANCOUVER  BUSINESS  INSTITUTE 

The  youngest  Business  Scliool  in  B.  C,  yel  ha.'*  twice  the  iiltoml  •nco  of  any  other, 
MERIT  tlie  reivson  for  our  GROWTH 

Write  for  ciitalnjjuf. 
:.  J.  SPROTT,  B.  A..  W.  H.  STIAW.  K>.|.  J.  K.  f  TNVr  \(  :II  AM.  lU.i.. 

Manager  I'r.v-idcnl  .-,•■.   I':..,. 
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A  GENEROUS  RESPITE. 

A  schoolmistress  in  a  country  town 
who  had  long  been  annoyed  by  the  per- 
versities of  a  male  pupil  of  nineteen,  one 
day  kept  him  in  and  began  to  flog  him. 
He,  however,  disarmed  her.  and  returned 
several  kisses  for  each  blow.  The 
schoolmistress  unable  to  forgive  this 
breach  of  discipline  looked  him  sternly 
in  the  face,  shaking  her  forefinger  at 
him  in  a  menacing  manner,  and  said 
solemnly,  "\\'illiam,  I  will  give  you  just 
fifteen  minutes  to  stop  this,  and  then  I 
shall   punish   you   again." 


"Well,  what  do  you  think  yourselves 
about  it?"  "We  have  talked  it  over, 
your  honor,  and  we  think  it  is  a  star 
sprung  a  leak." 


A  NEBULOUS  THEORY. 

The  following  story  is  told  by  a  navel 
officer  as  happening  on  one  of  his  cruises, 
when  his  sailors  saw  a  comet.  They 
were  somewhat  surprised  and  alarmed 
at  its  appearance,  and  the  crew  met  and 
appointed  a  committee  to  wait  upon  the 
commander  for  his  opinion.  They  ap- 
proached him  and  said:  "We  want  to 
ask  your  opinion,  your  honor."  "Well, 
my  boys,  what  about?"  "We  want  to 
ask  you  about    that    thing    up    there." 


A  NATIONAL  SEED  HOUSE. 

With  the  awakening  of  spring  the  de- 
mand for  seed  and  flower  catalogues 
commences  and  one  of  the  handsomest 
catalogues  received  by  Westward  Ho!  is 
that  issued  by  Wm.  Rennie  Co.,  Ltd. 
one  of  the  largest  houses  in  Canada,  and 
having  branches  in  the  leading  cities  from 
Toronto  to  Vancouver.  The  book  is 
neatly  bound  in  lithographed  covers,  in 
colors  and  illustrated  by  some  250  en- 
gravings devoted  to  grain,  vegetables  and 
flowers  and  showing  cuts  of  splendid: 
crops  of  some  special  varieties  taken 
from  Nature.  It  contains  also  a  lot  of 
valuable  information  and  tells  just  what 
to  plant  in  the  garden  or  farm.  Every 
reader  of  this  magazine  should  secure  a 
copy  of  "Rennie's  1909  Seed  Annual,*' 
which-  will  be  sent  free,  on  application 
at  anv  of  the  branches. 


THE  MONARCH  RANGE 


As  you  all  know  is  the  pride  of  Hun- 
dreds of  families  in  British  Columbia 
and  it  is  known  by  them  to  be  the  best 
Range   manufactured. 

THE  MONASCH  is  manufactured  out 
of  MaUeable  Iron  and  Russian  Sheet 
Steel,  and  therefore  is  unbreakable. 

The  Oven  of  the  Monarch  is  riveted 
together      with      Norway     Iron     Bivets, 

therefore  is  air-tight — beware  of  the 
Range  bolted  together  and  the  seams 
filled  with  Stove  Putty,  as  both  will 
work  loose  and  fall  out  and  your  Range 
is    ruined. 

Send  for  Catalogue,  "Hints  to  Range 
Buyers,"  and  also  find  out  our  proposi- 
tion. 

Sold  only  and  guaranteed  by 

Hodgson  &  Stearman 

HASDWASE    MEBCSANTS, 
546  GU±JmJ.XMli  ST»EET 


vAjrcoirvEB,  b 


-    J.5 

J.: 

C.    li 
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"BAGLET  makes  good  RUBBER  STUMPS" 
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HOMER  STREET, 


Vancouver,  B.C. 


Trust  It  To  Us— 

We'll  clean  your  fine  waists,  gowns 
or  suits  as  only  experts  can  do  it. 
Our  improved  French  method  does 
not  harm  the  most  delicate  fabrics, 
lace  or  embroidery.  Waists  and 
Gowns   dyed. 

PERTH  STEAM  DYE  WORKS 
562  Seymour  St.,  VANCOUVER,  B.C. 


Y^/E  are  fully  equipped  for  big 
^  business,  and  solicit  orders 
for  fresh  meats  from  Contractors, 
Logp^ing  Camps,  Mills  and  Retail 
Butchers. 

Vancouver=Prince  Rupert 
Meat  Co.,  Ltd. 

Head  Office  and  Cold  Storage  Plant : 


Vancouver,  B.  C. 


Xhl-XfA  Hastings 
Street.  W. 


Wallpaper.   Painting. 

Go  to  Cross  &  Huestis  for  fine  Wall 
Papers,  Burlaps  or  Artistic  "Wall  Cover- 
ings. 

Estimates  furnished  for  painting,  kal- 
soming,  and  decorating.  Best  materials 
always  used,  as  we  import  our  own 
leads,  oils,  and  varnishes  from  England. 


Cross  &  Huestis 


437   Homer   St.  Opp. 

VANCOUVEB, 


'World' 
B.C. 


Bldg-. 


B.  e.   DeTECTIVB  SMRVier. 

Oiif-ratlvs  r..r  .•^.•ry  .  I.im^  ,,f 

ClvU,    Criminal    and    Commercial 

Inveatl^ationa. 

R.   8.    BABON,    Bapt. 

H«ad    Office:    207    and    308    Crowa    Bld«^ 

VAKCOUVEB,   B.C. 
"/(/,.-»/ /,-, III.,/-    A,>,f 


Brown  Bros.  Co.  Ltd. 

I  LOKlSTS 

Pruit  Tree*,  .^hruba,  Hulb*  and 

Fl.iwrrlng  Clanl* 

Writ.- for  I'.M.M  ,iliil..Kii.-     II.  fr.-.-. 

59  Hastings  St.,  I:.,  Nancouver,  B.C. 


PATENTS 

■  A.VD    TR.VDE    MARK.S 

Obtained  In  all  CountrleB. 

ROWLA.N'D   BRITTAI.V. 
Registered  Patent  Attorney  and  Mechani- 
cal Engineer.     Call  or  write  for  full   Infor- 
mation.    Room  3,  Fairfield  Block.  OranvUle 
Street.   Vancouver,   B.C. 


The  House  of  Ridgway.x  wan  ealabllHhvd  in 
the  year  1S36.  Over  ncvenfy  yean  n'putallon 
for  quality  and   flavor. 


TORONTO  .    MONTREAL. 
\A/INNIPEC  .VANCOUVER 


VANCOUVER  STORE 

122  HASTINGS  5TW. 
PO.BOX  12  73. 
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Sutton's 
Seeds 


SEND  FOR  DESCRIPTIVE  CATALOGUE 

THE  BRACKMAN-KER 
MILLING  CO.,  LTD. 

SOLE  AGENTS 

136  HASTINGS  ST.,  WEST, 
VANCOTJVEB,  B.C. 


UNDERWEAR 

KNITTED(NOTCUT)TOFIT 
THE  FORN.  ADAPTS  ITSELF  TO 
EVERyHOVEHEHTOFTHEBODY 

.Ma.de    irk    Canada,    by 

Tha  C.TURNBULL    Co. 
or    Caut   limited  . 


HENRYS 

For  the  Spring  Trade  : 

Tested  Stock- 

SEEDS  for  Farm,  Garden  or  Con- 
servatory—from the  best  growers  in 
England,  France,  Holland,  United 
States  and  Canada. 

Fruit  and  Ornamental  Trees. 

Small  Fruits,  home  grown. 

Fertilizers, 

Bee  Supplies,   Spraying   Ma- 
terials, Cut  Flowers. 

140  page  Catalogue  Free, 

M.J.  HENRY 

Office,  Greenhouses 
and    Seedhouse, 

301G  Westminster   Road, 
VANCOUVER,  B.C. 


NURSERIES 


FRUIT  CULTURE 

GARDENING 

Valuable    suggestions    are    to    be    had 
from  our  books 

Beaton's   Garden  Management $3.00 

The  American  Fruit  Culturist — 

J.    J.    Thomas    $3.00 

Principles    of    Fruit    Gardening — 

L.  H.  Bailey $2.00 

The  Nursery   Book — 

L.  H.  Bailey $2.00 

The   Pruning   Book — 

L.  H.  Bailey $2.00 

Garden  Making — 

L.  H.  Bailey $2.00 

Principles  of  Vegetable  Gardening — 

L.  H.  Bailey $2.00 

Soils,   Their  Properties  and  Manage- 
ment— 0.  W.   Burkett    $1.50 

Roses   and   Their   Culture — 

W.   D.   Prior    $1.00 

Practical   Flower  Gardening — 

Wright  &  Castle    60c 

Practical  Vegetable  Gardening — 

Wright  &  Castle   60c 

Practical   Potato   Growing — 

Wright  &  Castle    40c 

Multum-in-Parvo  Gardening — 

S.    Wood     40c 

THOMSON 
STATIONERY  G?b 

325  HASTINGS  ST.  'PHONE  3520 

VANCOXrVER,    B.C. 
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^CHOOL5AnpCOLLEGE5 


^^^^V.V 
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Shorthand  School 

Day  and  evening  classes. 

Class  or  private   tuition. 

Competent  teachers. 

Shortest      and      quickest      possible 
method. 


E.  F.  LINDNER,  Principal. 
633  Hastings  St.  W.,  Vancouver,  B.C. 


ST.  ANN'S  ACADEMY 


406    Dansmnlr   St.,    Vanconver,    B.C. 

Boarding  and  day  school,  conducted 
by  the  Sisters  of  St.  Ann,  offering  suit- 
able accommodations,  modern  sanitary 
ecjuipments.  Discipline  mild,  but  firm, 
uniting  a  careful  training  of  manners 
and  character,  with  the  best  Intellectual 
and  physical   training. 

Curriculum  —  Primary,  Intermedlave 
and  Academic  grades,  together  with 
Music  and  Art  Studies.  A  complete  and 
practical  Commercial  Course  is  also  at- 
tached to  the  establishment. 

For  further  particulars,  apply  to 

SISTER    SUPERIOR. 


HIGH£S  STUDIES,  IiANaiTAGES,  ETC. 

Also  elementary  classes;  careful  pre- 
paration for  all  examinations.  Rev.  A. 
St.  John  Mildmay.  M.A.,  Oxford  (late 
Principal  Vernon  College),  1061  Barclay 
St.,  Vancouver,  B.  C. 


Studio  of  Arts  and  Crafts. 

Classes  in  china  decoration,  metal 
work,  leather  craft,  and  stencilling.  Full 
stock  of  materials  kept.  For  terms 
apply    to — 

mts.  x:i.i.is 

1056    Oeorgla    St.,        VAirCOTTW^EB.    B.C. 


Chesterfield  School 

North  Vancouver,  B.C. 

Residential  and  Day  School  for  Boys. 
Principals— A.  H.  Scriven,  Esq.,  B.A.. 
R.  H.  Bates.  Esq..  B.A. 

Boys  prepared  for  the  Universities 
and  Commerce.  Preparatory  depart- 
ment. Manual  Training,  Gymnastics, 
Military  Drill.  Five  acres  athletic 
field,  covered  play-ground. 
Prospectus  and  terms  on  application. 


Our  Keynote  li 


PRACTICAL 
EXPERIENCE 

May  we  lend  you  our  Proipectus? 

Calgary  Business  College 

CAI.OABT,    ALTA. 


PITMAN'S 

Shorthand  and 
Business  College 


liirgv  on 
Mlbj»oU 
i>n  tfi«en 


The  oldest,  liirK'ost.  nmi 
the  Pacitic  Coiwt.  W 
Uujfht,  individual  tuition 
to  backward  student*. 

Fees  one  month  115.00.  lhro«  rnonthn  $40  00,  sii 
months  $75.00.    Text  bookH  free. 

Write  for  pronpectu.H,  »cnt  free  to  any  »ddre«. 
tJ32-6.-M-fi3C  .Seymour  .-^trt-rt.  VANCOtJVBR.  B.C. 
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NO  MORE 
GREY  HAIR 


Madame  Humphreys  has  just  received 
a  large  consignment  of  Mary  T.  Gold- 
man's Hair  Restorer,  without  exception 
the  best  article  of  its  kind  on  the 
market  today.  Just  as  good  for  gentle- 
men as  ladies;  easy  to  use;  does  not 
rub   off. 

Beautiful  Marcel  Wave,  50c;  Sham- 
poo, 25c  and  50c;  Face  Massage  and 
treatment  for  all  kinds  of  skin  troubles, 
and  building  up  of  wasting  tissues  and 
flabby  muscles. 

Pimples  and  blackheads  positively 
healed. 

Young  gentlemen  treated  as  well  as 
ladies  at 

The  Alexandra 


Madam  Humphreys 


Granville  St. 


VANCOUVER,  B.C, 


>«-«r»*»»' 


DB.    T.    FEIiXX    GOUBAUD'S 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 

Or  Magical   Beautifier. 

Purifies  as  well  as  Beautifies  the  Skin. 
No    other    cosmetic   will    do    it. 

Removes  Tan.  Pimples,  Freckles,  Moth 
Patches,  Rash  and  Skin  Diseases,  and 
everv  blemish  on  beauty,  and  deflies  de- 
tection. It  has  stood  the  test  of  60 
years;  no  other  has,  and  is  so  harm- 
less— we  taste  it  to  be  sure  it  is  pro- 
perly made.  Accept  no  counterfeit  of 
similar  name.  The  distinguished  Dr.  L. 
A.  Sayre  said  to  a  lady  of  the  haut-ton 
(a  patient):  "As  you  ladies  will  use 
them,  I  recommend  'GOUBATJD'S 
CREAM'  as  the  least  harmful  of  all  the 
skin   preparations." 

GOURATTS'S  ORI^KTAI.  TOII.ET 
POWDER 
For  infants  and  adults.    Exquisitely  per- 
fumed.    Relieves   Skin  Irritations,   cures 
Sunburn   and   renders  an   excellent   com- 
plexion. 

Price  25  cents,  by  mail. 
GOXTRATTD'S   FOTTSRE    SUBTII.E 

Removes    superfluous    Hair. 

Price  $1.00,   toy  mail. 

FERD.    T.    HOPKINS,    Prop., 

New  York  City. 

HENDERSON  BROS., 

Wholesale  Distrltoutors. 

Vancouver   and  Victoria,   B.C. 


SAN   FRANCISCO  FUR  CO. 

E.  A.  Roberts,  Manage-. 

919  Granville  St.,  Vancouver,  B.  C, 
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NORRIS  SAFE  AND 
LOCK  CO. 


jfire  aii6  3B«rolav  proof 

Safes 

Dault  Doors,  XTime  Xocks, 

JSan\\  an& 

Safe  Deposit  IDaults, 

Jail  an^  prison  morM. 


316  Cordova  Street  West,  4 

VANCOUVER,  B.  C.  I 

B.  A  .OSWALD.         -         Local  Manager    ^ 


WIWinVALIDSPORT 


Hlli/jy, 


(a  la  Quina  du  Perou 


Pays  daily  dividends 
in  health,  strength  and 
vigor,  by  increasing 
appetite,  helping  di- 
gestion, and  mildly 
toning  the  entire 
system 


A  healthy  Stimulant 
An  Invigorating  Drink 
A  Delightful  Appetizer 

Big  Bottle 

All  Druggists 

Everywhere 


PADiViORE'S 

CIGAR 
STORE 


Tobacco  Jars,  Ci^ar  Cases 

and  some  Good  Case 

Pipes  at  Reduced 

Prices. 


No.  1—2.  THE  ARCADE 


ncoiaver  B.  C 


This  ifi'i'iitly  (liscovi'ivd  ink 
is  siu-oiiilly  iul.ipl«tl  fur  A<- 
couiitamsHud  the  leniil  fra- 
ternity, and  is  uiisuroas.si'*!  as 
.1  Hist-ciass  writing  tliiul.  \V«' 
guaranti-i'  it  stritlly  arid 
pituif. 

KxcelU'iit  for  Fountain    I'«ns. 


J 
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Palmer  Engines 


The  fuel  bill  of  our 
Four-Cycle  Motors  will 
save  you  one-half  the  cost 

of  motor  in  one  season. 

We  carry  a  large  stock 
on  hand,  also  engine  fitt- 
ings, shafting,  propellers. 
reverse  gears,  whistle  out- 
fits, and  electric  equipment. 

Palmer  Bros. 

28  Powell  Street, 
Vancouver,  B.C. 


V.  M.  Dafoe,  "Western  Canadian  Bepreeentative. 
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No  Need  to  Send  East 
For  an  Engine 

You  can  save  money  by  buying  from  us. 

We  manufacture  our  engines  from  the  castings 
up  and  absolutely  guarantee  them.  You  take  no 
risks.     We  make  from  3  to  40  H.  P. 


EASTHOPE    BROS. 

Maniifactnrers    of    Marine    Gasoline    Engines. 
Builders   Complete  Iiaunches. 


Office  and  Factory:   1705   GEOBaiA  STREET, 


VANCOUVER,   B.C. 


Double   Cylinder. 


WHY 


fool  witli  .licap  K-isoliiK'  ••iik'in«'.s    wlirti  a  fi-w 

iiiorr  dollars  will   inncinf  .1   c I  .mi.-- 

THE  ADAMS 

is  a  f,'(>(Kl  inachiiH'  that   will  (1«.  it.-«  work  prop 
crly  undrr  all  w<'Mth«'r  c»uuUtion.s. 

Wi'  coml   your  inv«'stiK'Vtion. 

A   postal  cud  will  hrinj;  you  our  <-atnloK- 

Write  for  it. 


The  Adams  Launch  and  Engine 
Mfg.  Company 


108  Water  Street 


Vancouver.  B.  C, 
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41  CALIBRE  REPEATER  RIFLE- 

Special  Price  $6 

We  have  just  received  a  limited  number  of  army  rifles;  the  product  of  one  of 
the  best  Arsenals  in  Europe.  These  rifles  were  made  under  the  direct  supervision 
of  the  Swiss  g-ovemment. 

The  stock   is   of  a  beautiful   walnut  with  steel  butt-plate;    barrel  is  of  the  hig'hest 
army  steel.     The  rifle  is  fitted  with  swivels    for    sling     straps.       The   magrazine     holds 
twelve   cartridgres   with   an   extra   one   in  the   chamber — making-  thirteen  in  all. 
THE    RIPIiE    FOB    BIG    GAME. 

A  cleaning-rod  and  box  of  ammunition  will  be  supplied  with  each  rifle.  Ammuni- 
tion  can   be   had   at   any   sporting   goods   store. 

These  rifles  are  highly  recommended.  They  originally  cost  the  Swiss  govern- 
ment $25. 

They  are  not  old  or  obselete  and  have  had  very  little  use  and  best  of  care. 
The  Swiss  government  has  decided  to  issue  rifles  with  a  longer  range  than  this 
particular   type   of   rifle. 

"We  give  this  rifle  to  you  with  a  guarantee  that  they  are  in  perfect  condition 
and  that  they  will  give  good  service  for  many  years.  They  would  sell,  in  the  ordinary 
way  in  this  country,  at  from  $25  to  $35  and  are  so  simple  in  construction  as  to 
warrant  us  in  saying  that  they  will  practically  last  a  lifetime. 

QEMEMBEB    THE    FBICE    OF    THIS  BIFI.E  IS  $6. 
Unless    you    order   promptly    we   do   not  promise  delivery,  inasmuch  as  we  have  only 
a   limited   number.      Send    us    a    money    order   or  cash  with  your  letter. 

J.  A    FLETT,  LTD.,  1 1 1  Hastings  St.,  Vancouver,  B.  C. 


WHAT 


Marine  Motors 
Mean  to  You 

^lore  Speed.    More  Control. 
Higher  Efficiency. 
Greater  Economy. 
More  Satisfaction. 

Two  and  Foiir  Cycle  Types  fitted 
with  Make  and  Break  or  Jump 
Spark  Ignition. 


jMAXattJiTr    &    WII.Z.IAMS,    Pender    St. 
Vancouver  Agents, 


Manufactuied  by 

HUTCHISON  BROS.  &  CO. 
LIMITED 

ENGINEERS  AND    FOUNDERS 

VICTORIA,  B.  C. 


vDVERTISIXG   SECTION,    WKST\VAl;i»    Ilo:    MACiAZINK 
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24-38  H.P.,  6-cylin(ler,  two-cycle,  combination  twn  ;iii<l  thr.-.-  i.,  ,rf      I-",.,.-  ...rvi^... 
able  engine  for  speed  boat. 

Our  1909  models  of 

FAIRBANKS-MORSE 
MARINE    ENGINES 

APPROACH    PERFECTION   AS  NEAR  AS 

IS     POSSIBLE     WITH     HUMAN     SKILL 

AND  BEST  MATERIALS 

All  cylinders  are  ground  like  glass  by  latest  process. 
All  bearings  are  babbitted  and  renewable. 
All  have  double  and  positive  system  of  lubrication. 
We  furnish  either  Jump,  or  Make  and  Break  ignition. 
We  use  the  famous   Schebler  carburretter. 

We  make  a  special  simple  slow  speed,  moderate  p'ice  engine  for  fishing  boats. 
We  install  the  engines  if  wanted — and  look  after  them. 

We  guarantee  every  engine  and  OUR  guarantee  is  worth  something  to  you. 
Ask  for  Catalog  or  see  our  display. 


CANADIAN  FAIRBANKS  CO.,  Ltd.         | 

p                                     101-3  WATER  STREET,   VANCOUVER.   B.C.  ± 

i   MONTREAL,          TORONTO.          ST.   JOHN.          WINNIPEG.  CALGARY.   J 

i  i 


DRUNKENNESS  CAN  BE  CURED  BY  THE 

EVAN'S  GOLD  CURE  TREATMENT 


The  Evans  Institute  has  now  been 
established  over  fourteen  years  in  Win- 
nipeg and  one  year  in  Vancouver.  It 
has  met  with  entire  success,  even  in 
cases  which  had  been  regarded  as  ab- 
solutely hopeless.  The  treatment  not 
only  entirely  dispels  the  craving  but 
creates  a  positive  distaste  for  stimu- 
lants. It  also  restores  the  nervous  sys- 
tem, induces  natural  sleep,  creates  a 
healthy  appetite  and  improves  the  gen- 
eral health  of  the  patient.  The  treat- 
ment is  gradual,  and  patients  are  al- 
lowed their  usual  stimulants  until  In 
from  four  to  five  days,  they  no  longer 
want  them. 

We  refer,  by  permission,  to  the  fol- 
lowing from  among  the  thousands  who 
are  familiar  with  and  approve  of  the 
Evans  treatment:     The  Hon.  Hugh  John 


Macdonald,  ex-Minister  of  the  Interior 
and  ex-Premier  of  Manitoba;  Ven. 
Archdeacon  Fortin,  Holy  Trinity,  Winni- 
peg; Rev.  Dr.  Duval,  Moderator,  Gen- 
eral Assembly,  Presbyterian  Church  of 
Canada;  ex-Mayor  Andrews,  Winnipeg; 
ex-Mayor  Ryan,  Winnipeg;  ex-Mayor 
Jameson,  Winnipeg;  ex-Mayor  Mc- 
Creary,  Winnipeg;  Dr.  C.  W.  Gordon 
(Ralph  Connor),  Winnipeg;  Dr.  F.  S. 
Chapman,  M.D.,  Winnipeg;  Judge  Prlt- 
chard.  Carman,  Man.;  Prof.  J.  H.  Rid- 
dell,   Winnipeg. 

A  prospectus  containing  full  infor- 
mation regarding  the  treatment  will  be 
mailed  privately  on  application. 

The  Evans  Institute  of  Vancouver 
has  now  removed  to  more  commodious 
Quarters   at 


950   FARE   DRXVE 


(Qrandview    Carllne)        VAKCOXTVES,  B.C. 


Incorporated  with  the  Vancouver  Photo  Engraving  Co. 


Gotvfter, 

anrf'nECTROTlfPER. 

63  Granville  St.,  VANCOUVER. 


The  "New  Arr  BELL  PIANOS 

Will  last  in  your  home  a  lifetime.    Tne  manufacturers    WARRANT    THEM    for 

TEN  YEARS 

They  have  more  GENTTIlTi:  and  HONEST  endorsements  from  prominent  Musical 
Institutions    and   musical   people,   than    any   other  Canadian  Piano. 
They  are  sold  in  B.  C.  by 

Vancouver's  Largest  Piano  Store 

which  is  said  by  Eastern  Manufacturers    to  be  better   equipped,   and  to   carry  a 
larger   stock,   than  any  other  music   concern  west  of  Montreal. 

At    our    store    customers    nave   a    chioce. 


J.? 

g       439-441   HASTINGS   STREET 


The  Montelius  Piano  House  ud 


VANCOUVER,   B.C. 


i'H'ii'ii'i  i'ifif 
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t:  FRASER  VALLEY  FRUIT  FARMS  *? 


Improved  and  unimproved  fruit  and  dairy  farms  In  centre  of  proaperoui  aetlle- 
ment.  Soil  is  a  rich  loam — free  from  stumps  and  stones.  The  land  will  pay  for 
Itself   the   first    year.     Small    cash    payment,    balance    on    easy    terms. 

If  interested   write  for  particulars. 


J.  W.  HAND,  311   Homer  5t.,  Vancouver.  B.  C. 

«:^-:*:-:H-c:-:^>::-::f:-:H-:-:rhKH-:-:-iT:-:*K*«^^^^ 


SESTAVSAHTS. 

The  Granville  Cafe — $5.00  meal  tickets  for 
$4.50.  Four  course  dinner,  25c.  Special 
breakfast,  15c.  Neat,  clean,  homelike.  Trays 
sent  out.  762  Granville  St.,  opposite  Opera 
House,    Vancouver,    B.C.     W.    F.   Winters. 

'  BBXTISK   COIiXntKBIA   IiAKDS. 

Very  handsomely  illustrated  catalogue  of 
fruit  and  farm  lands.  Every  man  inter- 
ested in  a  milder  climate  should  write  for 
it.  F.  J.  Hart  &  Co.,  Ltd.  Established 
1891.     Vancouver,    B.  C. 

~~  OIiS  BOOKS. 

I  buy  Old  Books,  Magazines,  Manuscripts,  etc. 
Have  on  hand  large  selection  of  reference 
books  and  works.  Write  full  particulars.  K. 
J.  Galloway,  782  Granville  St.,  Vancouver, 
B.  C. 


BRITISH   COI>TnCBIA  TIICBXB 

We  are  exclusive  dealers  in  British  Columbia 
Timber  Lands.  No  better  time  to  buy  than 
now,  for  investment  or  Immediate  lonlnj. 
Write  us  for  any  sized  tract.  E.  R.  Chandlar, 
407    Hastings    St.,    Vancouver.    B.C. 

BUSIDTESS  OFFOBTUBITXS8. 

If  you  are  inter«.-sted  in  the  Canadian  Weat, 
send  10  cents  in  stamps  for  three  late  laaues 
of  Westward  Ho!,  containing  fully  lllualrat«d 
descriptive  articles  about  dairying,  fruit  crow- 
ing, poultry  raising  and  general  farming  con- 
ditions In  Manitoba,  Saskatchewan.  Alb«rta 
and   British  Columbia. 


This  is  to  Certify : 

On  January  14th,  1909,  one  of  our 
horses,    died   of   rupture  of  blood   vessel. 

That  we  have  this  day  received  from 
the  BritlBli  American  Live  Stock  Abbo- 
ciation,  Ltd.,  their  cheque  for  JloO.OO, 
the  full  amount  of  our  claim.  This 
promptness    speaks    for   itself. 

Yours  very  truly, 

LONIDON   GROCERY    COMPANY,  Ltd. 
F.  W.  Welsh,  Man.  Director. 
Dated  at  Vancouver,  B.C.,  this  26th  day 
of  January,  1909. 


An  Assured  Iicome  Represents 
Future  Happiness. 


Issucsa  Policy  I  hat  Protect-  the  IndlTldualand 
ProvideHfortluKutun-.  .\  Po-tal  will  give  you 
full  infornuitiim.     .\<l<lri— < 

WILLIAM  J.   7WISS.  Manager 

VANt  «»1   VKi;.   H.  C. 


Inyestments&Securities 

cxd  LANfDs,  Bonds,  Stocks,  Etc.  cv> 


THE  SOUTH-WEST  ALBERTA  LAND  CO.,  Limited 

(INCORPORATED   IN   PROVINCE    OF   ALBERTA), 

Invests  funds  on  first  mortgages  on  Albertan  Wheat  Farms  at  Eight  to  Ten  per  Cent, 
per  annum.  The  Large  margins  and  the  upward  trend  of  values  make  these  lands  the 
best  secured  investments  at  the  highest  interest  for  both   home  and  British  Capital. 

ARTHUR  C.  KEMMIS,  PINCHER  CREEK,  ALBERTA,  CAN. 

Refer  to  UNION'  BANK  OF  CANADA  Solicitor  for  S.  W.  Alberta  Laud  Co  ,  Ltd. 


HAROLD    IVIAYNE    DALY 

MEMBER  VANCOUVER  STOCK  EXCHANGE 

STOCKS3  LOANS  AND  INSURANCE 

103  Crown  Buildinq  615  Pender  St.,  VANCOUVER,  B.  C. 


MONEY  JOHN  J.  BANFIELO  esto 

TO  REAL  ESTATE,  IN 

LOAN  INSURANCE,    INVFSTMENTS.  Ig^l 

607  Hastings  St.  W.,  Vancouver,  B.C. 


Yorkshire  Guarantee  & 
Securities   Corporation, 

Limited,  of  Huddersfield,  England 

CAPITAL        -        -        -        $2,500,000. 

MORTGAGES     ON     REAL     PROPERTY 

MUNICIPAL     BONDS     BOUGHT     AND     SOLD 

ESTATES  MANAGED,  FINANCIAL  AGENTS. 

Vacant    and    Improved    Properties    for    Sale    in    Vancouver,    North    Vancouver, 
Victoria,  and  New  Westminster 

Also  SUBURBAN  AND  FARM  LANDS  in  Lower  Fraser  Valley. 

General  Agents  in  B.  C.  for 

YORKSHIRE    FIRE    AND     LIFE    INSURANCE     COMPANY,     LIMITED. 

OF  YORK,  ENGLAND   (Established  1824,  Assets  $10,000,000). 

R.  KERR  HOULGATE,  Manager 

440  SEYMOUR  STREET  -  -  -  -  VANCOUVER,  B.C. 
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A  Choice 
Investment 

12  Per  Cent 

DIVIDENDS    LAST    YEAR. 

The    stock   of   the 

FRTTDENTIAIi    INVESTMENT 

COMPANY,    I.IMITED, 

is    now    offered    to    the    public    on    easy 
terms  of  payment. 

Subscribed  Capital    $155,000.00 

Paid-up    Capital     68,000.00 

Reserve  and  Surplus    9       9,246.67 

THOS.    T.    I.ANai.OIS, 

President   and  Managrer. 

JAS.   BAMSAT, 

Vice-President. 

Office:   Cor.   Pender   and  Homer   Streets, 

VANCOtrVEB,   B.C. 

Write   for   literature. 


The  Grand  Trunk 
Pacific  R.  R. 


.11  !..•  Ihn.ijk,'),  ih 


Nechaco  Valley 

YOUR  CHANCE 

tok'l't  l\i\-*  liiixl  111  a  l..\v  n.   ■ 

WILL  NOT  LAST  LONG 


and  you  are  guaranteed  24  |)«r  corit.  on  the 
invtstnienl. 


(  iilti vated  land  $30  per  acre. 

Uncultivated  Land  f  16  |H;r  acre. 


Appieton  Investment  Corp.   Ltd, 


PAIBPZEIiS   BI.BO.,   VANCOnVEB,  B.C. 


WHITE    BI.DO.,    SEATTI.E, 


K*:-:4^K^:-:^K^K^K^K*^?*«?!^«*«^K^^«*K^K^^^ 
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A  COSY  LIBEAEY 


Equipped  with  Globe  Wernicke  Sectional  Book- 
cases is  a  splendid  addition  to  any  home.  There 
is  scarcely  a  problem  in  the  furnishing  of  a 
ibrary  that  cannot  be  successfully  and  artistically 
solved  by  using  these  cases.  They  are  made  in 
a  variety  of  sizes  to  suit  different  books  and 
also  in  a   number  of  finishes. 

We  have  a  large  stock  of  Roll  Top  and  Flat 
Top  Office  Desks,  Office  Chairs,  Filing  Cabinets. 
etc. 

Provincial  Agents 
UNDERWOOD  VISIBLE  TYPEWRITER.      | 

The  Webster  Hanna  Co.   | 

426.  438,  430  Cordova  St.  W.,  Vancouver.  B.C.  ^ 
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Are  You  Looking  for  a  Business  Opening  or  a 
Safe    Investment  ? 

THE  BULKLEY  VALLEY,  B.  C. 


with  its  vast  area  of  rich  agricultural  lands,  coal  fields,  and  adjacent 
mountain  ranges,  rich  with  precious  metals,  such  as  gold,  silver, 
copper,  lead,  etc.,  offers  most  unusual  opportunities  for  those  look- 
ing  for  favorable  business  openings  and  investments. 

With  the  certain  construction  of  the  MAIN  LINE  of  the 
GRAND  TRU\K  PACIFIC  RAILWAY  through  this  valley,  it  is 
bound  to  become  one  of  the  richest  agricultural  and  mining  dis- 
tricts in  the  world,  and  its  development,  now  that  ample  transpor- 
tation facilities  are  assured  for  the  near  future,  will  be  marvel- 
lously rapid. 

IF  YOU  ARE  INTERESTED  IN  THIS  NEW  COUNTRY,  send 
me  a  postal  with  y  our  name  and  address,  and  I  will  send  you  full 
particulars  concerning  BULKLEY  VALLEY  LANDS  and 

TELK  WA 

The  Commercial  Centre  of  the  Bulkley  Valley. 

This  town  is  located  in  the  very  heart  of  the  BULKLEY  VAL- 
LEY, at  the  confluence  of  the  Bulkley  and  Telkwa  Rivers.  It  Is 
now  the  distributing  point  for  the  Bulkley  and  Telkwa  Valleys  and 
is  destined  to  be  one  of  the  most  important  cities  in  Northern 
British  Columbia. 

To  those  de-iiring  to  purchase  property  In  TELKWA  with  the 
Intention  of  entering  business  and  living  there,  special  induce- 
ments will  be  offered. 

J.  L.  FOREPAUQH,  Agent 

Jones  Block,  407  Hastings  St.,    Vancouver,  B.  C. 
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Nicola  Valley  Coal 

THE  BEST  DOMESTIC  AND  STEAM 
COAL  IN  THE  WEST. 


Agencies  at  :— 

VANCOUVER,  ASHCROFT,  KAMLOOPS.  REVELSTOKE, 

VERNON  AND  OKANAGAN  POINTS, 

NELSON  AND  KOOTENAY  POINTS. 

Head  Officai-VANCOUVER,   B.-C. 
Collieries  :-MIDDLESBORO,  B.  C. 

Nicola  Valley  Coal  and  Coke  Co.  Ltd 
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The  New  Flavor 


"MAPLEINE" 


Makes  the  most  delicious  talkie  syrup  with  a  tlavor 
similar  to  and  better  than  Maple —  delicate  and 
tempting.  Like  lemon  and  vanilla  it  flavors  pud- 
dings, cakes,  sauces,  icings,  fudges,    ice  cream,  etc. 

Grocers  sell    Mapleine.     If   not,    send    us   35c.    for   a   two 
ounce  bottle  and  our  recipe  book  "Mapleine  Dainties." 


CRESCENT  MFG.  CO.,  SEATTLE.  U.  S.  A. 

ii  
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NEW  WESTMINSTER 


NEW  WESTMINSTER  is  the  centre  of  the  agriculture,  fishing,  and  lumber- 
ing industries  of  the  Fraser  Valley,  British  Columbia. 

NEW  WESTMINSTER  is  the  meeting  point  of  two  great  transcontinental 
railways — the  Canadian  Pacific  and  the  Great  Northern,  while  the  V.  V.  &  E. 
railway  now  under  construction  will  shortly  become  a  feeder  to  the  city's  trade 
and  industry.  A  network  of  inter-urban  electric  railways  connecting  with 
Vancouver,  Eburne,  Steveston,  Cloverdale  and  Chilliwack  are  so  laid  out  as  to 
converge  at  New  Westminster,  adding  considerably  to  the  commercial  prosperity 
of  the  city. 

NEW  WESTMINSTER  is  the  only  fresh  water  port  on  the  British  Pacific. 
Over  1,200  deep-sea  and  coasting  vessels  visited  the  port  last  year,  and  the 
Dominion  Government  has  just  decided  upon  plans  for  a  deep  water  channel  to 
enable  the  largest  ocean  going  steamers  to  navigate  the  river  at  all  stages  of  the 
tide.  The  G.  N.  railway,  Gulf-Car-Ferry  and  the  C.  P.  N.  Co.'s  steamers  and 
passenger  vessels,  and  tugs  of  other  companies  make  the  "Royal  City"  their 
home  port. 


WHITE,  SHILES  &  CO. 

Fire  Insurance 
Real  Estate  and  Financial   Agents 


The  B.  C.  MILLS,  TIMBER 
AND  TRADING  CO. 

(Royal  City   Planlnf    Mills  Branch) 

Manufacturers  of  Doors,  Windows,  Fish  and 
Fruit  Boxes  and  all  Descriptions  of  Interior 
Finishings. 


Westminster  Iron  Works 

JOHN  REID,  Proprietor 

Manufacturers  of  Wrought  Iron  Gates,  Fences, 

Ornamental  Iron  Work,  Fire  Escapes, 

and  Iron  Stairs. 

OFFICE  AND  WORKS,  i«TH  STREET. 


Dominion  Trust  Co.,  Ltd. 

Real  Estate,  Insurance  and 
Financial  Brokers. 

FARM  AND  FRUIT  LANDS  A  SPECIALTY. 
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THE   ROYAL  CITY 


NEW  WESTMINSTER  is  the  Government  seat  for  the  Dominion  Public 
Works,  jail  and  asylum  as  well  as  the  Fisheries,  Land  and  Timber  agencies, 
while  the  city  is  also  the  headquarters  of  the  Provincial  Government  Agent. 

NEW  WESTMINSTER  is  pre-eminently  the  home  of  industries— for  Iron 
Works,  Feed  Mills,  Fruit  and  Fish  Canneries,  Cigar  Factories,  Glass  Works, 
Lumber  Mills,  Tanneries,  Ship  Yards  and  Can  Factories. 

NEW  WESTMINSTER  boasts  ot  14  Churches,  2  Colleges,  4  Banks.  3 
Hospitals,  as  well  as  High  and  Graded  Schools  and  a  Public  Library.  There 
are  two  papers  published   daily   in   the   city. 

The  assessed  value  of  realty  is  estimated  at  $5,500,000  and  personal  property 
conservatively,  at  $1,000,000 

NEW  WESTMINSTER,  on  account  of  the  steady  growth  and  development 
of  tlie  resources  of  the  surrounding  territory  offers  desirable  openings  in  many 
manufacturing,  wholesale,  retail  and  professional  lines,  among  which  might  be 
mentioned  Wholesale  Grocery,  Woollen  Mills,  Furniture  Factories,  Potato, 
Starch  and  Beet-Sugar  Works,  a  Hemp  Factory,  Fruit  Canneries,  as  well  as  a 
plant  for  condensing  milk.  The  city  also  offers  advantageous  inducements  for 
the  location  of  new  industries.  Electric  power  and  light  are  cheap  and  the 
supply  is  practically  unlimited.  For  further  information  write  to  any  New 
Westminster  advertiser  on  these  two  pages  who  will  cheerfully  supply  same. 


HALE  BROS.  &  CO.,  LTD. 

SPECIALIZE  IN 

5=ACRE  FRUIT  PLOTS 

Box  100  New  Westmlnstar,  B.  C. 


P.  B.  Hrown  H.  H    I-eniii 

The  Settlers'  Association 
of  B.  C. 

Real   Eslalc,  Financial  &   Customs  Broken 
Auctioneers 

Oppailte  Windsor  Mot«l. 


■KODUCT8  OK  TUE  KRASKU  VALLKY 


ADVERTISmG  SECTION,  WESTWARD  HO!   MAGAZINE 

The  Alberta  Canadian 
Oil  Company 

INCORPORATED  WITH  A  CAPITAL  STOCK  OF  $2,000,000. 
DIVIDED  INTO  2,000,000  SHARES  OF  A  PAR  VALUE  OF  $1.00  EACH. 


DIRECTORS: 

ALVO  V.  ALVENSLEBEN  (of  Alvo  v.  Alvensleben  Limited) President 

SILAS  M.  SHIPLEY  Secretary 

WILLIAM   HEMRICH    Treasurer 

H.  L.  WILLIAMS  General  Manager 

W.  A.  D.  PASSMORE. 


The  Alberta  Cemadian  Oil  Company  controls  1120  acres.  This  land  is  situated 
23J^  miles  northwest  of  Edmonton  and  is  adjoining  the  American  Canadian  Oil 
Company's  holdings. 

This  latter  company  has  at  present  reached  a  depth  of  1300  feet,  entering 
the  cretaceous  formation  at  iioo  feet.  They  closed  their  works  several  weeks 
ago  on  account  of  the  extreme  cold  weather  and  are  going  to  begin  operations 
again  early  next  spring. 

Everybody  who  has  followed  carefully  the  work  as  carried  on  by  the  Ameri- 
can Canadian  Oil  Company  is  aware  that  the  outlook  for  this  particular  company 
is  at  the  present  time  a  great  deal  better  than  it  has  ever  been  before,  and  conse- 
quently people  who  have  had  such  inside  information  have  bought  up  a  great 
many  of  the  American  Canadian  Oil  Shares  on  the  open  market;  in  consequence 
of  this  the  shares  of  the  latter  company  are  now  held  very  closely. 

The  best  proof  which  the  writer  of  this  may  advance  as  to  the  very  bright 
outlook  for  the  American  Canadian  Oil  Company  is  the  fact  that  the  Canadian 
Northern  Railway  have  sent  an  outfit  costing  them  approximately  $50,000  to 
Edmonton,  where  it  is  at  present  stored,  waiting  until  the  spring  before  com- 
mencing operations  on  the  land  which  the  latter  company  has  acquired,  and 
which  is  in  close  proximity  to  the  land  held  by  the  American  Canadian  Oil 
Company,  as  well  as  that  held  by  the  Alberta  Canadian  Oil  Company. 

This  railroad  has  had,  previous  to  these  movements,  one  of  their  experts 
in  Edmonton,  who  has  followed  closely  the  work  as  carried  on  by  the  American 
Canadian  Oil  Company. 

As  the  above-mentioned  shipment  of  machinery  by  the  said  railway  corpora- 
ation  has  been  subsequent  to  the  visit  of  their  oil  expert  we  may  safely  assume 
that  the  report  of  said  expert  was  favorable. 

It  is  further  of  significance  that  the  President  of  the  American  Canadian  Oil 
Company  is  a  man  who  has  had  twenty  years'  experience  in  Texas  and  California; 
that  he  has  a  record  of  putting  down  the  first  submarine  oil  well  at  Summerland, 
California,  and  that  he  has  further  opened  up  several  oil  fields  in  these  states, 
which  are  still  doing  splendid  business.  We  know  for  a  fact  that  this  gentleman 
has  invested  over  $20,000  in  hard  cash  by  securing  leases  of  lands  which  are  in 
close  proximity  to  the  holdings  of  the  aforesaid  oil  companies'  holdings. 
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We  believe  that  by  next  summer  the  country  nortluvcst  of  I-'dnioiiton  will  -<•'• 
the  Kreatest  oil  boom  ever  experienced  by  any  ccnintry.  As  tlic  American  Cana- 
dian Oil  Company's  lands  are  adjoining  the  lands  of  the  new  Company  the  work 
done  by  this  concern  as  well  as  the  indications  which  were  found  when  boring 
are  of  the  greatest  interest  to  the  new  Company  and  to  its  Shareholders,  and 
we  are,  therefore,  giving  you  a  full  account  of  these  achievements,  which  are  as 
follows: 

The  Company  first  struck  gas  at  330  feet  and  another  heavy  flow  at  4SO  feet, 
besides  going  through  a  bed  of  asphaltum  6  feet  in  depth.  The  latter  flow  of  gas 
was  so  heavy  that  it  enabled  this  Company  to  secure  a  pas  franchise  for  the  cities 
of  Edmonton  and  Strathcona  for  30  years.  Then  at  a  depth  of  not  quite  mod 
feet  they  entered  the  cretaceous  formation. 

They  firmly  believe  they  will  find  oil  the  moment  they  have  gone  through 
said  cretaceous  formation,  and  anybody  who  knows  anything  about  the  successful 
oil  fields  in  Texas  will  know  that  the  indications  encountered  in  this  country, 
northwest  of  Edmonton,  are  absolutely  identically  the  same  and  shouhi  therefore 
bring  us  to  the  same  result,  namely,  oil. 

In  order  to  disperse  any  doubts  which  may  be  in  tlie  mind  of  anybody  as  to 
the  absolute  bona  fide  motives  of  the  Directors  of  Alberta  Canadian  Oil  Company, 
we  make  it  herewith  public  that  the  stock  which  has  been  given  in  payment  for 
960  acres  of  the  Alberta  Canadian  Oil  Company  lands  has  been  placed  in  escrow 
with  the  Trustees  of  this  Company,  with  an  agreement  setting  forth  that  this 
stock  can  only  be  released  after  the  Alberta  Canadian  Oil  Company  has  sold  all 
of  its  treasury  stock  or  found  oil. 

This  will,  therefore,  make  it  absolutely  impossible  for  anybody  to  take 
advantage  of  the  new  company's  work  or  advertising  to  sell  their  own  stock 
and  therefore  hurt  the  prospects  of  the  new  company — or,  in  plain  words,  this  is 
not  a  promotion  scheme. 

We  have  been  on  the  ground  ourselves  and  will  be  glad  to  go  further  into 
details  with  anybody  who  will  call  at  our  office  for  such  purpose. 

Before  closing  this  ad  we  want  it  clearly  understood  by  everybody,  that 
although  we  are  extremely  sanguine  about  the  successful  outcome  of  this  com- 
pany we  cannot,  and  will  not,  guarantee  oil.  We  can  only  guarantee  that  the 
statements  made  above  are  absolutely  correct,  and  that  they  indicate  the 
existence  of  oil.  A  risk  is  always  connected  with  these  undertakings,  and  we 
want  you  to  be  fully  aware  of  this  fact  before  you  invest  your  money. 

One  Dollar  shares,  fully  paid  and  non-assessable,  are  at  present  offered  for 
IOC  per  share.  This  offer  is  made  by  the  company,  giving  the  purchaser  10  to  i 
on  the  par  value  of  the  share  alone,  not  to  speak  of  the  value  that  each  share  will 
have  the  moment  this  company  strikes  oil,  and  in  which  event  the  stock  should 
be  well  worth  $3  per  share  and  over.  In  order  to  show  to  the  public  that  we 
are  not  using  big  figures  for  the  purpose  of  inducmg  some  unmformed  people 
to  interest  themselves,  we  point  out  the  fact  that  $1  shares  of  successful  oil 
companies  in  Texas  have  been  bid  up  as  high  as  $100  per  share  We  have  no 
doubt  that  inside  of  three  months  we  will  have  sold  every  single  share  of  the 
first  block  offered  at  loc  per  share,  and  we  invite  you  to  mvestigate  further  mto 
this  matter  by  writing  to  our  office. 

A.  V.  ALVENSLEBEN, 

LIMMED 

500  Hastings  St.   West    Vancouver,  B.  C. 

RELIABLE    AGENTS    WANTED. 
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PERPETUAL 

IN/CXOME 


$1,000 


A  YEAR 

As  Long  as  You 
Live 

SECURED     B7     SMAI.I.     MONTHI.T 
FATMENTS 

The  less  money  you  have,  the  greater 

the    need    to    place    it    where    it    will 

work  hard  and  fast  for  you 

Fill  Out  and  Return   Coupon  Just  Now 


Do  you  want  an  income  of  from  $100.00  to  $500  a  year  for  life,  if  so,  return 
this  coupon  promptly.  You  take  absolutely  no  risk  of  any  kind.  If  upon  exam- 
ination you  are  not  thoroughly  convinced  that  this  is  one  of  the  GREATEST 
OFFOBTUNITIES  of  your  life  to  secure  a  steady,  permanent  income,  as  long 
as  you  live,  you  are  under  no  obligation.  Our  tirst  senii-anuual  dividend  was  paid  Jan- 
uary 15.  1909,  amounting  to  21  per  cent,  per  annum.  As  the  business  grows  the  dividends  will 
increase. 

Name    

Post  Office 

Province     

Please   reserve   for   me    Life-Income  Investment   Bonds 

(value  $100.00  each).  Send  full  information.  If  I  am  convinced  that  your  en- 
terprise is  one  of  the  Soundest  character,  and  will  prove  Enormously  profit- 
able, 1  will  pay  for  the  same  at  the  rate  of  $5.00  cash  and  $5.00  per  month 
on  each  $100.00  Bond  until  fully  paid.  No  more  than  10  Bonds  reserved  for 
any   one  person. 

THE  UNITED    SECURITIES  COMPANY 

1163  EMPIRE  BUILDING,  SEATTLE,  WASHINGTON. 
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n  EX  ICO- 

A  LAND  OF  OPPORTUNITY 

Do  you  know  that  in  Mexico  there  is  now  invested  American  capital  variously 
estimated  at  from  $700,000,000  to  more  than  $1,000,000,000. 

When  you  consider  that  the  total  assessed  valuation  of  ALL  REAL  ESTATE 
INCLUDING  IMPROVEMENTS  in  the  State  of  Washington  for  the  year  1908 
was  $563,154,821,  you  can  probably  better  appreciate  what  an  enormous  amount  of 
American  capital  has  already  been  invested  in  that  country. 

Thirty-five  years  ago  neither  life  nor  property  were  considered  secure  in  Mexico. 
Now  both  are  as  secure  there  as  they  are  in  the  United  States,  and  the  Mexican 
government  unquestionably  offers  greater  inducements  for  capital  than  probably  any 
other  government  in  the  world 

Few  countries  can  equal  Mexico  in  natural  wealth  and  resources.  The  unstable 
government  which  existed  so  long  retarded  development  and  in  many  instances 
wholly  prevented  it.  The  government  is  now  as  stable  as  our  own  and  as  a  result 
those  awake  to  a  realization  of  what  that  means  in  a  country  for  which  Nature  has 
done  so  much  are  losing  no  time  in  securing  property  there.  Among  the  numbers 
are  found  The  American  Smelting  and  Refining  Co.,  The  Standard  Oil  Co.,  E.  H. 
Harriman,  John  V.  Farwell,  David  R.  Francis,  Arthur  E.  Stilwell,  Senator  W.  A. 
Clark,  Potter  Palmer,  Jr.,  and  hundreds  of  others  equally  prominent  and  well  known. 

More  than  $100,000,000  worth  of  Mexican  sugar  is  annually  consumed  in  the 
United  States.  The  United  States  also  imports  from  Mexico  in  large  quantities 
bananas,  cocoanuts,  sisal,  hemp,  rubber,  chicle,  vanilla  and  many  other  products 
of  the  soil. 

From  the  upper  reaches  of  the  Usumacinta  river  and  its  tributaries  comes  the 
finest  mahogany  in  the  world — known  as  Laguna  and  Frontcra  mahogany. 

It  is  here  that  this  company  has  secured  and  owns 

91,610  ACRES  OF  TIMBER  LAND. 

The  timber  on  this  tract  will  average  about  20,000  feet  per  acre.  About  half 
of  it  is  mahogany.  The  balance  of  a  number  of  varieties,  all  valuable  and  some 
worth  even  more  than  mahogany 

This  timber  is  only  two  miles  from  a  navigable  river,  which  flows  into  the  Gulf 
of  Mexico.  Easy  transportation  and  a  cheap  freight  rate  to  New  York  is  thus 
secured. 

The  land  is  exceedingly  fertile.  None  of  it  is  subject  to  overflow,  and  it  is 
neither  hilly  nor  mountainous,  but  slightly  rolling— thus  affording  excellent  drainage. 

It  is  unsurpassed  for  the  culture  of  bananas,  sugar  cane  and  many  other  valuable 
products. 

A  large  amount  of  money  is  necessary  to  build  a  logging  railroad,  install  modern 
logging  machinery,  and  for  other  expenditures  necessary  to  successfully  exploit  this 
property.  Until  the  company  is  fully  financed  you  have  a  chance  to  share  in  this 
proposition  with  us. 

Your  name  and  address  on  a  post  card  will  secure  particulars.     Write  today. 

Chacamax  Land  Development  Company 

American  Bank  BnildUisr.  Seattle.  W»«h..  XT.  S.  A. 
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SUDSCRIBED 
CAPITAL 
^505000 


PAID  UP 
CAWTAL 
^IZO.OOO 


RESERVE 
$160,000 


Safety  2)epo8it  Daults 


There  is  no  good  crying  over  spilt  milk.  It  is 
little  use  locking  the  stable  after  the  horse  is 
stolen.  An  ounce  of  prevention  is  worth  a  pound 
of  cure. 

Our  burglar  and  fireproof  vaults  are  the  place 
to  keep  your  personal  valuables,  will,  deeds, 
mortgages,  life  and  tire  insurance  policies,  agree- 
ments and  other  important  documents.  A  safety 
deposit  box  with  sufficient  accommodation  for  all 
reasonable  requirements  costs  from  $5.00  to  $10.00 
per  year  rent.  It  is  almost  as  important  that  all 
your  important  documents  should  be  in  one  place 
and  accessible  as  that  they  should  be  secure. 
You  combine  both  conditions  by  renting  a  deposit 
vault  box. 

jfive  Jneurance 

There  is  little  need  of  urging  the  necessity  of 
protection  against  fire  in  this  country  of  wooden 
buildings.  What  condition  would  you  find  your- 
self in  in  case  you  were  burned  out  tomorrow? 
Ask  yourself  the  question  and  answer  it  fairly. 
It  is  a  matter  of  the  greatest  importance  to  you. 

We  insure  buildings  of  all  kinds,  contents  of 
buildings,  plate  glass,  also  revenue  from  build- 
ings. Our  companies  are  unquestionable  so  far 
as  security  is  concerned.  You  get  the  protection 
you  pay  for.  If  you  are  putting  on  further  insur- 
ance, or  have  your  buildings  or  their  contents 
unprotected  call  or  drop  us  a  line  and  we  will 
be  pleased  to  explain  our  position  on  the  insur- 
ance question,  and  to  quote  you  the  most 
favorable  rates. 


DEPOSIT  BOX, 


IN  our^ 

FIRE  AND 
BURGLAR - 
PROOF  VAU 
LT  SPELLS 
SAFTY  FOR 
YOU 


At^^ 


DOyMHIOn  TRUST  CO/^PAIW" 

HEAD  OFFICE  flA5TiH65  51 W, VANCOUVER, B.C. 
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Ostermoor  Mattresses  I 

"Are  such  stuff  as  dreams  are  made  on." 

—Shakespeare  •' Tempest'  //'.    /, 

'^^       .^^S^^H...       $15.00  H 

ruLL   j: 

SIZH    ^ 

•I 

I 


THIS  LABEL,  PRINTED  IN  RED  AND  BLACK. 
IS  SEWN  INTO  THE  END  BAND  OF  EVERY 
GENUINE  OSTERMOOR  MATTRESS.  LOOK 
FOR  IT  BEFORE  BUYING.  IT  MEANS  LIFETIME 
".OSTERMOOR"  SATISFACTION  TO  YOU. 

WE  HAVE  AN  OSTERMOOR  AGENT  IN  EVERY 
LIVE  WESTERN  TOWN.  WRITE  TO  US  FOR 
DESCRIPTIVE  BOOKLET  AND  NAME  OF  YOUR 
LOCAL  OSTERMOOR  DEALER. 


THE  ALASKA  FEATHER  k  DOWN  CO.,  Limited 

MONTREAL 


WESTERN  REPRESENTATIVE  : 
A.  W.  JOHNSON,  1042  Davie  Street,  VANCOUVER,  B.  C. 


The  purest  form 
in  which  tobacco 
can  be  smoked.'' 


m^^^ 
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Birks  Productions 

Which  Fill  Heavy  Demands 


The  diamond  seems  to  be  especially  in  harmony  with  the  brightness 
and  joy  of  the  Spring  and  Easter-tides.  Being  confident  of  a  large 
demand  we  have  mounted  a  generous  selection  of  solitaires,  three 
and  four-stone  rings,  costing  from  $20  up.  Remember  each  indivi- 
dual stone  is  of  the  highest  quality  and  best  value.  Send  for  our 
catalogue,  it  contains  illustrations  in  colors. 


Wedding  Gifts 

while  we  carry  in  stock  a  great 
variety  of  the  usual  article  in  silver- 
plate,  cut  glass,  cutlery,  art  goods 
and  silverware  we  endeavour  to 
])lace  before  our  patrons  new  and 
artistic  designs  in  sterling  silver. 
Both  in  our  beautiful  catalogue  and 
store .  many  richly  designed  pieces 
will  be  found.  These,  like  the  su- 
perior diamond  ring,  will  silently 
claim  to  be  Birks'  made  because 
of  the  fine  workmanship.  Buy  your 
gifts  where  there  is  a  reputation  of 
quality. 


Henry  Birks  &  Sons,  Limited 

JEWELLERS  AND  SILVERSMITHS 


Geo.  E.  Trorev,  Man.  Dir. 


VANCOU\'ER.  B.C. 
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TWO 

SPECIAL  NUMBERS 

FROM  DRYSDALE'S 

OF  INTEREST 

TO  THE  MOTHERS. 


The  following  two  excellent  lines  have  been  chosen  from  our  stocks,  on 
account  of  their  truly  extraordinary  values.  These  (should  they  interest 
you)  are  worth  your  while  to  investigate,  either  personally  or  through  our 
Mail  Order  Department.  Our  reputation  for  quality  goods  at  the  least 
possible  cost  is  clearly  demonstrated  by  the  following  two  numbers:— 

Children's  Spring  and  Summer  Dresses. 

Of  excellent  quality  print  or  gingham,  in  neat  check  or  stripe  effects,  made 
in  attractive  Buster  Brown  style,  with  round  yoke,  cuffs  and  belt  o. 
white  duck,  age  2  to  6  years,  very  special  values  at  75c  each. 

Children's  Rompers  or  Play  Suits. 

An  ideal  garment  that  every  child  from  i  to  6  years  of  age  should  have. 
A  great  saving  of  dresses.  These  play  suits  are  made  from  fine  quality 
Amoskeag  Ginghams,  in  fast  colors.  Worth  regular  85c.  Our  price  500 
each. 


ALL   MAIL   ORDERS   PROMPTLY   AND   CAREFULLY   ATTENDED 
TO.     WHEN  WRITING  KINDLY  MENTION  THIS  MAGAZINE. 


Gordon  Drysdale,  Ltd. 


575  Granville  Street  VANCOUVER.  B.  C. 


J' 


WHERE 
TO  STAYi 


TOWT^-'nEALTTl  RESORTS,  CAFES,  TRANSF- 


The 


J.  C.Green  ,  prop 
GOLDEN.  B.C. 


^^^mM^rti 


Bates  $2  a  day  and  up. 

The 

King  Edward 

Hotel 


BEI.I.  Sc  MUBBAT,  Proprietors. 
ENDZBBT,    B.C. 


Newly  Built  and  Furnished. 
Bates  $2  per  day. 


Big-  Game  Shooting-.       Excellent  Fishing-. 
A  Tourist's  Paradise. 


WOftTON^  HOTEL 


A.  S.  NORTON.  Manager 


PORTLAND 


OREGON 

MODEKN  COMTOBT 

MoDEHATK  Prices 
0^?LY  ROOF 
GARDEN  IN 
PORTLAND 
The  Tourist  head- 
quarters of 
Columlua  Valley 
Engage  rooms  earfy 

for  th(>  Alaska- 
Yukon    ExpoBitioD 


Hotel  Moit  Boyal 

BANFF,  ALTA. 

Electric  Lighted 
Steam  Heated 
Hot  and   Cold   Water 
Private   Baths 

Centre  of  the  National  Park. 
Rates   $2.50   per   day   and   up. 

D.  McDOUGALL        -  Proprietor 
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Hotel  Winters 

Abbott  Street,     =    Vancouver,  l>.  C. 


Tlu-  best   Family  and   'I'ourist  Hotel   in 
16  heart  of  the  business  section. 
Send    for    illustrated    booklet. 

AMERICAN   PLAN,   $2.00    UP. 


E.   E.    KIBCHNEB,   Manager. 

IIolol    Bus    niccts   all    trains    and   l>oat^ 


ri^tsij 


HOTEL  DOMINIO>Vi 

free"  auto  / 


Hotel  Dominion 

Is  the  recognized  headquarters  in  Van- 
couver, B.C.,  for  visitors  from  the 
Prairie  Provinces.  On  arrival  take  your 
baggage  to  the  large  Brown  Auto  Bus 
which  carries  you  to  the  hotel  free. 

Bates — American,  $1.50  to  $2.00. 

European,   50c   and   up. 


P.  BATNES,   Proprietor. 
Abbott   Street        -        VANCOUVEB,    B.C. 


MEkteMB 


cissBsnsisisim 


c 
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BADMINTON  HOTEL 

of  VANCOUVHR.  B.  C. 
The  Lcadinjj  Tourist  and  Hamil)  HoK 

B«tM  $2.00  and  $2.50  v«r  day. 
Special   Ralea  by   the  Week. 

•1 

Free  Bus  meets  all  trains  and  boat*. 

(ir.oHr.y  K    l'»itMV     Mni.njrrr 
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Your  impressions  of  Vancouver— the  "Sunset  City"— will  be 
made  all  the  more  lasting  by  seeing  the  6ity  and  Magnificent 
Stanley  Park  in  one  of  our  comfortable  Hacks,  Broughams, 
Victor  as,  Surreys  or  Carriages. 

STRNLEY     PARK    STABLES 
niex.  Mitchell,  Mqr.  vaiveODYER,  B.   C. 


When  in 
The  Royal  City 


III  II 


THE  WINDSOR  HOTEL 

(Next  to  I  lie  Tram  Offleo.) 
P.   O.   BIIiODEAi;,   Proprietor. 

Aniericai.     rsi-  $1.25  to  $2.00 

European     Plar  SOc  to  $1.00 

NEW  WESTMINSTFR,  B.  C. 


"^        ENDERfeY.B.G. 

J2.00.f'*"''^^y       H-W.Wright.Pp.op.  .; 


B^KK^K^^K^-KTHKrl^Krt^n^K^W^KT^WTf:-:*:-:-^^^ 


55    Cafe  Unsurpassed 
^         for  the  Menu 


Every  Attention    ^ 
-■hown  Guests      ti 


Poodle  Dog  Hotel 

EUROPEAN  PLAN 


Rooms  can  be  had  by  the  day.  week  or  month    V 
at  reasonable  rates.  S 


2{:  A.  COO»^EMA\,  Proprietor  ♦•: 

f}   Yates  Street,  ■  VICTORIA,   B.  C.    | 
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HARRISON    HOT! 


XiM 
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"Write  for  illustrated  booklet 

a.    E.    HABTNU  ; 

M 

Visitors  to  Chilliwack 

Should  Make  This  Hotel  Their 
Headquarters. 


Bates  $2.00  to  $2.50. 

Hot     Water     Heating.     Electric     Lights, 
Baths.    Private    Bus. 

B.  B.  McI.i:in7AN,  -  Proprietor 

CEII.I.IWACX,    B.C. 


THE  GLUKIOUS  KOOIENAY 

TROUT  A^D  SALMON 

BEAk,  SHEEP  AND  (lOAT 

CARIBOU.  Etc. 

If  you  wi^li  l«i  hiivc  nn    ••  ■ 
fliioMt  sooncry  niiil    iir 
Amor  ca,  apply  f<>i" 
to 

QEO.   P.  WELLS 

I'r>ii'rlct<ir 

THE   HUME   HOTEL 

W    NELSON,  B.  C. 
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Export 
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,  Maiting  Co, 


BEER 


Calgary, 
Canada. 


A.  E.  SUCKLING  &  CO ,  VANCOUVER,  B.  C,  Agents  for  Pacific  Coast 


1  ^o-y^^ 

1 

"Twelve  Stories  of 
Solid  Comfort" 

Building,     concrete, 
steel  and  marble. 

Located,  most  fash- 
ionable  shopping 
district. 

210  rooms,  135  batlis. 

Library    and    bound 
magazines  in  read- 
ing rooms  for 
guests. 

Most  refined  hostelry 
in  Seattle. 

f^^^lii 

I 

bp' 

i^i;^^aa 

Rates,  SI. 00  up 

Absolutely  fireproof. 
English  Grill. 

THE  DANMOORE 

San.   J.   Moore,    Proprietor. 

EUBOFEAN   FZ^AN 

BATES,  $1.00  FEB  HAY  AND  XTF. 


Portland's  New  Hotel 


With  Grill. 


475    Washingrton    St.,      Cor.    Fourteenth 
FOBTI.AND,   OBEGOir. 


Hotel  Moore — Clatsop  Beach,  Seaside, 
Ore.  Open  all  year.  For  information 
apply  at  The  Danmoore. 
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Strand 
Catc 

W.  A.  SHAW,  Proprietor. 

The  most  modern,  up-to-date  cafe  In 
B.C.  Everything  new,  and  all  dellcacleH 
to  be  secured  In  North  America  are 
here  awaiting  your  digestion.  Private 
parlors  for  all  special  occasions.  Or- 
chestra at  dinner  and  evenings. 
626  Hastings  Street,   VAITCOnVEB,  B.C. 


Canadians  \  isiting 
Seattle  Should  Make 
Their  Headquarters  at  the 

HOTEL 

WASHINGTON 

ANNEX 


Earopean  and   American   PUns. 
Absolutely    Fireproof. 

Ifocated    Wltliin    One    Block    of   Sbopplnf 
District. 

New — Constrticted    In    1907. 

Elegantly   Pumlshed,   Every    Modern 
Convenience. 

Adjoinin"    Suites    for   Parties    TravelUnff 
Together. 

Dining-Boom    Service   Perfect. 

Music    Every    Evening. 


I       ARE  YOU  GOING  TO  PRINCE  RIFERT 


Then   travel   on   the 

"  RUPERT  CITY  " 

The  largest  and  best  appointed  steamer  on  the  Northern  British  Columbia  run 
Leaves  Vancouver  every  Monday  for  F'riiue  Rupert.  Pi>rt  E-sslngtoii.  etc..  Wrlto 
or  wire  reservations. 

MACKENZIE  BROS.,  Limited 


330    SETMOITB    STBEET 


-VATTCOUVR.    B.C 
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PRINCESS  LINE 


Double  Triangular  Service,  between 

Vancouver=Victoria=SeattIe 

FROM  VANCOUVER 

For  Seattle — "Princess  Victoria"  leaves  C.P.R.  wharf  daily,  except  Monday, 
at  10  p.m.  "Princess  Royal,"  via  Victoria,  leaves  daily,  except 
Wednesday,  at  9  a.m. 

For  Victoria — "Princess  Charlotte"  leaves  daily  at  i  p.m.  "Princess  Royal" 
leaves  daily,  except  Wednesday,  at  9  a.m. 

GO    EAST 

BY  THE 

ATLANTIC  EXPRESS 

Through  the  heart  of  the  Rockies.  Trains  de  luxe  carrying  the  most 
up-to-date  Standard  and  Tourist  Sleeping  Cars.  Makes  connections  with 
Toronto,  New  York  and  all  points  East.    ;-s.'.. 

TRAVEL  TO  #iE 

Alaska=Yukon'Paciflc  Exposition 

BY  THE 


C.  P.  R. 


i 

i 

I 


For  further  particulars  call  on: 

J.  Moa,  City  Ticket  Agent,  C.  Millard,  Depot  Ticket  Agent, 

428  Hastings  Street,  Vancouver,  B.C. 

Or  write  to:        C.  B.  Foster,  A.G.P.A.,  Vancouver,  B.C. 


^«. 


ADVEETISING  SECTION,   WKSTWAKD    llo:    MACA/I N  I- 


:'i:¥:V^ii^it^ii:¥i^^:'im^^^ 


I 

J. 
+ 
-»- 


Revelstoke  Fruit  Lands 


In  my  Addition  | 
to  the  City  | 
command  a  | 
Home  Market  « 
Unexcelled  in  | 
the  West.  g 

These  5-acre  ^ 
plots  face  I 

REVELSTOKE  i 
fronting  on  the  | 
Columbia  River  5 


The  soil  is  excellent 
and  the  finest  apples 
and  Sinai!   fruits  can 
be  raised  without 
irrigation. 

Write  me  for 

particulars. 


CHARLES  F.  LINDMARK 

REVELSTOKE,  B.  C. 
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Canada's  Greatest  Western  School 

Sprott-Shav/  Business  Institute 

VANCOUVER.  B.  C. 

will  henceforth  he  known  a? 

VANCOUVER  BUSINESS  INSTITUTE 

The  youngest  Business  School  in  B.  C,  yet  has  twice  the  attendance  of  any  other, 
MERIT  the  reason  for  our  GROWTH 
Write  for  catalogue. 
R.  J.  SPROTT,  B.  A.,  W.  H.  SHAW.  Esq,  J.  R.  CUXNINGHA:M,  Esq., 

Manager  President  Sec,-Treas 


WARNING  I 


Dublin,    Ireland,    Dec.    30th,    1908. 
Mr.  E.  Chapman,       Vancouver,   B.C.  613  Hastings  St.,  W., 

Dear  Sir, — As  we  have  been  given  to  understand  that  certain  firms  in  Victoria 
and  Vancouver  are  advertising  themselves  our  agents,  we  shall  be  glad  if  you  will 
state  that  you  are  our  Sole  Ag'ents  for  British  Columbia  for  our  "Boyal  Irish  Poplin 


Ties. 


Yours   faithfully, 

RICHARD  ATKINSON  &  CO. 


priog  Faslhloiiis  lira  Gloves 


\ 


For 


Ladies  amid  Qemitlemei 


DENTS  1  snap,  green,  brown  and  pearl,  real  Mocha 
for  men $1.75 

DENTS  "Pauline,"  the  new  Washing  Fabric  Glove 
for  men,  in  natural  white  beaver  and  green 
shades    $1.00 

DENTS  white  French  Kids  with  black  or  white 
points,  2  snap  fasteners  for  ladies  (you  save  75c. 
on  every  pair  of  these  gloves  you  buy)  $1.00,  $1.50 

DENTS  Riding  nnd  Motoring  Gauntlets  for  ladies 
and  gentlemen,  soft  vv  stiff  cuffs From  $2.00 


, CHAPnAN 

The  Olove  Sped  all st 

613  Hastings  St.  W.,  Vancouver,  B.C. 

Sole  Ag-ent  in  B.C.  for  B.  Atki»son's  Boyal  Irish  Poplin 
Ties. 
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COINTENTS  FOR  APRIL,  190c; 

Volunu-  l\'   NumbtT  4 

[TITAI.    FROBIiEMS    OP    CANADA  Hriirii    Thiimi.Kon 

Kditoiial. 

.     Hlanrlie    K     H..U    Miirl«..i. 
NiKcl    Touriieur 


THE  FnOyaSH  OF  EASTIIB 

Verse. 


NAVAL  BATTIiE  OFF  VANCOUVEB 

Fiction. 

CAST£B    IN    TH£    OASDEN 

Ver.-.e. 

BETTY   JANE    OF    THREE    GABI.ES 

Fi.jUuii- 

THE    EXPIATION    OF    JOHN    BEEDHAM  (Serial) 

Fictioi;. 


.  .  AKne.s   l.o.kliJirl   HuKlifx 

.AKnes     LcM  kliurt    liiiKlo'" 

.  .Annie  S.  Swan 


Frank    H.    Sw^et      ::3; 


THE    TEST   OF    TRUE    MANHOOD 

Firtiun. 

A  LEGEND  OF  THE  GHOST  CANOE Arthnr   James   Smith 

Indian    Tal''. 
A   TERM   OF   EXILE    SHORTENED JU    Grant 

Fiction. 

HOW    YOUNG    HUNTERS    AND    FISHERS  ARE  REARED— 

Illustrate,!    Arli.  !••.  tfoiiiiycustle    Oai.- 

THE    GAME    PISHES    OP   BRITISH    COLXTMBIA John  P.  Babrock 

Illu.^liMte  1    -Vrti-  !.  . 

POTEHTIAL    CANADA — 

The  Necliaco  Valley   

The  Latest  Strike  in  Kootenay    Edgar  W.   Uynvn 

Salmon  Arm   i  Illustrated  )    


23« 

'.MO 


SEEDING   TIME   ON  THE   PRAIRIES 

Verse. 

PROGRESS   AND   PROFIT— 

The  Home  Stores,  Limited 

A  New  Enterprise 

Wire  Fencing-   

A    CANADIAN   LAKE    ^  -  • 

Verse. 


.Blanche  K    Holt    Murlson      2«5 


Ada    S.    Walker      2«9 


SUBSCRIPTION  TERMS: 

In  Canada  and  British  Possessions.  $1.00  per  year.     Single  Copy.  loc. 

In   United  States.  $1.50.     Single   Copy.    15c. 

THE  WESTWARD  HO!  PUBLISHING  CO..  LTD. 


536  HASTINGS  STREET  W. 


VANCOUVER.  B.C. 
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WESTWARD     HO !     MAGAZINE. 
HOW  OTHERS  SEE  US! 
To  see  ourselves  as  others  see  us  is  often  a  disillusionizing  ordeal.     But  sometimes 
the  experience  is  fully  corroborative  of  our  own  conceptions  of  ourselves. 

The   Standard    of  Empire,   in   its    issue   of   March   the   3rd.   quotes   the   foUovvinsf 
paragraph   from  our  Editorial  Article  on   Intra-Empire   Preferential  Tariffs : — 
"British  Tariff   Reform   is  not,  however,   what   Canada  generally 
assumes  it  to  be.     She  regards  it  as  a  British  national  issue  in  which 
she  has   no   locus  standi.     This,   however,   is   only   a   scintilla   of   the 
truth,  and  far  from  the  philosophic  statesman's  view.     British  Tariff 
Reform  is  an   Imperial  issue  in   the  consequences  that  its   success  or 
failure   entails    to    Canada    and    the    other    portions    of    the    Empire." 
And  then  it  adds  this  opinion : 

"The  above  Hues  are  part  of  an  extract  (printed  on  another  page) 
from  the  leading  article  of  the  latest  issue  of  the  Canadian  magazine 
called  "Westward  Ho!" — a  publication,  by  the  way,  the  merits  and 
strongly  Canadian  character  of  which  shoula  make  it  go  far  as  a 
substitute  in  the  Dominion  for  periodicals  imported  from  the  United 
States.  We  draw  special  attention  to  the  passage  quoted  *  *  * 
Tariff  Reform  *  *  *  /^  indubitably  an  Empire  question  *  *  * 
The  Canadiayi  writer  whose  words  we  have  quoted  shows  this  clearly. 
His  broad-minded  view  of  this  question  is  at  once  an  endorsement 
and  an  explanation  of  our  own  attitude  regarding  it.  He  shows 
clearly  its  bearing  upon  the  vital  Greater  British  question  of  Empire 
defence,  and  in  another  part  of  his  article,  *  *  *  he  goes  further, 
and  shows  the  relation  between  the  whole  question  of  the  establishment 
of  Preference  within  the  Empire  and  the  individual  development  of 
the  great  Oversea  States  as  nations  within  the  Empire." 
Then  in  another  column  where  it  gives  a  large  part  of  the  Article  referred  to 
verbatim,  it  says : 

"Everyone  is  glad  to  note  the  gradual  rise  of  the  purely  Canadian 
high-class  magazine.  An  excellent  example  of  this  movement  is  the 
monthly  magazine  now  pubhshed  in  Vancouver,  under  the  title  of 
"Westward  Ho!''  The  truly  Canadian  spirit  which  pervades  this 
excellent  journal  commends  it  greatly,  and,  apart  from  this  it  is  an 
interesting  and  in  all  ways  creditable  production. 

"It  is  good  to  know  that  a  high-class  Oversea  magazine  inspired 
by  a  broad  spirit  of  Empire  patriotism  and  interest  in  Greater  Britain 
is  prospering  so  well  as  "Westward  Ho!''  clearly  is." 
The  opinion  of  The  Standard  of  Empire  must  be  very  authentic  in  the  premises . 
for  on  the  subject  of  our  Article  some  of  Great  Britain's  greatest  Imperial  Statesmen 
have    contributed    to    its    columns ;     and    without    being    invidious    we    believe    The 
Standard  of  Empire  has  done  more  than  any  other  existing  Journal  for  the  elucidation 
of  the   "Co-ordination"   Ideal   of  Empire   so   intimately   associated   with   the  name   of 
Lord   Milner ;    as   well  as   for   the   elevation   of  the   Problems   of   Tariff   Reform  and 
Intra-Empire  Tariffs  from   the   slough   of  partyism  to   the   dignified   plane  of   Empire 
consohdation  and  National  integrity  in  both  of  which  Canada  is  very  vitally  concerned. 
OUR     OUTLOOK     AND     PURPOSE. 
It  is  the  intention  of  the  Publishers  of  JVcstzcard  Ho!  to  continue  to  keep  it  in 
the  front  rank  of  "purely  Canadian  high-class  magazines." 

Great  National  Problems  have  been  occupying  our  pages ;  and  the  Magazine  is 
a  National  Publication  in  its  essential  comprehensiveness.  But  it  is  no  less  a 
Western  Magazine  deeply  imbued  with  the  "Spirit  of  the  West."  To  the  cause  of  the 
West,  as  its  name  denotes,  the  Magazine  will  devote  its  most  strenuous  energy  and  aid 
so  that  the  vast  potentials  and  resources  of  the  entire  Great  West  may  be  exploited 
and  fully  revealed;  and  so  that  the  Natural  Ports  and  Harbours  of  our  Pacific 
Seaboard  may  accelerate  and  be  made  commensurate  with  the  Commercial  Pre- 
eminence which  Canada  is  destined  to  attain. 
Read  our  April  Article  on 

THE     PACIFIC     PORTS     AND     HARBOURS. 
FICTION     AND     POETRY 
will   continue  to   be   of  the   best   description ;     full   of   Western   life   and   of   universal 
human  interest;    while  seasonable 

ARTICLES 
will   be    supplied   upon    notable    events.    Sport    of   all    kinds,    and    the    ever    recurring 
subjects  in   which  the  progressive  Canadian  must  be  interested. 
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Vital  Problems  Of  Canafa 


Pacific  Ports  and  Harbours, 


THE  Vital  Problems  of  Canada, 
like  great  mountain  ridges,  rise 
in  greater  and  greater  grandeur 
and  majesty  as  we  nearer  and 
nearer  approach  them ;  and  their  supre- 
mest  pleasure  is  afforded  to  those  who 
from  the  base  steadily  ascend  till  they 
attain  the  summit  whence  the  national 
panorama  presents  itself  filling  the  heart 
with  a  blended  sensation  of  awe,  admir- 
ation and  wonder!  Let  him  who  will 
turn  aside  from  the  altitudes.  He  alone 
is  the  loser ;  for  the  altitudes  remain  ; 
and  it  is  there,  and  there  only,  that  the 
true  Leader  can  commune  with  the 
Spirit  of  the  Nation,  and  receive  his 
own  authoritative  mandate  and  message 
to  the  people. 

It  is  no  rampant  National  Egoism  that 
I  propound  when  I  declare  that  as  the 
destiny  of  Canada  is  to  be  the  greatest 
■of  all   historical   or   existing  nations,   if 


she  continues  to  maintain  her  duplex 
relation — a  homogeneous  people  an*!  an 
integral  part  of  a  world-wide  Empire — 
s(j  the  more  wary  must  her  citizens  Ik* 
in  the  choice  <jf  their  Leader  from  ejMxh 
to  epoch,  and  the  nn^re  determined  in 
exacting  from  him  the  highest  cre<lcii- 
tials  and  the  fullest  evidence  that  he  is 
a  verity,  a  reality,  no  mere  temjx>rizcr. 
no  .Midas-eared  creation,  and  no  l)ase 
worshii)pcr  at   .Mammon's  shrine. 

We  have  nnich  to  say  on  this  theme ; 
hut  on  the  present  occasion  we  and  our 
readers  will  comnnmc  together  on  pro- 
blems which  more  intimately  and  imme- 
diately concern  the  Great  West.  This 
term  includes,  of  course,  not  only  the 
territory  generally  known  as  the  North 
West,  but  British  Columbia  which  East- 
erners often  designate  as  the  Far  or 
I-'arthest  West.  These  problems,  how- 
ever, arc  no  less  vital  Problems  of  Ca- 
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nada,  because  they  arise  particular!}- 
from  the  pecuHar  circumstances  and  con- 
ditions of  the  Great  West.  Canada  is  a 
complete  entity.  Whatever  afifects  any 
part  of  it  affects  the  whole ;  and  the 
development  of  the  vast  natural  wealth 
and  resources  of  the  Great  West  must 
diffuse  their  influence  throughout  the 
Dominion,  and  contribute  to  the  splen- 
dour and  greatness  of  the  Nation. 

It  is  a  well  authenticated  fact  that 
Nations  rise  to  greatness,  and  extend 
their  influence,  through  their  commercial 
relationships  with  other  Nations.  Oceans, 
Seas  and  Rivers,  and  the  means  of  traffic 
and  transit  which  they  afford,  are  indis- 
pensable to  international  trade.  Canada 
has  been  endowed  in  many  respects  with 
these  indispensables  for  the  realization  of 
the  ambition  of  all  great  mercantile  coun- 
tries— an  all-world  commerce. 

For  the  present  we  will  discuss 
THE  Ocean  Outlets,  along  her 
Western  border. 

British  Co',unibia  is  the  Frontier 
Guardian  of  the  Canadian  Xation  along 
the  Pacific  Ocean. 

From  her  Harbours  must  go,  and  to 
them  must  come,  Canada's  commercial 
exchanges  with  the  resurgent  Oriental 
Nations.  That  fact  alone  would  be  suf- 
ficient to  induce  the  greatest  activity  and 
vigilance  in  constructing  and  developing 
the  Pacific  Ports  and  Harbours.  Five 
l:un(lred  millions  of  people  are  in  China 
and  Japan  and  the  Islands  of  the  Seas 
under  their  sway;  and,  so  far  as  the 
American  Continent  is  concerned,  pro- 
pinquity of  position  renders  these  people 
t'e  natural  customers  of  Canada.  The 
National  aspiration  of  these  countries 
at  the  present  day  is  for  approximation 
to,  or  conformity  with,  our  standard  of 
civilization  and  our  modes  of  life.  They 
are  putting  ofif  the  old,  and  assuming  the 
new  civilization ;  and  the  most  casual 
observer  of  them  in  their  own  country 
must  have  been  astounded  at  the  rapidity 
of  their  i^rogress  within  the  past  few 
years.  The  movement  is  a  beneficial  one 
to  themselves,  to  humanity,  and  espe- 
cially to  Canada  :  for  the  more  they  pro- 
gress, the  greater  will  be  their  demands 
for  the  diversified  products  of  this  inex- 
haustibly productive  country. 


Uut  that  is  not  all. 

Alberta  and  other  parts  of  t'..e  West 
and  Middle  West  have  awakened  to  the 
fact  that,  on  account  of  the  immensely 
shorter  inland  distance,  the  exportation 
of  their  products  to  the  markets  of  the 
world,  and  the  importation  of  their  re- 
quirements from  abroad,  are  more  econ- 
omically performed  by  the  Pacific  than 
the  Atlantic  Ocean.  The  movement"  for 
taking  advantage  of  the  inexorable  Laws 
of  Economy  has  already  been  initiated; 
and  Railway  Corporations  are  formulat- 
ing projects  for  meeting  the  require- 
ments of  the  new  transport  and  export 
system,  by  continuing  their  routes  to, 
and  making  their  termini  at,  the  Ports 
of  the  Pacific  instead  of  constructing 
sectional  lines  connecting  at  certain 
points  where  the  main  railway  system 
formerly  ran  out  only  to  the  Atlantic. 

Even  the  year  in  which  we  are,  with 
one-fourth  of  it  gone  behind  us,  the 
existing  railway  lines  will  convey  vast 
quantities  of  the  prairie  harvest  yield 
through  British  Columbia. 

Vancouver,  the  Gateway  of  the 
Pacific,  will  feel  a  new  pulsation,  a 
fresh  life-throb,  that  she  has  never  ex- 
perienced before  in  her  history,  and  that 
apparently  she  did  not  anticipate  herself 
until  the  premonitory  pulsation  of  the 
new  movement  suddenly  but  strongly 
evinced  itself  in  the  heart  and  mind  of 
the  Albertan  people. 

Nor  is  this  all. 

The  Panama  Canal  must  become  a 
reality.  If  the  United  States  will  not 
construct  it,  the  work  must  become  the 
combined  enterprise  of  three  or  four 
great  commercial  Nations.  It  is  a  fitt- 
ing proposal  to  submit  to  the  Hague 
Inter-national  Conference  that,  if  the 
United  States  should  not  before  a  speci- 
fied year  complete  and  have  in  full  oper- 
ation this  long  projected  waterway,  be- 
tween the  Atlantic  and  the  Pacific,  then 
that  certain  designated  Powers,  interest- 
ed territorially  or  commerciallv  in  more 
direct  Ocean  routes,  shall  undertake  the 
construction  or  completion  of  the  Canal 
and  constitute  it  a  free,  open  waterway 
for  the  ships  and  merchandise  of  the 
World.  Such  a  proposal — we  might  al- 
most call  it  an  ultimatum — might  be  re-  . 
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gariled  ai>  inimical  to  that  Li'ictc  dugiiia, 
called  the  Monroe  i>)()CtrnK\  and  tlir 
United  States  might  be  rebellious;  hut 
what  could  they  do?  They  would  have 
to  submit,  or  else  perform  what  long 
ago  they  have  undertaken  to  do  in  the 
interest  of  cosmopolitan  commerce.  But 
however  it  may  be  accomplisheil,  the 
work  must  be  done.  The  problem  is  one 
in  which  Western  Canada  is  deeply  con- 
cerned. 

If  with  all  the  disadvantages  of  Ucean 
distance,  Western  Canada  is  rising  to 
towering  commercial  heights,  and  a 
large  part  of  her  products  is  tinding  its 
way  to  European  markets  through  the 
Pacific  and  around  Cape  Horn,  what 
would  British  Columbia,  Alberta  and 
Saskatchewan  become,  with  the  distance 
shortened  by  a  half,  and  with  open  ports 
all  the  year  round?  We  will  not  now 
conjecture. 

The  question  nearest  our  hand  is  one 
which,  though  it  intimately  concerns  the 
magnificent  future  that  the  I'anama 
Canal  must  ultimately  bring  to  the  Great 
West,  is  persistant  and  pressing  to-day. 

The  Ports  and  Harbours  of  the 
Pacific   r^mse  a   formidable   problem 

WHOSE      SOLUTION       CaNADA      CAN       NOT 
SHIRK. 

We  have  mentioned  Vancouver  as  the 
first  British  Columbian  Port  that  will 
feel  the  new  trend  of  Western  Canadian 
Commerce;  but  can  anyone  look  at  the 
Harbour  with  all  its  natural  advantages 
and  not  be  astounded  and  indignant  at 
the  lackadaisical  apathy,  the  temporizhig 
expedients,  that  characterise  everything 
connected  with  it  ?  The  structures  of  the 
Harbour  are  of  the  crudest  description, 
and  the  wharfage  is  miserably  inadequate 
even  for  present  demands.  Project  after 
project  has  been  adumbrated-deepening 
here,  dredging  there ;  but  nothing  seems 
to  materialize.  The  new  traffic  is  be- 
ginning to  come,  and  \'ancouver  is  in 
no  way  fitted  to  deal  with  it. 

Whose  business  is  it — whose  duty  is  it 
— to  see  that  the  rising  flood  of  fortune 
is  not  diverted  or  swept  aside  from  the 
Great  West  by  manipulations  to  save  or 
construct  some  political  reputation  for 
National  Economv  or  Sound  Finance.'' 
Such  maniimlations  are  not  economy  but 


parsimony,  ami  they  tend,  just  as  do 
Corresponding  tactics  in  the  individual. 
to  penury  and  beggary.  \\  c  cannot  have 
them,  even  thougn  the  reputation  <if  some 
Political  Economist,  or  Exchequer 
I'inancier  should  have  to  be  cli<jp|)cd 
off,  and  spiked  up,  as  that  of  a  traitor 
and  a  craven. 

The  Pouts  and  Hakuouks  ok  Canada 
are  uiujuestional)Iy  the  primary  concern 
of  the  Uominioii  Parliament;  but  un- 
happily that  I'arliament  is  dominated 
from  and  by  the  East ;  and  it  i.s  not 
particularly  the  desire  of  the  East  to 
develop  the  West  especially  as  the  con- 
struction of  Western  Harbours  is  likely 
to  attract  much  of  the  ship|)ing  that  now 
enters  the  Eastern  I'orts.  But  alter  all 
what  is  the  Dominion  Parliament?  It 
cannot  disregard  the  i'rovinces  of  Brit- 
ish Columbia  and  Alberta ;  and  if  it 
should  attempt  to  stunt  their  growth  by 
a  pettifogging  jjolicy.  if  it  should  refuse 
to  allot  to  them  their  fair  share  of  the 
Exchequer  appr()])riations  for  Public 
Works,  the  peoj)le  of  the  wronged  Pro- 
vinces have  a  dire  and  drastic  remedy. 
They  have  the  elements  not  only  of  a 
consolidated  Nation  within  their  own 
borders ;  but  their  conjoint  resources 
and  intrinsic  potentialities  transcend,  I 
])elieve.  those  of  all  the  Eastern  Pro- 
vinces combined.  Can  they,  and  their 
legitimate  claims,  be  flouteil  with  im 
punity?  Xo;  the  people  of  these  Pro- 
vinces will  not  cringe  where  they  are 
entitled  to  demand. 

The  trouble  with  the  predominant  East 
is  that  the  people  there,  and  even  the 
Governing  and  Parliamentary  con- 
fraternities do  not  apprchcnti  the  worth, 
the  wealth  and  the  greatness  of  the 
West:  and  they  think  that  Ixrcausc  the 
Railway  Svstem  running  through  I'-ast 
crn  Canada  conduces  to  their  own  ad- 
vancement that  Western  Canada  should 
he  ci>ntcnt  to  ign.'re  her  own  watcrwavs. 
aii.l  the  natural  shipi)ing  facilities  i>f  the 
Pacific  and  continue  to  patronise  and 
tread  the  steel  road  for  thousands  of 
miles  to  the  .Vtlantic. 

The  Laws  of  Economics  Ix-gin.  like 
charitv,  at  home;  and  it  is  mcumbent 
upon 'the  West  to  conserve  her  own 
cri-eatncss  an.l  look  after  her  own  expan- 
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sion.  If  the  East  will  persist  in  mono- 
polizing the  Revenues  that  belong  to  the 
whole  Dominion  for  Public  Works,  then 
the  East  must  receive  one  day  a  rude 
rebuff  for  her  persistent  folly. 

The  Ports  and  Harbours  of  the  Pa- 
cific must  be  put  into  a  condition  to  meet 
all  the  requirements  of  West  Canadian, 
European  and  Oriental  commerce.  If 
more  revenue  is  needed  for  this  purpose 
let  it  be  raised;  and  let  the  East  bear 
its  share  in  the  development  of  the  West, 
as  the  West  has  ungrudgingly  done  in 
the  development  of  the  East. 

Will  anyone  look  for  a  moment  or  two, 
at  the  vast  Government  expenditures 
that  have  been  made  within  the  past  30 
years  in  Holland,  Belgium,  Denmark, 
Germany,  Austria,  and  France  to  con- 
struct waterways  throughout  the  interior 
of  their  several  countries,  so  that  the 
products  of  the  most  remote  parts  ma\- 
easily  and  cheaply  be  brought  to  the  Sea 
whence  they  are  shipped  to  the  markets 
of  the  world?  Some  of  these  countries 
are  mere  specks  compared  with  Western 
Canada ;  but  the  people,  though  cramped 
in  space  and  poor  in  resources,  have  gal- 
lantly done  what  they  knew  to  be  essen- 
tial to  the  salvation  and  elevation  of 
their  Fatherland.  They  are  reaping  their 
reward  to-day ;  and  the  magnificent  Har- 
bours that  they  have  constructed,  some- 
times on  land  wrested  even  from  the  sea 
itself,  are  a  testimony  for  all  time  to 
their  patriotic  devotion,  and  their  great 
ness  of  soul.  If  they  go  down  in  the 
commercial  contest  with  larger  Nations 
no  one  can  say  they  were  laggards.  Let 
Canada  learn  from  their  heroic  example. 

Compared  with  these  Nations,  it  is  a 
petty  and  paltry  policy  for  any  Parlia- 
mentary Government  to  boast  of  a  sur- 
plus at  the  end  of  its  fiscal  year  or  at 
the  termination  of  its  period  of  power, 
while  such  a  glaring  anomaly  exists  as 
that  which  the  Pacific  Seaboard  of  Ca- 
nada presents. 

Here  we  have  an  Ocean  whose  wide 
and  deep  indentations  form  natural  ha- 
vens, and  are  readily  convertible  into 
Shipping  Ports  :  an  Ocean  whose  waters 
wash  the  coast  of  far  distant  regions  the 
denizens  of  which  are  eager  for  the  pro- 
duce of  Western  Canada  ;    an  Ocean  on 


whose  bosom  fioat  the  merchant  ships  of 
almost  every  nation  ;  an  Ocean  through 
whose  boundless  possibilities  Canada 
must  inevitably  grow  to  greatness ;  and 
yet  an  Ocean  to  which  at  the  present  day 
little  or  no  access  is  afforded  by  Canada, 
or  facility  provided  so  that  on  it  may  be 
carried  our  Western  merchandise  to  and 
from  the  m.arlicts  of  the  Orient  and  the 
World. 

There  too,  lying  along  this  Ocean,  we 
have  the  largest  Province  of  the  Dom- 
inion :  without  invidiousness  it  may  be 
called  the  greatest.  It  is  only  beginning 
to  unfold  its  earth-hidden  treasures.  Its 
mineral  resources  alone  are  beyond  the 
apprehension  or  computation  of  man ;  so 
diversified ;  so  varied ;  so  rich ;  easy 
of  access  ;  scattered  in  profusion.  Boun- 
tiful nature  seems  to  have  endowed  it,  at 
the  very  beginning,  out  of  the  plentitude 
of  her  stores  before  carrying  her  benefi- 
cial gifts  to  other  parts  of  the  earth. 
Not  long  ago  it  was  thought  to  be  a 
mining  country  alone ;  but  what  a  revela- 
tion have  the  past  few  years  made ! 
Within  the  folds  of  its  rugged  mountains 
wide  rivers  flow  teeming  with  their  pis- 
catorial inhabitants ;  and  in  the  wide 
vales  and  undulating  valleys  between  the 
projecting  hills  are  found  climatic  condi- 
tions rivalling  those  of  Southern  Europe, 
and  fertile  lands  on  which  fruit  is  grown- 
of  every  description  known  within  the  [t 
temperate  zone, — fruit  so  perfect,  lus- 
cious and  sweet  that  it  has  been  awarded 
the  premier  place  in  competitive  displays 
both  in  the  Old  World  and  the  New.  In 
these  vales  and  valleys,  too,  are  rich 
pasture  and  farming  lands ;  and  every 
condition  that  could  make  the  tranquil 
life  of  the  tiller  of  the  soil  an  earthly 
Elysium.  And  its  mountains  are  not  a 
"Sea"  as  a  celebrated  East  Canadian 
Orator  described  them  in  a  mixed  me- 
taphor which  only  too  truly  indicated  a 
mixed  and  imperfect  knowledge  very 
common  in  the  East.  The  Sea  indeed 
has  many  treasures  within  its  bosom 
though  there  is  nothing  growing  on  its 
surface.  But  upon  the  slopes  and  table 
lands  of  these  mountains  timber  luxur- 
iates to  a  ponderous  size,  and  in  immense 
variety.  This  heritage  alone  is  enougli 
to    make    British    Columbia    one    of   the    r. 
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wealthiest   sections  of  the  world.      And 
then  she  has  the  Ocean. 

Next  to  her.  lying  close  and  fon  lling- 
ly  beside  her.  sloping  gentiy  from  a  con- 
siderable altitude,  comes  the  tlelightful 
and  prolific  Province  of  Alberta — Al- 
berta whose  glorious  possibilities  were 
until  recently  hidden  from  the  world,  and 
especially  for  the  Eastern  Canadian.  One 
will  meet  in  such  enlightened  Eastern 
cities  as  Toronto  and  Montreal  a  pre- 
ponderating opinion  that  Alberta  is  a 
land  of  scrub  and  shrub  with  tlie  excep- 
tion of  a  narrow  belt  in  the  centre  along 
wdiich  wheat  is  grown;  that  its  climate 
is  almost  intolerable  in  winter  with  cold, 
and  almost  prohibitive  of  life  in  sum- 
mer, with  heat;  that  it  is  practically  a 
barren  land,  and  sparsely  populated. 
Alas,  for  purblindness ! 

Alberta  is,  I  believe,  the  richest  of  the 
three  Prairie  Provinces.  Its  climate  has 
acquired  for  it  the  name  of  "Sunny  Al- 
berta."' In  the  greater  part  of  it  cattle 
range  at  will  and  find  their  own  shelter 
throughout  the  winter.  Its  soil  is  in- 
comparably rich.  It  has  produced  a 
grade  of  wheat  which  is  unsurpassable, 
known  as  Alberta  Red  Wheat.  From 
several  hundreds  of  miles  north  of  Ed- 
monton southward  through  Calgary  to 
the  national  line,  it  is  one  vast  stretch 
of  arable  and  pasture  land  interspersed 
with  timber.  It  is  an  ideal  country  for 
cattle,  sheep  and  horses.  In  the  raising 
of  cattle,  whether  for  dairy  purposes  or 
for  beef,  the  climatic  conditions  render  it 
absolutely  unrivalled.  Dairy  farming 
flourishes;  sugar  beets  abound;  and 
manufactories  are  spring  up  in  ever  in- 
creasing numbers  and  in  ever  widening 
areas.  Its  coal  and  iron  deposits,  natural 
concomitants,  are  found  in  close  juxta- 
position and  are  capable  of  supplying  the 
needs  of  the  Dominion  for  centuries  to 
come.  The  Eastern  slopes  of  the  beau 
tiful  Rockies  provide  the  material  for  a 
Cement  industry  which  is  already  becom- 
ing prodigious.  Everything  grows  in 
Alberta — barley,  oats,  corn,  wheat,  rye. 
peas,  potatoes,  hay.  fruit,  vegetables,  and 
cereals  of  all  kinds — in  rivalling  profu- 
sion. 


I'rohtic  and  propitious  Alberta!  She 
too  has  an  intimate  relationship  with,  ami 
interest  in.  the  Pacific. 

II' hat  an  anomaly,  I  repeat,  with  such 
wealth  and  rcsouncs  contained  in  the 
tzvo  Proiinccs  next  to  the  H'estern 
Ocean  to  see  the  Ports  undeveloped,  most 
of  the  Harbours  derelict,  and  lancouter 
only  one  sta^t^e  advanced  from  its  state 
of  nature. 

What  an  anomaly;  ivhat  a  stupidity; 
Zi'hat  a  National  crime! 

We  are  prone  to  be  too  much  guided 
by  precedent.  The  I'lastcrn  I'arliaincnl- 
ary  magnates  tell  us  with  an  assumption 
of  profound  statesmaii.ship  that  the  West 
must  evolve  herself  slowly  and  gradually 
us  did  the  East ;  but  they  ignore  the  fact 
that  there  is  no  similarity  of  circum- 
stances between  the  two.  riie  ICast 
grew  from  zero;  so  also  did  the  West; 
but  while  the  maratime,  territorial,  and 
commercial  potentials  of  the  East  were 
develoi)ing,  pari  passu — with  equal  pace, 
the  West  developed  her  corrcs|>onding 
territorial  and  commercial  resources  only 
ignoring,  or  (|uite  oblivious  of,  her  Mara- 
time Inheritance.  Her  eye  was  avertc<l 
from  the  Pacific  which  swept  her  own 
borders,  and  was  fixed  on  the  Atlantic 
tlnnisands  of  miles  I-'astward.  She  parti- 
cipated in,  and  contributed  to,  the  Slara- 
time  development  of  the  East  because 
she  believed  it  was  the  development  of 
the  whole  Dominion,  and  that  it  was 
essential,  to  herself.  N\>w  she  is  disen- 
thralled, disillusionized;  and  turning' 
with  her  face  Westward  she  lK*holds  the 
Pacific,  and  instantly  api>rehends  wlicre 
her  real  power  and  future  greatness  lie. 
But  she  has  much  more  to  (lo  than  mere- 
ly lament  an  infatuation.  She  has  to  pro- 
ceed to  rectify  a  blunder,  and.  by  forced 
marches,  to  advance  her  .Maratime  Re-  " 
sources  to  a  stage  corresponding  to.  and 
commensurate  with  that  at  which  her  in- 
ternal resources  and  her  commercial  cx- 
jiansion  have  already  arrive<l. 

It  is  this  anonuiloKs  '  '       '    de- 

velopment that  makes  >f 

an  adequate  t'iCentiehi->  i  -    >    .    ur 

at  I'ancouver  an  urt^ent  and  imperative 
necessity  to-day:  and  -■  fir  from  ob- 
structing it,  the  E5»st  itted  by 
the  blunder  or  the  w                     i  «^f  the 
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West,  by  way  of  requital,  ought  to  do  ali 
in  its  power  to  promote  the  work,  of 
developing  and  constructing  Ports  and 
Harbours  along  the  Pacific  Seaboard 
commensurate  with  the  needs  of  West- 
ern Canada,  and  the  commerce  which  in 
daily  increasing  volume  passes  through 
the  Pacific  and  brings  the  Dominion  into 
closer  relationship  with  the  markets  of 
the  World. 

It  seems  not  only  fair,  but  true  States- 
manship to  build  up  the  Pacific  Ports  by 
the  co-operation  of  the  whole,  just  as  the 
Atlantic  Ports  were  built  by  the  Co- 
operation of  the  whole  ;  for  thus  only  can 
Canada  remain  a  perfect  Unity,  and  at- 
tain to  her  destined  greatness.  Who- 
ever thwarts  the  project,  or  temporises 
with  it,  on  the  ground  of  financial  expe- 
diency, inadequacy  of  resources  or  other- 
wise is  a  miscreant,  and  an  enemy  to  the 
Canadian  Nation. 


British  Columbia  has  a  formidable  task 
before  her,  as  a  Province,  as  a  part  of 
the  Dominion,  and  as  the  Frontier 
Guardian  of  the  Pacific  Coast  in  bring- 
ing, or  compelling  the  Dominion  Govern- 
ment to  bring,  the  Harbours  of  the 
Western  Ocean  into  conformity  with  the 
requirements  of  this  magnificent  epoch 
in  Western  development  and  commercial 
expansion.  But  she  has  one  great  source 
of  strength — the  co-operation,  the  splen- 
did example,  and  the  loyal  support  of  her 
nearest  neighbour,  the  grand  EVovince  of 
Alberta  whose  enlightened  Railway 
Policy  has  already  created  admiration  for 
her  Leaders  and  People,  and  elevated 
them  to  the  dignity  of  true  economists, 
and  farsighted,  progressive  and  patriotic 
upholders  of  the  cause  of  Canada's  Great 
West  Wonder-land. 


The  Promise  of  Easter 


Blanche  E.  Holt  Murison 

Glamor  of  marvellous  things, 
Limitless  measure  of  hope, 
Springeth  eternal  on  new-born  wings. 
From  a  grave  in  a  garden  slope ; 

Look  up  sad  eyes  where  the  glory  lies, 
Shining  resplendent  across  the  skies. 

Purple  and  gold  of  the  morn. 
Arches  triumphal  of  light 
Blazon  the   sky ;    while   lilies  adorn 

The  earth  with  their  splendor  white. 
Each  hill  and  lea  keepeth  jubilee, 
And  every  breeze  is  a  symphony. 


Promise  of  cheer  and  delight, 

To  comfort  us  on  our  way : 
O  covenant  sweet !     Earth's  darkest  night 
But  heralded   Easter   day. 

Jubilate !     Jubilate ! 

Heaven's  gates  are  open  wide. 

Love  hath  found  a  sanctuary. 

Where  all  weary  souls  may  hide: 

Death's  finality  is  ended. 

Life  with  Death  hath  met  and  blended. 

Life    through   Death    is   glorified. 


Naval   Battle  off  Vancouver 


Nigel  Tourneur 


I 


SI'Al^X  hours  o(ine,  and  her  shaft 
iiii;  IK  It  fixed  up.  Where  the 
enemy  are.  the  cHckens  only 
knows.  Geewish !" 
The  commander  of  the  British  auxil- 
iary cruiser.  " Victoria,'"  muttered  angrily 
to  himself  as  he  impatiently  paced  up 
and  down  the  bridge.  Hidden  in  the 
darkness  of  that  autumn  night.  192—, 
she  still  heaved  helplessly  to  the  Pacific 
swell. 

Out  of  Vancouver  about  to  be  attack- 
ed by  the  enemy's  Flying  Squadron,  she 
had  been  making  all  speed  to  call  up  the 
British  North  Pacific  Fleet,  when  her 
tail-end  shaft  had  cracked.  Just  in  time 
had  her  engines  been  slowed  down  and 
stopped. 

Desperation  tugged  at  her  command- 
ing olificer's  heartstrings  when  he  thought 
of  the  great  seaport's  perilous  straits. 

But  in  the  wireless  cabin  on  the  bridge 
deck  below,  the  operator  was  industrious- 
ly trying  to  pick  up  Admiral  Knapp's 
command.  Energetically  he  was  work 
ing  the  key  of  the  transmitter,  and  a  vivid 
spark  crackled  and  tore  between  the  two 
antennae;  short  and  long  it  remained 
there  while  he  pressed  the  key ;  and  with 
short  and  long  flashes  the  electric  cur- 
rent went  forth  in  the  call  for  succour. 
For  two  hundred  miles  around,  the  oper- 
ator was  ringing  the  night  heavens  with 
the  mystic  words. 

Only  for  a  few  seconds  did  he  pause. 
It  was  when  the  stopper  of  the  voice- 
tube  in  the  bulkhead  just  beside  his  right 
ear  blew  out  with  a  shrill  screech. 

"No,  sir,  no."  he  replied  to  his  anxious 
Bridge,  "no  answer  at  all  yet." 

But  his  last  words  went  unheard. 
"Steamer  coming  down  on  the  port  (juar- 
ter,"  had  taken  Darrell  like  an  electric 
shock. 


He  sprang  to  the  |)nrt  bridge-rail,  and 
stared  aheatl. 

Thick  gloom  hid  the  wastes.  Heavy 
drojis  of  rain  fell  with  a  pit-pit  on  the 
deck.  ihe  breeze  was  growing  stitTcr, 
C(  ming  down  in  great  ciaps  of  like  dis- 
tant thunder. 

As  the  Victoria's  gun  crews  were  piped 
to  (|uarters,  the  stranger  spoke  her  in 
swift  flickers  of  white  light  turning  al- 
ternately into  yellow  and  green.  But 
the  auxiliary  cruiser  could  make  no 
counter  reply  :  unknown  were  tlie  signals. 
A  thin  si)urt  of  crimson  flashed  out 
on  board  the  stranger,  and  the  report  of 
a  four-inch  (piickfirer  came  down  the 
squalling  wind.  The  projectile  sent  up 
a  little  cloud  of  spray,  luminous  with 
phosphorus,  wide  of  the  cruiser.  But  the 
next  second  the  detonation  again  cracked 
out  faintly,  and  this  time  the  Victoria 
n  )cked   violently. 

A  great  spurt  of  steam  seethed  up 
amidships,  and  spread  <lownwind  in  a 
great  woollv  cloud  fn^m  her  wrecked 
stokehold. 

"Heave  to.  or   1   will  sink  you.     You 

are " 

But  the  breaking  s(|uall  overpowered 
all  human  sounds.  It  hit  the  stricken 
warship  on  her  shoulder,  and  made  her 
slant  steep  to  leeward.  The  foaming 
waters  gurgled  and  swejit  past  her  up- 
perdeck'  rail.  lU'.t  the  very  vi.ilcnce  of 
the  elements  brought  to  Darrcil  a  scheme 
to  baulk  the  enemy. 

Again  the  ( )rientars  tor|>cdo  craft  en- 
forced her  peremptory  summons,  and 
this  time  her  projectile  burst  above  the 
\  ictoria's  smokestack,  shattering  it.  A 
crv  escaped  the  Commander-Lieutenant. 
In'  his  furv  he  smote  his  left  hand 
against  the  binnacle,  the  heat  of  which 
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scorched  the  wet  pahn.  But  he  felt  no 
pain. 

"Brainerd,"  he  roared  to  the  quarter- 
master beside  him,  "sing  out  to  them, 
'Sydney,  American-Pacihc  Line,  Bris- 
bane to  'Frisco.  Break  down.'  Take  the 
'phone,  and  give  it  'em  as  Yankee  as  ye 
hke." 

\\'ith  a  harsh  guttural  twang  the  quar- 
termaster hailed  the  destroyer,  making 
the  megaphone  bray  forth  the  message. 

"When  the  squall  passes,  you  send 
the  ship's  papers  for  examination,"  came 
the  indistinct  answer.  And  Lieutenant 
Darrell  smiled  grimly  to  himself.  Hooped 
with  steel  were  his  nerves. 

His  was  the  grit  that  wins. 

"We  can  do  nothing  against  the  en- 
emy, as  we  are,  with  out  pop-guns.  The 
wireless  gear  must  not  be  wrecked,  but 
it's  up  to  us  to  carry  her  by  the  board, 
boys,"  he  cried  to  his  subordinate  offi- 
cers, "it  is  one  of  their  own  tricks." 

Early  in  the  unexpected  hostilities  the 
Orientals  had  boarded  the  "Vancouver 
City,"  having  signalled  through  the  dark- 
ness that  the  cruiser  speaking  her  was 
the  Berwick,  with  communications.  The 
unsuspecting  liner  had  been  captured 
without  the  loss  of  a  single  man. 

About  four  bells  of  the  middle  watch, 
the  squall  having  blown  itself  out,  leav- 
ing a  heavy  sea  running,  Darrell  and 
fourteen  men  put  off  in  the  launch.  Hid- 
den in  the  pitchblack  night  under  the 
Victoria's  lee  already  wobbled  the  cut- 
ters and  whaler,  awaiting  the  signal  to 
dash  across.  It  was  perilous  work,  in 
the  jumble  of  seas.  Now  and  again  a 
bluejacket  gave  a  hitch  to  his  trousers 
the  better  to  hide  his  weapon,  or  loosened 
his  shirt  a  little  for  easier  access  to  his 
revolver. 

With  a  conscious  air  the  quartermaster 
sat  in  the  sternsheets  beside  the  Lieut- 
enant-Commander. Brainerd  could  not 
keep  from  grinning.  The  notion  of  his 
acting  the  'Skipper'  tickled  him  much. 
Reckon,  sir,  if  they  smell  us  out  before 
we  board,  we'll  have  a  very  hot  time  of 
it,  gettin'  alongside,"  said  he  to  Darrell. 
taking  a  squint  at  the  enemy's  craft  now 
growing  outlined  in  the  night.  "Look 
out  there,  sir.  Alind  that  lip  o'  sea,"  on 
an  eddying    surge    smacking    the    port 


beam,  and  deluging  the  boat  with  brine. 
"Better  knocked  on  the  head,  than  to 
die  like  rats  in  a  shot-riddled  vessel.  She 
coulu  sink  the  cruiser  at  400  yards,  in 
two  ticks,"  was  his  officer's  abrupt  an- 
swer.    "This  is  our  only  chance,  lads." 

Slowly  the  launch  reached  the  De- 
stroyer's lee,  and  made  for  her  sea  gang- 
way. Darrell  notea  a  group  of  seamen 
on  her  forecastle,  another  about  the 
gangway  where  stood  two  officers.  On 
lier  bridge  loomed  the  indistmct  tigure 
of  the  officer  of  the  watch  intently  look- 
ing away  ahead,  with  binoculars  levelled. 

Hand  lines  were  thrown  from  the  De- 
stroyer, and  made  fast  in  the  launch. 
Boat  hooks  caught  on ;  Brainerd  watch- 
ed his  chance,  and  to  the  jerky  motions 
of  the  torpedo  craft  he  scrambled  up  the 
ladder.  The  next  second,  his  officer  and 
he  were  standing  on  the  enemy's  deck. 

The  lieutenant  blessed  his  stars  that 
no  lights  shone  save  the  half-concealed 
bridge  binnacle.  His  glance  over  the  nar- 
row tumbling  deck,  wet  and  slippery 
with  the  wash  of  the  seas,  satistied  him 
he  had  given  the  correct  posts  for  his 
men  first  to  secure  in  their  onset.  But  his 
heart  beat  faster  when  he  saw  how  clum- 
sily the  quartermaster  shook  hands  with 
the  little  brown-faced  commander. 

"Ah!  American,  eh?  The  ship's  paper? 
Thanks !  You  will  come  below  while  I 
examine  them,  there  is  too  much  sea  on, 
too  much  wet,  here.     Below,  eh?" 

As  Lieutenant  Darrell  listened  to  the 
Oriental,  the  thought  came  to  him  that  it 
must  have  been  the  same  enemy  who  had 
entrapped  the  "\"ancouver  City."  A  sar- 
donic smile  flitted  over  his  resolute  face. 

A  hail  rang  from  the  forecastle  look- 
out. The  commander  jerked  himself 
round,  and  flung  his  eyes  ahead,  south- 
by-west.       Signals    twinkled     there,    far 

away infinitesimal  pin-points.     Again 

the  lookout  reported  the  consort  coming 
down. 

Darrell's  whistle  shrilled  through  the 
night.  The  revolvers  of  Brainerd  and 
himself  cracked  out ;  and  the  Oriental 
commander  fell  down,  his  head  and 
shoulders  blocking  the  wardroom  hatch- 
way. The  officer  on  the  bridge  also  tilt- 
ed forward.     With     a     roar — "At  'em. 
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lads!" — the  Lieutenant  plunged  into  the 
group  of  men  by  the  gangway. 

The  enemy  rallied  and  closed,  yelling 
in  short  staccato  yaps  like  madmen.  Dar- 
rell  parried  a  violent  thrust  from  the 
broadfaced  sub-lieutenant,  and  cut  him 
down.  A  bullet  seared  his  right  shoulder, 
razing  the  Hesh  like  a  redhot  iron.  With 
a  cry  of  fury  he  struck  out,  using  the 
butt  of  his  revolver,  and  stretched  out 
his  antagonist. 

Aft,  the  Orientals  had  retreated  to  the 
poop.  After  a  fierce  struggle  they  were 
driven  from  it,  and  secured  below  in  the 
officers  quarters. 

Darrell  picked  himself  up  oft'  a  corpse, 
over  whicli  he  had  tripped  owing  to  a 
sudden  jumping  of  the  Destroyer. 
Around  the  amidships  quickfirers  tJic 
dead  and  dying  lay  clustered,  for  on  the 
possession  of  these  pieces  rested  the  crisis 
of  the  fight.  The  stokehold  and  engine- 
room  complements  were  also  under 
g^ard.  Yet  the  forecastle  held  out. 
Round  its  four-inch  quickfirer  the 
Orientals  were  making  a  gallant  stand. 
To  break  it  down  was  impossible. 
Again  and  again  decimated  boarders 
were  driven  back,  down  over  the  break 
of  the  forecastle  and  on  to  the 
bloody  deck.  The  Lieutenant-Commander 
crushed  out  of  his  eyes  the  blood  trick- 
ling down  his  forehead,  and  flung  a  des- 
perate look  about  him. 

The  Quartermaster's  voice  rang 
through  the  hubbub  of  shouting,  scream- 
ing, blaspheming  men:  "Steamer  bear- 
ing down  oft'  port  bow." 

The  Destroyer's  consort  on  getting  no 
response  to  her  prolonged  signalling  was 
now  coming  up. 

'"Midships,  men,  'midships.  Clear 
'way  port  gun,"  roared  Darrell. 

Quickly  the  leering  muzzle  veered 
round,  and  the  gun's  sharp,  snappy  wail 
above  the  hurly-burly.  There  was  an  up- 
ward rush  of  cheering  Canadians.  But 
only  a  loose  heap  of  slain  and  wounded 
filled  the  eye. 

Darrell's  whistle  piped  clear  and  full 
through  the  gusty  wind,  and  immediate- 
ly the  waving  of  a  lantern  from  the 
Victoria's  bridge  answered  him. 

"On  deck  with  prisoners."  he  snapped, 
"Into  the  boats  with  them,  their  wound- 


ed too.  Loosen  away  there,  davits,  and 
swing  out.  Be  smart,  lads— smart  for 
y(jur  lives." 

Ahead  two  reports  thundered  out 
faintly,  for  the  Oriental's  cunsorl  had  dis- 
covered all.  Her  projectiles  ricochctted 
to  starboard,  sending  up  clouds  of  spray. 
Again  she  let  Hy  ;  but  her  bursting  mis- 
siles only  served  to  hurry  the  victors. 

The  Destroyer's  engineers  and  stokers 
were  forced  up  on  deck.  They  had  their 
choice  of  the  boats  or  the  greedy  seas. 

"Cut  painters.  Fire  if  they  d<.iVt  pull 
away,"  were  the  orders  ringing  down 
from  the  Destroyer  s  bridge.  It  was  no 
time  to  be  humane  when  the  fate  of 
\'ancouver  was  at  stake. 

But  without  hesitation  the  prisoners 
frantically  pulled  away  in  the  direction 
of  the  oncoming  vessel.  Some  of  the 
men  were  at  the  oars ;  some  cursing ; 
some  trampling  on  their  wounded,  care- 
less of  their  groans  so  long  as  they  shook 
impotent  fists  at  their  conquerors.  .Many 
of  their  comrades  were  tongue-tied 
through  fury  and  despair. 

As  Darrell  saw  the  dim  figures  of  his 
remaining  men  hastily  board  the  i)rize, 
from  the  doomed  Victoria,  he  rang  the 
Destroyer's  engines  to  full  s{)eed  ahead, 
for  promptly  had  his  engineroom  and 
stokehold  staffs  taken  up  their  |>osts  be- 
low. The  prize  leaped  forward  to  the 
quickening  beat  of  her  triple  screws. 
Under  the  deadly  shower  of  bursting 
missiles  from  the  enemy,  she  hurled  her- 
self forward  into  the  safety  of  further 
night. 

In  the  little  cramped  wireless  cabin 
abaft  the  wardrot)m  pantry  the  ojKTator. 
exhausted,  half-dazed  with  fighting. 
stared  for  a  few  moments  in  stupefaction 
at  the  tape  machine. 

"QC QC QC "   rattled  the 

receiver   as   the   riband   of   white   p.qK-r 
passed  out  in  a  coil. 

He  snatched  it  up.  ami  frowned  at  the 
strange  letters.  With  a  great  crj-  he 
sprang  to  the  ladder. 

The  Oriental's  receiver  was  rcgistcrinR 
the  secret-code  countersign  of  the  Brit- 
ish North  Pacific  Fleet. 

Saved  was  N'ancouver.  the  great  sea- 
port of  British  Columbia. 
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And  saved  may  it  be,  for  ever  from  thee, 
Thou  sly  tawny  Jap,  thou  siimy  Chinee. 
From  Air.  Sam  Shck  who  prevails  to  tno 

South. 
From    envious    hordes    who    with    wide 

gaping  mouth 
Stare  now  at  our  treasures,   our   riches 

untold  ; 
Our  fruit  and  farm  lands  ;  our  silver  and 

gold; 
Our   copper   and    coal,    and   our    forests 

sublime ; 
Our  wealth  all  abounding  for  now  and 

all  time ; 
Our  Ports  and  our  Harbours  that  great- 
ness afford — 
Protection  to  Commerce,  defence  to  the 

sword. 


Ye  Chinese  who  grovel  and  snivel  and 

leer 
Get    rich    on    your    hoarding    and    then 

disappear ; 
Make  off  helter-skelter  in  double  quick 

run. 
With  the  wealth  of  our  Soil,  to  the  Land 

of  the  Sun. 
Ye    Japanese    clad    with    equipments    of 

war 
Whose  armies  and  navies  and  Juggernaut 

car 
Would   crush,    if   they   dare,   and   claim 

as  their  own 
What    belongs    to  the   white   man — the 

white  man  alone. 
Avaunt  ye  whom  envy  and  malice  propel 
To  usurp  all  our  splendour  by  tactics  of 

Fle.l ! 


Easter  in  the  Garden 

Agnes  Lockhart  Hughes 


In  the  garden  'twas  Easter  Sunday- — 
And  all  through  the  scented  aisles — 

Spring  blossoms  were  flaunting  their  bonnets,- 
Bedecked  in  the  gayest  of  styles. 

With  lavender  sunshades  half-opened, 
A  lilac  bush  leaned  o'er  the  gate ; 

While  tulips  were  rustling  their  silken  gowns. 
Like  queens  in  rich  robes  of  state. 

The  crocus  and  hyacinthe  chattereK 
With  a  narcissus  dressed  in  white. 

And  a  violet  all  dewey  in  purple  frills 
Looked  on  with  the  keenest  delight. 

A  beautiful  lily  half  kneeling. 

The  pearls  on  her  rosary  told. 
And  the  grasses  chanted  a  soft  "Amen" — 

As  she  kissed  the  sweet  cross  of  gold. 

Then,  a  breeze  shook  the  tinkling  bluebells 
And  a  robin  spilled  song  on  the  air ; 

While  baring  their  hearts, — the  flowers  all  knelt 
And  wafted  to  Heaven  a  prayer. 


Betty  Jane  of  Three  Gables 


Agnes   Lockhart  Hughes 

Author  of  Beneath  the  Old  Poke  Bonnet ;  Marthy's  Second  Honeymoon 
An  Aristocrat  in  Bohemia,  Etc. 


YES,   her    Hiacs   always   l)ud    earlier 
than  anyone's  else  hereabouts, — 
they're  beauties  too, — but  stingy  1 
she   wouldn't  let  you  snift'  them 
on  yer  life  if  she  could  help  it." 

There  was  the  click  of  a  gate,  and  the 
ker  came  from  an  angle  in  her  little  gar- 
veiled  walk  opposite,  as  Betty  Jane  Par- 
l.er  came  from  an  angle  in  her  little  gar- 
den where  she  had  been  made  the  unwill- 
ing eavesdropper,  hearing  no  good  of 
herself. 

"Stingy" — she  muttered,  leaning  over 
the  low  white-washed  paling  separatnig 
her  cottage  from  the  road.  "Stingy, — and 
I  almost  supporting — the  vilage  church 
to  say  nothing  of  foreign  missions'. — 
humph  I"  but  s!ie  heard  voices  and  ap- 
proaching footsteps  again,  so  she  with- 
drew to  the  latticed  porch."  Wi.y  )f 
<:ourse  Easterll  be  kind'r  warm  like  this 
year,  comin"  in  April,  you  know,  so  I 
just  bought  me  a  straw  bonnet  with  red 
roses  and  lilies-of-the-valley.  It  looks 
quite  spry  too,  but  so  long  as  you  think 
it  all  right,  it  goes, — for  you  oughter 
know,  comin'  from  a  big  city." 

A  cheery  laugh  answered  the  older 
woman's  speech:  "You  certainly  will  be 
•quite  nobby,  Aunt  Emma,  but  just  wait 
until  you  see  my  chic  hat ;  it  will  shock 
this  quiet  village,  I'm  afraid.  Just  the 
same,  do  you  know  what  I'd  really  like 
to  wear  in  a  place  like  this?  Just  a 
simple  leghorn,  with  natural  lilacs  and 
foliage.  Why  in  New  York  we'd  give 
the  eyes  out  of  our  heads  for  blossoms 
like  your  neighbor  opposite  has ; — I've  a 
^eat  mind  to  cultivate  her  acquaintance." 
"Nonsense ;  she'd  bite  your  head  oft  : 
•she's  as  tart  as  vinegar.     Nobody  ever 


bothers  alx)Ut  her.  I  )isai)pointcd  m  love, 
some  say  :  tliough  her  mother  belore  her 
was  the  same  ;  gives  all  her  .savings  to 
the  church  and  boasts  of  it,  while  she 
lives  like  a  miser, — so  we  just  let  her 
alone." 

Alore's  the  pity  ;  I'd  just  love  to  lot:)k 
her  up ;  who  knows,  but  the  poor  old 
soul  has  grown  bitter  because  you  have 
left  her  too  much  alone!" 

Again  the  voices  passed,  and  lictl> 
Jane  i'arker  stretched  her  neck  to  look 
after  the  retreating  forms.  Emelina 
Baxter,  her  opposite  neighbor,  she  (juick 
ly  recognized,  but  the  sweet  girlish  tig^re 
was  a  stranger  to  lietty,  who  knew  all 
the  village  folks,  for  had  she  n«it  dwelt 
here  all  her  life? 

The  speakers  had  passed  on,  and  still 
1  Jetty  Jane  lingered  by  the  low  white 
paling  with  the  scents  of  the  lilacs  alxm: 
her. 

"Tart  as  vinegar — nol)ody  ever  l)«)ther> 
about  her; — she  lives  like  a  miser; — so 
we  just  let  her  alone!"  Disjointedly 
the  sentences  echoed  dully  on  Betty 
lane's  ears ;  a  bluebird  in  the  purple  mist 
of  blossoms    alwve.    sent    out    a    short, 

sweet  trill.— and,  yes  it  was  singing " 

"Who  knows  but  that  she  has  grown 
old  because  you  have  let  her  alone!" 

It  was  many  a  day  since  Betty  Jam. 
iiad  moved  so'  briskly  :  it  lacked  but  a 
few  days  of  Easter.  Eggs  were  higii 
and  scarce  ;  never  had  her  prized  hens 
laid  so  poorly,  and  she  had  counted  on 
them  so  much  for  her  generous  contri- 
Inition  to  the  Easter  collection,  in  the 
Church,  where  the  I'ark(r>  were  known 
anil  respected  chicrtv  b.oause  of  their 
liberal  contribntiMns.     Vet  i'.ett\  Jane  ac- 
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tuaily  smiled  beneath  her  stiffly  starched 
Shaker  bonnet,  as  laying  her  freshly 
gathered  eggs  on  the  latticed  porch,  she 
moved  about  the  garden,  looking  into  the 
violets'  purpling  eyes,  and  for  the  first 
time  in  her  life,  noting  the  pretty  con- 
trast between  the  yellow  daffodils,  and 
the  scylla's  deep  blue  bells.  Even  the 
shy  crocuses  seemed  to  lean  towards  her, 
and  the  hyacinths  shook  their  scented 
blossoms  at  her  feet. 

She  had  thought  of  gathering  the 
Spring  blossoms  and  offering  them  for 
saie  in  the  village  shop,  in  order  to  make 
up  the  egg  shortage,  but  her  pride  re- 
belled. "Miser,"  they  had  called  her. 
had  she  actually  become  one?  "Old,"  too 
they  had  said,  but  Betty  Jane  had  not 
yet  rounded  her  thirty-fifth  year,  though 
she  looked  all  of  fifty, — with  her  hair 
drawn  painfully  back  from  her  forehead, 
and  the  sad  droop  of  her  straight  lips, 
that  so  seldom  smiled. 

Betty  Jane's  father  died  when  she  wai 
quite  young,  leaving  the  little  homestead 
with  its  trim  garden,  and  a  smail  in- 
come to  his  widow,  Abigail.  She,  a 
thrifty  woman,  laid  aside  the  pennies  for 
Betty  Jane,  and  it  was  an  open  secret  in 
the  village  that  Mrs.  Parker  for  years 
had  made  a  practice  of  donating  all  the 
money  derived  from  the  sale  of  her 
choicest  hens'  eggs,  during  the  Lenten 
season,  to  the  Easter  collection  of  the 
primitive  Methodist  church  that  she  and 
her  husband  had  regularly  attended.  The 
lives  of  mother  and  daughter  had  been 
strictly  methodical  as  befitted  the  relics 
of  an  esteemed  deacon.  The  front  door 
of  their  cottage  bore  the  insignia  of  the 
occupants  of  the  "three  gabled"  dwell- 
ing. "Three  Angles,"  a  wit  of  the  vil- 
lage had  dubbed  the  house,  liking  it  to 
the  deacon  Hezikiah — his  spouse  Abi- 
gail, and  their  daughter  Betty  Jane,  with 
the  tightly  braided  pigtails  hanging  down 
her  back.  The  brass  knocker  on  the 
front  door  gleamed  as  brightly  todav  as 
it  did  nearly  forty  years  ago,  when  Dea- 
con Parker  led  his  dignified  young  bride 
proudly  to  what  was  then  considered  in 
the  village, — a  mansion.  Constant  pol- 
ishing had  worn  the  plate  beneath  the 
knocker,  while  about  the  edge  the  white 
paint  was  scoured,  until  the  bare  wood 


peeped  forth  boldly.  Seldom  had  this 
door  swung  back  on  its  hinges, — save 
once  when  Hezikiah,  and  Abigail,  after 
a  brief  honeymoon,  crossed  the  thres- 
hold. Again  when  the  baby  girl,  Betty 
Jane  Abigail  Parker,  had  been  carried 
forth  to  baptism,  and  back  again  after  the 
ceremony.  Later,  Hezikiah,  with  all  the 
dignity  befitting  a  faithful  deacon  of 
years  standing,  all  silent  and  cold,  had 
been  borne  forth  to  the  village  church- 
yard. Then,  a  few  years  after,  Abigail, 
his  spouse,  had  passed  under  the  same 
portals  to  rest  beside  her  husband's  re- 
mains, where  a  modest  white  shaft  told 
of  their  many  virtues, — for  they  were 
considered  in  the  village  as  models  of 
godliness  and  charity. 

True,  Hezikiah  never  had  been  known 
to  give  a  shilling  to  a  private  charity, 
nor  had  Abigail  been  guilty  of  such  an 
indiscretion,  but  both  had  been  lauded 
to  the  villagers  for  their  generous  sup- 
port of  the  church,  and  especially  for 
the  magnitude  of  their  Easter  offerings 
placed  on  the  plate  during  the  collections, 
then  taken  up.  So,  it  had  become  some- 
what of  a  boast,  handed  down  as  a  duty 
to  Betty  Jane  to  still  carry  on,  and  she 
had  done  so  for  years, — scrimping, — 
hoarding,  denying  herself  pleasures,  and 
growing  so  parsimonious  that  she  almost 
begrudged  the  passers-by  the  scent  of  her 
exquisite  lilacs  swaying  their  purple  and 
white  fringes  over  the  narrow  white 
fence  separating  her  garden  from  the 
village  highway. 

Twice  a  year  the  minister  called — and 
all  the  village  knew  it, — for  he  had  ac- 
tually dared  to  walk  up  the  front  steps, 
lifted  the  brass  knocker,  and  was  ushered 
in  by  Betty  Jane.  And  often,  too,  now 
that  the  neighbors  came  to  think  of  it, 
they  remembered  seeing  Squire  Creigh- 
ton's  happy-go-lucky  son,  Harry,  admit- 
ted over  the  sacred  threshold.  Shortly 
after,  he  had  left  the  village,  and  noth- 
ing had  since  been  heard  of  him. 

Betty  Jane  sat  on  the  edge  of  a  horse- 
hair trunk  in  the  attick,  or  store-room 
of  "Three  Gables."  Neatly  arranged 
about  the  room  were  many  bits  of  an- 
cient history,  from  the  antique  poke  bon- 
net, and  voluminous  hoop-skirts,  to  the 
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gutta-i)crcha  galoshes,  worn  by  a  worthy 
ancestor. 

In  spite  of  the  aroma  of  camphor  and 
sweet  lavendar  that  greeted  one  from 
every  nook  and  cranny,  an  occasional 
niotn  tlitted  across  the  room,  and  disap- 
peared in  the  shadows. 

From  the  old  trunk,  LJetl\  Jane  drew 
forth  a  cashmere  dolman, — its  black  hav- 
ing long  since  given  place  to  a  rusty 
brown, — a  bonnet  with  threadbare  rib- 
bons and  faded  flowers, — and  silk  gloves 
that  had  been  mended,  until  the\-  would 
scarcely  hold  another  stitch.  Betty  Jane 
knew  them  well, — these  antiquated  arti- 
cles of  her  wardrobe,  that  had  done  duty 
on  state  occasions  for  many  years,  and 
it  needed  not  the  entrance  of  the  prying 
sunbeam,  to  show  up  their  utter  shab- 
biness.  "And  all  the  neighbors  with 
something  new  for  Easter — talking  about 
it  too,  as  if  it  was  all  the  season  was 
made  for;  yet  not  one  of  them's  done 
what  I  have  for  years,  to  educate  the 
heathen,  and  send  missionaries  to  teacU 
what  Easter  means,  but  what  does  it 
mean?"  suddenly  queried  Betty  Jane. 
"Renunciation"  seemed  to  come  from  the 
corner  where  Abigail's  widow's  weeds 
were  carefully  wrapped  in  a  box.  "Cru- 
cifixion," echoed  Hezikiah's  stove-pipe 
hat  on  the  shelf  above  the  trunk.  '"Taint 
neither!"  said  Betty  Jane,  ignoring  all 
rules  of  grammar,  as  thrusting  the  shab- 
by clothes  aside  she  crossed  to  the  open 
window.  "Oh!"  she  cried,  with  a  long 
drawn  gasp, — "I  know  what  it  means — 
I  know, — the  lilacs  have  told  me, — it's 
resurrection, — resurrection !"  —  and  she 
clapped  her  hands  in  glee  like  a  happy 
child.  "And  resurrection  it'll  be  for 
you,  poor  Betty  Jane," — she  laughed. 

The  dwellers  of  "Three  Gables"  had 
seldom  been  known  to  patronize  the  om- 
nibus, making  four  trips  daily  to  and 
from,  the  little  nearby  town.  No.  it  had 
always  been  considered  by  the  Parkers 
"healthier  to  walk."  and,' besides,  their 
maxim  was  "A  dime  saved,  is  a  dime 
earned,"  though  the  poor  omnibus  driver 
never  got  a  chance  to  save  nor  earn  it 
from  that  direction.  But  today  Betty 
Jane  had  actually  been  seen  to  climb 
aboard  the  creaking  vehicle,  as  it  lum- 
bered towards  the  citv.     There  was  the 


identical  bonnet  that  Betty  had  dreamed 
of  the  night  iK-fore,  when  the  little  imp 
■\anity"  whispere(l :  "iJo  your  duty  to 
yourself; — If  you  would  have  the  sun 
shine  into  your  home  do  not  draw  down 
the  shades.  Uress  gay,  and  you  will  feci 
gay ;  you  have  no  right  to  cast  a  gloom 
over  the  community  by  your  shabby  ap- 
parel ;  Vou  are  young  yet ;  dress  young" 
— and  now  here  was  the  dream  before 
her — a  leghorn  bonnet  with  purple  lilacs, 
and  black  velvet  tics. 

"Can  I  show  you  something  in  a  Ixm- 
net?" 

Hetty  Jane  started,  and  falteringly  in- 
quired the  price  of  the  one  before  her. 

"Ten  Dollars !"  It  nearly  tfx»k  the 
trembling  woman's  breath  away, — as  she 
rei)lied:  "It  is  just  the  style  I  had  in 
mind,  but  the  price  is  more  than  I  can 
pay,  for  I  have  many  other  purchases  to 
make  out  of  a  less  sum  "for  all." 

The  girl  laughed  softly,  as  she  said 
"That  often  happens,  and  I  could  show 
you  something  less  expensive :  but  by 
the  wav  aren't  you  the  lady  from  "Three 
Gables,"  where  the  lilacs  are  airead> 
bkK)ming  so  delightfully?  Why  I  im- 
agine 1  get  a  whiff  of  their  perfume  now. 
The  whole  village  owes  you  a  vote  of 
thanks." 

Betty  Jane  beamed  with  pride  as  she 
answered  in  the  affirmative:  "Vou  sec 
I'm  right  fond  of  lilacs,  that's  why  I 
fancied  this  bonnet."  said  the  prospective 
purchaser,  and  the  younger  woman 
thought  she  tletected  a  slight  blush  pass 
over  Betty  Jane's  face. 

"If  you  fancy  that  style.  I  can  show 
you  an  inexpensive  leghorn,  that  could 
he  trimmed  for  less  money,  .\nyway.  I 
think  a  bonnet  much  too  old  for  you. 
and  would  suggest  a  close  fitting  Uh\uv  : 
vou  sec.  your  hair  is  beautiful,  but  if  I 
mav  say  so.  it  is  arranged  too  sevcroly. 

for  vour  vears." 

'  *       *       ♦       ♦       ♦ 

Ten  years  had  passed  away  from  Bct- 
tv  lane's  expression  as  she  clicked  the 
gate  softlv  behind  her  and  walked  bc- 
Tween  the  fragrant  lilac  hughes  to  the 
latticed  porch  of  "Three  (  •.ib'e«;  " 

The  tallow  dips  in  their  i ^-"^ 

candlesticks,  looked  down  -it 

as  Bettv  Tane  took  from  its  r.«i'^-   i* •!"•>- 
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med  shelf,  the  best  lamp,  and  placed  it 
lighting  in  the  centre  of  the  kitchen 
table.  The  cat  purred  strangeiv,  and 
gazed  mysteriously  at  her  mistress.  From 
their  paper  wrappings  Betty  Jane  drew 
a  Leghorn  toque,  which  had  been  bent 
and  pinned  into  shape  by  the  obliging 
salesgirl ;  there,  too,  were  the  velvet  rib- 
bon ties — such  a  bargain, — for  she  had 
fortunately  come  across  two  remnants  of 
the  required  lengths.  "And  to  think  of 
artificial  lilacs,"  murmured  Betty  Jane, 
as  she  smiled  over  the  suggestion  whis- 
pered to  her  by  the  salesgirl,  whereby  the 
genuine  ones  could  be  had  at  no  expen- 
diture. The  gloves- — pearl  gray  too,  but, 
oh  dear ! — everyone  in  church  would  be 
looking  at  her  hands,  and  she  blushed 
already ;  she  had  wanted  black  gloves 
as  being  so  much  more  serviceable,  but 
the  salesgirl  had  persuaded.  They  could 
be  cleaned  at  home  when  soiled ;  would 
really  wear  much  longer,  and  were  just 
the  style  at  present.  An  exceptionally 
good  glove  for  the  money  too ;  regular 
two-dollar  quality  marked  to  one  dollar, 
because  only  a  few  broken  sizes  remain- 
ed. The  salesgirl  had  been  so  kind  to 
her,  and  just  to  think  of  it  too,  she  was 
the  grand  neice  of  Betty  Jane's  opposite 
neighbor,  the  one  who  had  accused  her 
of  being  "miserly  and  as  tart  as  vine- 
gar." Never  mind,  the  girl  was  sweet, 
"and  what  was  her  name?" — mused  the 
spinster,  as  delving  into  her  reticule,  she 
drew  forth  a  card  on  which  was  pen- 
cilled: "Violet  Ritchie."  A  dotted  veil 
was  also  drawn  from  the  recesses  of  the 
reticule,  and  a  mysterious  little  package 
that  Betty  Jane  looked  fearfully  at,  and 
after  much  deliberation  opened  gingerly. 
A  bundle  of  kid  hair  curlers, — oh,  what 
a  scene  for  the  sombre  kitchen  to  be- 
hold !  Perhaps  it  was  the  eiTect  of  the 
lamp  light,  that  the  face  on  the  old  brown 
jug  seemed  to  grin ;  while  the  painted 
china  dog  wore  such  a  peculiar  expres- 
sion that  the  cat,  with  her  hair  bristling, 
crept  again  beneath  the  table. 

The  lid  of  the  horsehair  trunk  again 
stood  open,  and  this  time  the  contents 
were  being  examined  by  two  pairs  of 
eyes.  It  was  Easter  Saturday  evening 
and  Violet  Ritchie,  who  was  to  spend 
Sunday  in  the  village  with  her  aunt,  just 


dropped  m  to  see  how  Miss  Parker  was 
progressing  with  the  trimming  of  her 
Leghorn  hat.  It  now  lay  ready  for  the 
morrow's  addition  of  real  lilacs,  that  Vio- 
let was  to  arrange  thereon  previous  to 
church  going.  Now  the  dolman  was  be- 
ing discussed :  "It  won't  do  at  all,"  said 
V'iolet  decisively,  "the  style  is  only  fit 
for  your  grandmother,  to  say  nothing  of 
its  shabbiness."  Betty  Jane  looked  un- 
easily about  the  attic  as  though  fearing 
that  her  worthy  ancestor  might  arise  and 
confront  her. 

Deeper  and  deeper  Violet  delved  into 
the  trunk,  when  suddenly  she  cried  joy- 
fully:  "I  have  it — the  very  thing — why 
you  dear  girl,  this  is  a  treasure,  real  lace, 
too ;  it's  full  of  possibilities,  and  lace 
shawls  are  so  much  in  vogue  now.'' 

Biscuits  that  would  melt  in  your 
mouth,  strawberry  jam  and  a  delicious 
cup  of  tea  had  been  partaken  of  before 
the  two  women  parted  that  night,  and 
Betty  Jane,  with  her  hair  twisted  up  in 
the  kid  curlers,  afraid  to  look  at  her 
reflection  in  the  looking  glass,  hastily  put 
out  the  light  and  crept  into  bed. 

Easter  Sunday  morning  dawned 
brightly  over  "Three  Gables,"  where  Bet- 
ty Jane  had  been  up  with  the  sun.  It 
was  a  glorious  day  of  many  surprises 
in  the  village.  The  aged  widow  Mal- 
colm's sight  had  been  almost  restored, " 
because  of  a  visit  from  Betty  Jane,  who 
brought  her  six  eggs  concealed  in  a 
pretty  basket  of  daffodils  and  violets. 
Little  Martha  Dabney,  the  crippled  child 
of  poor  parents,  had  been  gladdened  by 
a  gift  of  choice  duck  eggs,  buried  in  a 
mass  of  hyacinths  and  crocuses.  Many 
similar  gifts  found  their  way  into  va- 
rious homes  of  the  village,  and  just 
before  church  services  \'iolet  Ritchie  was 
seen  leaving  "Three  Gables"  with  a  huge 
bunch  of  purple  violets  pressed  closely 
to  her  face. 

*  ;|:  *  *  * 

The  minister  was  in  the  pulpit,  dis- 
coursing on  the  wonders  of  the  Resur- 
rection. Then  he  spoke  of  worldly  van- 
ities, and  exhorted  his  congregation  to 
each  suffer  some  sacrifice  on  this  day 
to  gladden. another.  "Make  an  offering, ' 
he  continued,  "directly,  if  possible,  to 
someone  who  needs  a  thought  to  glad- 
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•den  her  heart  with  the  sunshine  of 
Easter.  After  the  shadow  of  the  Cross 
Christ  sent  us  tlie  glorious  Easter  sun- 
shine to  brighten  our  hves.  Each  one 
of  us  can  make  some  sort  of  an  offering 
to  Hft  the  shadows  from  another's  patli ; 
so  it  behooves  all  here  to  enter  fully  into 
the  spirit  of  the  day.  "Clothe  the  naked 
-feed  the  hungry, — and  make  happy 
some  overburdened  heart," 

The  pulpit  and  chancel  were  gay  with 
white  and  purpie  lilacs  from  the  garden 
at  "'Three  Gables,"  and  many  a  glance 
wandered  to  the  high-packed  pew,  where 
sat  Uetty  Jane  Abigail  I'arker ;  and 
scarcely  could  the  villagers  believe  their 
eyes,  for  instead  of  the  shabby  little  old 
spinster  who  for  years  had  sat  in  this 
same  ])ew.  they  beheld  a  sweet  faced 
girlish-looking  woman,  whom  they 
scarcelv  recognized  in  her  dress  of  black 
poplin ;  her  shawl  of  black  lace  draped 
gracefully  about  the  shoulders,  and  fas- 
tened in  front  with  a  spray  of  purple 
lilacs.  A  soft  pink  glow  was  in  her 
cheeks,  and  her  eyes  shone  purple  un- 
der their  dark  lashes.  The  hair  that 
erstwhile  had  always  been  tightly  drawn 
back  from  her  forehead,  now  rippled  in 
soft  waves  beneath  the  Leghorn  toque, 
with  its  trimmings  of  natural  lilacs. 

The  collection  was  being  taken  up,  and 
Betty  Jane  reached  forth  her  daintily 
gloved  hand  to  drop  her  envelope  on  the 
plate.  Its  amount  was  much  in  arrears 
of  preceding  Easter  offerings  from  the 
mistress  of  "'Three  Gables,"  but  her  gift 
was  for  the  first  time  in  her  memory, 
given  with  a  cheerful  heart. 

The  services  were  over,  the  minister 
had  shaken  hands  with  Betty  Jane,  and 
as  she  walked  homeward  along  the  coun- 
try road,  she  was  overtaken  by  her  oppo- 
site neighbor,  Mrs.  Baxter,  and  N'iolet 
Ritchie. 

"I  'spose  as  usual,  you've  given  gen- 
erously this  Easter,"  ventured  Mrs. 
Baxter. 

"I've  given  unusually,"  replied  Betty 
Jane,  while  a  smile  flitted  over  her  face. 
— and  it's  the  first  time  I  remember  ever 
making  a  body  happy  by  a  direct  i)er- 
sonal  offering." 

"How  nice."  beamed  Mrs.  Baxter. 

"You  certainly  have  gladdened  many 


liearis  today, "  said  Violet ;  "why,  atl  the 
villagers  are  talking  of  the  lovely  gifts 
you  have  distributed,  and  just  sec  my 
violets,  they  are  exquisite.  While  wc 
all  owe  you  a  vote  of  thanks  Ix'causc  of 
your  ap])earance  ;  how  could  anyone  look- 
ing at  you  today  have  a  gloomy  thought? 
— you  are  as  refreshing  as  a  sweet  Spring 
blossom!"  15eti\  Jane,  i)hi>hing,  was 
about  to  reply  when  S<|uire  (  rcighlon  .> 
gig  swung  around  a  bend  in  the  roa<l. 
Seated  beside  the  squire  was  a  handsome 
young  stranger,  whom  none  of  the  trio 
seemed  to  recognize. 

"My  word!  but  what  has  come  over 
Betty  Jane  I'arker,  why  she  looks  like 
a  young  girl  in  her  Easter  togs !"  The 
squire  chuckled,  and  llecked  an  imagiii- 
cry  fly  off  the  old  brown  cob.  with  his 
w  hip.  a.i  the  man  beside  him  gasped 
■  r>etty  Jane — 1  Jetty  Jane  I'arker, — why 
you  don't  mean  to  say  that's  she  actu- 
ally wearing  her  treasured  lilacs?" 

"That's  the  lady,  sure  as  you're  ni> 
son,"  laughed  the  squire. 

"Set  me  down  here  father;  I  had  al 
most  forgotten  my  pn.)mise  to  wire  Cou- 
sin Jack  immediately  on  my  arrival  here; 
do  you  drive  on,  you'll  be  in  time  to  pick 
up  my  friend,  the  minister.  He'll  look 
sober  when  he  hears  the  bad  penny  has 
returned  again." 

Bidding  her  neighbor  and  \  iolet  "good 
day,"  Betty  Jane  clicked  the  «»ld  gate 
behind  her,  and  walked  between  the  lilac 
trees  towards  "Three  Gables."  ■'Ho\^ 
changed  everything  seems."  murmured 
the  woman,  half  aloud,  "nigh  three  and  a 
half  decades  I've  spent  in  this  place,  and 
though  every  plaiU.  tlowcr,  shurb  and 
bush  is  familiar  to  me.  the  little  garden 
never  seemed  so  fair  as  it  does  today. 
Such  a  change :  I  wonder  what  has 
wrought  it?" 

A  wee  small  voice  answered:  "Your 
gift  to  one  whose  heart  was  lonely.  You 
lifted  her  from  the  gloom  of  sordidness. 
and  all  the  village  rejoices  in  the  resur- 
rection of  Bettv  Jane  Abigail  Parker." 

There  was  a  rat-tat-tat  of  the  brass 
knocker  that,  resounding  through  the 
house,  brought  P.etty  Jane,  still  Ixmnct- 
ed  and  gloved,  quickly  to  the  front  door, 
and  there  before  her.  stood  a  page  from 
the   onlv    volume   of   romance    she   had 
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ever  known — Harry  Creighton,  only  son 
of  the  village  squire. 

A  window  curtain  in  the  house  across 
the  road,  was  pulled  aside,  and  then  has- 
tily dropped,  but  a  pair  of  spectacled  eyes 
watched  long  enough  to  see  a  man,  ac- 
tually a  man,  admitted  into  "Three 
Gables,"  and  the  door  was  shut  behind 
him,   on  all  who   sought  to  pry   within. 

"Land  sakes  alive,  Mr.  Creighton!" 

"Land  sakes  alive.  Miss  Parker!" 

Betty  Jane  giggled,  and  Harry  Creigh- 
ton laughed  so  loudly,  that  the  cat  scam- 
pered out  the  back  door. 

"To  think  of  you  looking  so  fine  and 
manly ;    most  took  my  breath  away." 

"Yes,  and  to  find  you  so  gay  and  girl- 
ish-like, almost  took  my  senses  away ; 
tell  me  Betty  Jane,  what  has  happened?" 

"Everybody's  asking  the  same  ques- 
tion? I  asked  it  myself;  and  it's  ah  be- 
cause I  made  a  personal  offering  to  a 
poor  creature,  who  needed  it  very  badly, 
and  it  resulted  in  my  resurrection  from 
depths  of  selfishness,  and  miserliness 
where  for  years  I  lay  buried  in  ignor- 
ance." 

"It  was  just  these  demons  that  stood 
between  us  once,  and  drove  me  away ; 
but  I,  too,  needed  a  lesson,  in  renuncia- 
tion, and  I  have  learned  it  to  my  ad- 
vantage ;  I  came  back  Betty  Jane,  be- 
cause I  couldn't  stay  away  from  the 
mistress  of  "Three  Gables"  any  longer, 
but  I  never  expected  to  find  you  so  beau- 
tiful, and  looking  twenty  years  younger 
than  you  did  when  you  walked  sedately 
to  meeting,  between  Deacon  Hezikiah 
Parker,  and  your  staid  mother.  I  always 
insisted  you  were  cheated  out  of  your 
inheritance  of  childhood ;  for  it  was  a 
well  known  fact,  that  to  laugh  in  "Three 
Gables"  between  Saturday  night  and 
Monday  morning  was,  in  the  eyes  of  the 
Deacon,  a  grievous  ofifence.  You  have 
walked  in  the  straight  and  narrow  path, 
— I  have  rollicked  in  the  open, — a  happy 
devil — may-care  sort  of  a  chap,  and  as 
such  you  rejected  me.  Since  then,  we 
have  both  had  a  wholesome  lesson.  Tell 
me,  Betty  Jane,  have  I  waited  in  vain?" 

What  if  the  crayon  pictures  of  Deacon 
Hezikiah  Parker,  in  his  stove-pipe  hat, 
and  his  spouse  Abigail,  in  her  stiff  crino- 
lines, should  come  to  life  !    What  a  scene 


might  be  enacted  in  the  old  sitting  room  ,; 
of  "Three  Gables,"  where  Betty  Jane  ] 
and  Harry  Creighton  sat  side  by  side  on  ; 
the  shining  haircloth  sofa.  Already  a 
revolution  had  taken  place.  The  bow- 
legged  centre  table,  with  its  ghostly 
marble  top,  had  been  relieved  of  wax- 
flowers  under  glass,  that  had  adorned  ['. 
this  one  space  for  decades  of  years,  and 
instead  a  vase  of  lilacs  wafted  their 
fragrance  about  the  room ;  the  family 
Bible  still  occupied  its  accustomed  place, 
with  a  fuzzy-wuzzy  mat  between  it  and 
the  cold  marble  of  the  table  top.  With 
their  backs  set  grimly  against  the  pa- 
pered walls,  the  stiff  haircloth  chairs, 
each  with  a  starched  crochetted  anti- 
micassar  clinging  tenaciously  to  it,  look- 
ed askance  at  the  uninviting  sofa  that 
hitherto  repelled  the  visitors  at  "Three 
Gables,"  now  held  in  its  deep  recesses 
the  mistress  of  the  mansion,  and  one 
who  had  not  come  there  since  many  a 
day.  The  china  shepherd  and  shep- 
herdess on  either  end  of  the  painted 
mantel,  blinked  at  the  perforated  card- 
board mottoes  over  the  doors,  and  in 
her  sombre  black  frame  a  maiden  clung 
courageously  to  the  "Rock  of  Ages," 
while  the  raging  waves  beat  mercilessly 
about  her  naked  feet.  Silent  stood  the 
old  melodeon  in  a  corner  of  the  room, 
with  a  book  of  gospel  hymns  opened 
thereon.  Seating  himself  before  the  in- 
strument Harry  struck  a  few  wheezing  , 
chords,  and  then  through  the  discord  [ 
broke  into  the  "Merry  Widow"  waltzes,  ; 
while  the  yellowed  keys  groaned  in 
agony. 

"That's  quite  a  lively  air,"  tittered  Bet- 
ty Jane;  is  it  a  new  hymn?" 

"No, — it's  a  new  "Her,"  answered 
Harry,  as  the  strains  floated  merrily  out 
of  the  open  window,  and  set  the  birds 
warbling,  in  the  lilac  trees.  Mrs.  Bax- 
ter, scarcely  believing  her  ears,  crept 
down  by  the  roadside  to  make  sure  that 
the  sounds  came  from  "Three  Gables," 
where  the  garden  blooms  spilled  their 
scents,  and  the  tightly  closed  door  with 
its  polished  brass  knocker  gave  no  hint 
to  the  villagers  of  the  most  interesting 
chapter  in  the  love  romance  of  Betty 
Jane,  of  "Three  Gables." 
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EFITOMi:    or    FB£VIOUS    CHAFTEBS. 

This    thrilling  and    pathetic    story   has    reaihed    a    staRe    in    Its    serial    piiM 
for    the   benefit   of  our   readers    who   have    missed  the  pleasure  of  reading  lt«  In:' 
It   is   desirable,   and   indeed    necessary,    to  epitomise   it    up    to  date,   and    tht-nce-i' 
month  to  month  till  its  final  culmination. 

CHAPTER  I.  Is  the  revelation  of  a  financial  catastrophe  In  which  John  Reedham.  then 
about  44  years  of  age,  and  a  partner  in  the  firm  of  I^owther,  Currle  &  Co.,  ntandn  out  ns 
the  conspicuous  figure  and  the  culprit.  The  other  partners  are  Sir  I'hlllp  Lowthor.  Jnme* 
Currie,   and  George  Lidgate. 

Lidgate  is  the  only  partner  at  home  when  the  revelation  takes  place.  He  had  b«»««n 
the  friend  of  Reedham  for  20  years.  The  two  confront  each  other:  and  a«  the  itenl«»r  part- 
ners, Lowther  and  Currie,  hard  relentless  men,  were  to  return  ne.xt  day.  KidKato  d««ti«r- 
mines  to  give  Reedham  a  chance  of  escape  and  an  18  hours'  start  of  the  houndii  of 
justice  and  retribution. 

Reedham  avails  himself  of  the  offer,  and  on  departing  implores  T..ldRate  to  look  after 
"Bessie"  and  the  boy.  "Bessie  "  was  his  wife,  a  beautiful  and  fascinating  woman,  34  >-ear« 
old,  thoroughly  devoted  to  her  husband;  and  "the  boy,"  whose  name  was  I^eHlle,  waa  hl« 
son,  then  14  years  old,  at  school. 

Ividgate  proceeds  to  Reedham's  home  and  discloses  the  defalcation  to  Mr«.  Reedham. 
whom  "he  had  loved  and  lost";  but  the  existence  of  his  love  seems  to  have  been  din- 
closed    for   the   first   time  at   this  dire  and   disastrous   interview. 

CHAPTER  II.  James  Currie,  one  of  the  stern  and  relentless  partners,  visits  Mrs. 
Reedham,   and   in   the   heat   of   his   inveighing  against  her  husband,   Leslie,  th»-  -  y 

enters,  and  having  heard   the  closing  words  of  the  animadversion  he  practically  •  ■* 

Currie    to    retire.      This    was    the    first    declaration    of    the    fervent    faith    of   a  y 

either  that  his  father  was  innocent  or  that  he  would  return  and  remove  the  sla.; :•• 

by  a  noble   retribution. 

From  the  first,  in  spite  of  an  apparent  kindness  and  an  evident  desire  for  conciliation 
on  Lidgate's   part,   Leslie  evinced   a  distrust  and  hostility  to  Lidgate. 

CHAPTERS  III  and  IV.      Reedham,   disguised    as    a   broken-down    clerk.    bo.-V:-      '    ••    -      • 
the   house   of  an   old    servant   of   his,    Mrs.    Mary  Anne  Webber.     She  did   not   f 
but    he    reveals    himself    to    her,    rents    a    room  in  the  house;    and  thenceforth,  u 
of    his    identity    known    to    her    alone,    he    becomes  Thomas  Charlton.     The  Re\ 
Vicar    of    St.    Ethelreds,    gives    him    a    card    of  introduction   to  Archibald  Currie.   th-   i.r..tl..T 
of    James    Currie,    his    former    partner.     Archibald    Currie    Is    one    of    the    Jlnest     tyi...*    of 
generous,  benevolent,  business  men;    Charlton  calls  on  him  at  his  home,  and  olitalns  employ- 
ment  at   the   warehouse,    18    Old   Broad   Street.   London. 

Archibald  Currie  had  in  his  home  a  young  lady,  named  Katherlne  Wrede.  an  orphan, 
whom  he  regarded  as  his  ward  and  who  called  him  I'ncle.  She  at  once  gei.s  lnteri')«t«Ni  in 
Charlton,  and  Archibald  Currie  told  her.  in  taking  Charlton,  he  was  "drawing  a  InrKo  «hei|ue 
on  the  Bank  of  Faith."  But  hearing  that  even  In  the  intense  excitement  and  Indignation 
at  his  fall,  all  loved  Reedham,  Katherlne  Wrede  said  to  "her  T'ncle  that  people  don  t  talK 
like   that    about    a   weak    or    merely    wicked    man." 

Stephen    Currie,    a    son   of   James    Currie,    now  appears   on 
Katherlne    Wrede.    which    she    sternly    resents.  .      ,.   ^       .      ,  u.       ^_ii^..„ii„i 

Thomas  Charlton  works  along  in  the  office  of  Archibald  Currie.  '^ecomM  hln  •^O"™!'^"  «' 
clerk,    and    gains    position    and    influence    day    by  day   to   the  dlsgrust   and   disappointment   or 


the   scene  and    makea  love   to 


In 


one  man  only — Richard   Turner.  „      ,,_  ,      ,         i    _  « i 

CHAPTERS  V.  and  VI.  A  year  elapses.  Bessie  Reedham  la  keeplnjr  a  """»'.„  ,.  , 
Burnham  for  paying  guests  or  boarders.  The  hoy  leaves  school;  takes  a  P""Hl«n  ««  • 
book-keeper  which  he  forfeits  on  account  of  a  resented  remark  made  about  his  fath.  r 

Lidgate    at    this    juncture    returns    from    a   trip   to   Amer  ca.      Interviews    M' 
who   still    believes    her   husband    is   alive    and    will   clear   up   ^"^^ '".>■'"''';>•   ,„y    . 
she    asked    Lidgate    the    amount    of    the    defalcation,  as  she  said:     [f'^j^Z^X  n 
his  debt  and  would  redeem  it."     This,  too,  was  the  boys  anjbltlon.  .  f  ooje^»o>  i  ;.  .    , 
Lidgate    goes    to    Archibald    Currie,    and    gels  Leslie  a  Pos Ulon  *"  "'"  "^*:?-  „'''J*-,_^ 
to    Katherlne   Wrede    his    love    for    Mrs.    Reedham  and  declares  he  would     marry  h.  r 
dare  not  propose  such  a  thing."  ,,   „       ,        i.      .    .u_  k^..   t  «-n  . 

Lidgate,   while  going  In  to  Interview  Archibald  ^"'T'*'  ".''O"^  J"«  1^*^   ^iJ^V 
"Thomas    Charlton"   coming  out.      No   recognition  on  Lidgate  s  part.    Agony  an 

*°  ^Ltdgat"e  and  Archibald  Currie  discuss  Reedham-s    'tranpe    case,    and    mnk  _ 
Katherlne  Wrede  in  turn  discusses  Charlton  with  her  uncle,  and  affirms  a  rrowir.   tr.i 
'"""sfeXn" Currie  again  appears  on   the   scene,  and  makes  new  decoration,  of  love,  which 

Katherlne   resents.  .    ,      ...    ,./-..,  • 

Richard    Turner,   the   envious    employe   of   Archibald    «.iir  ^. 

ferretv  instincts,   and   dogs   the  steps  of  Charlton  to  his  hum 
of  a  strange   revelation,   and    of   the   depicting  of  a  class  of  ^__      ,.   ,         .  . 
revolting.      Turner   himself  was   an   utter   Incompetent  and  w.i-'   i'  ■ 
solely  from  feelings  of  charity. 
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CHAPTER  VII.  Leslie  Reedham  received  into  the  office  of  Archibald  Currie,  and  placed 
under  the  charge  of  Charlton!  Surely  at  that  moment  of  anguish  and  trial  the  latter  had 
fully  expiated  all  the  misery   he  had  wrought. 

Leslie  tells  Charlton  at  their  first  introduction  about  his  father  and  reasserts  his 
fervent  faith   that   he  will  one  day   vindicate  himself. 

Charlton    tells    Mary    Ann    "Webber    of    his   new   boy-charge. 

Possibility  of  Charlton,  whose  position  and  influence  with  Archibald  Currie  were  now 
fully  assured,  going  abroad  to  disentangle  some  complications  connected  with  the  Colonial 
branch  of  Archibald  Currie's  business. 


CHAPTER  VIll. 

HIS   CHANCE. 

Archibald  Currie  had  no  partner.  Since 
the  death  of  Abraham  Wiilett,  the  ori- 
ginal founder  of  the  firm,  he  had  pur- 
sued his  wa}'  alone.  It  entailed  a  colos- 
sal amount  of  work  upon  him,  but,  as 
he  was  fond  of  saying,  it  had  its  com- 
pensations. He  found  the  chief  one  in 
the  fact  that  he  could  do  absolutely  as 
he  liked  without  consulting  or  consider- 
ing others.  To  a  man  of  his  tempera- 
ment, and  somewhat  quixotic  method  of 
conducting  business,  this  liberty  was  pe- 
culiarly satisfying  and  welcome.  His 
brother  James,  though  not  admitted  into 
his  confidence,  knew  enough  of  the 
methods  of  business  at  Old  Broad  street, 
to  be  able  to  describe  them  as  suicidal. 
Yet  in  spite  of  all,  Archibald  had  amass- 
ed a  considerable  fortune,  how  consid- 
erable James  did  not  know.  That  it 
must  be  ample  he  gathered  from  the 
large  sums  his  brother  gave  to  charity, 
and  the  lavish  conduct  generally  of  his 
private  life.  It  was  a  mastery  to  James 
Currie,  who  had  no  great  faith  in  his 
elder  brother's  acumen. 

]jut  in  this  estimate  he  was  entirel) 
wrong.  Archibald  Currie  in  business 
was  very  keen,  and  as  we  have  already 
said,  seldom  made  a  mistake  in  his  man. 
He  had  gathered  a  strange  crowd  of 
derelicts  about  him  at  Old  Broad  street, 
_l3ut  he  kept  his  own  hands  firmly  on  the 
reins.  Then  he  had  bound  most  of  them 
to  him  in  ties  of  gratitude  which  nothing 
"but  death  could  break.  The  life  stories 
of  his  own  staff  would  in  themselves 
make  interesting  reading.  He  was  begin- 
ning to  realise  now,  however,  as  age  and 
its  accompaniments  began  to  creep  upon 
him,  that  perhaps  he  had  made  a  mistake 
in  not  having  taken  a  partner  earlier  in 
life.  He  discovered  now  that  while  he 
had  many  eager  and  willing  servants, 
there  was  no  one  to  share  the  burden 
that  was  beginning  to  press.  Now.  when 
he  would  have  slackened  off  a  bit,  and 


eventually  retired,  there  was  no  one  to 
take  his  place.  It  was  a  curious  position, 
and  an  unusual  one,  for  a  man  of  his 
standing  to  find  himself  in. 

As  he  sat  at  his  desk  surrounded  by 
the  accumlation  of  the  morning's  mail, 
his  face  wore  an  unusuaLy  harassed 
look. 

It  was  the  African  mail  day,  and  the 
news  was  disquieting.  For  a  time  he 
was  at  a  loss  how  to  act. 

It  was  now  the  month  of  May,  and 
Charlton  had  been  in  his  employment 
almost  two  years.  His  thoughts  natur- 
ally turned  to  Charlton,  in  a  dilemma 
which  he  could  not  for  the  moment  un- 
ravel. The  natural  outcome  was  to  ring 
the  bell  and  ask  that  he  might  come  to 
him  at  once. 

Charlton  was  now  fully  established  in 
Old  Broad  street,  and  enjoyed  his  em- 
ployer's full  confidence.  On  the  whole, 
he  was  a  favourite  with  the  rest  of  the 
staff,  chiefly  because  he  was  very  retir- 
ing and  inoffensive,  and  gave  himself  no 
airs.  The  only  man  who  hated  him  and 
longed  to  see  his  discomfiture  and  dis- 
grace was  Richard  Turner  ;  that  worthy 
was  still  biding  his  time.  Charlton  en- 
tered the  private  room  with  the  quiet 
assurance  of  the  man  who  knows  that 
he  is  welcome  and  trusted. 

Archibald  Currie  turned  to  him  kind- 
ly, not  forgetting  to  smile,  in  spite  of 
the  worries  gnawing  at  his  mind.  m 

"Read  that,  Charlton,  and  tell  me  what      I 
vou  think."  i 

Charlton  took  the  letter  and  read  it 
through. 

"There  seems  to  be  a  muddle  some- 
where." he  said  when  he  had  finished. 
"A  panic  among  all  concerned." 

"Panic."  that's  the  word.  A  regular 
war  fever  or  scare.  They  don't  seem 
able  to  grip  the  fact  that  now's  their 
opportunity.  You  remember  I  spoke  to 
vou  in  the  autumn  of  last  year  about 
going  out.  You'll  have  to  go  now.  im- 
mediately, as  soon  as  you  can  get  ready." 
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"l  am  ready,  sir,  if  you  think  1  am 
ilie  man." 

"There  is  no  one  else,"  said  Archibald 
Currie  with  a  sigh.  "And  in  the  lasi 
two  years  I  have  proved  you.  Do  yon 
know  Chariton,  that  today,  for  the  first 
time,  1  realise  my  sixty-five  years." 

"You  don't  look  them,  sir." 

"That's  neither  here  nor  there ;  1  feel 
them,  which  is  the  chief  thing.  I  can't 
face  the  South  African  journey  and  the 
organization  and  direction  that  is  needed 
there.  I  must  leave  everything  to  vou, 
and  give  you  absolute  cart  blanche." 

Charlton's  lip  slightly  quivered,  and 
the  blue  spectacles  suddenly  grew  dim. 

"Sir,  it  is  a  great  trust  you  would 
place  in  me.     I  might  easily  betray  you.  ' 

"Yes,  but  you  won't,"  said  Archibald 
Currie  with  the  easy  confidence  of  the 
man  who  knows.  "How  soon  can  you 
be  ready?  This  is  Thursday.  What 
about  Saturday's  boat?  Would  it  be 
possible?" 

"Quite  ;  1  could  go  tonight  for  that 
matter.  I  have  no  ties,  I  can  rise  up 
and  walk  at  any  moment." 

"It  has  its  advantages,"  said  Currie, 
but  with  a  scarcely  perceptible  sigh. 
"Just  get  on  the  telephone  to  the  steam- 
ship company  and  ask  them  what  they 
can  do." 

Charlton  passed  into  the  outer  office, 
and  was  absent  about  five  minutes. 

"Plenty  of  berths,  Mr.  Currie.  I  will 
call  round  at  lunch  time  and  settle  it," 
he  said  when  he  returned. 

"Ah,  that's  all  right.  It's  a  ghastl\ 
time  of  year  for  South  Africa.  You'll 
have  to  occupy  yourself  tomorrow  or 
this  afternoon  in  getting  a  suitable  out- 
fit. Go  to  the  proper  place  and  take 
their  advice,  and  send  the  bill  to  me." 

"Thank  you,  I  shan't  want  much.  A 
man  who  can  carry  his  belongings  in  his 
hand  scores  on  occasion,  and  I  can  buy 
what  I  want  in  Cape  Town." 

"A  man  after  my  own  heart,"  said 
Archibald  Currie  heartily.  "You  can 
see  for  yourself  what  a  little  foresight 
now  would  mean  later  on,  especially  in 
the  event  of  war.  I  will  give  you  carte 
blanche.  You  must  charter  steamers, 
build  them,  if  need  be;  get  everything  in 


readiness  iur  what  may  happen,  and  lei 
us  he  first  in  the  field." 

Charlton  nodded  understandingly.  llu- 
prospect  (.f  such  scope  filled  him  with 
lively  anticipation.  1  he  man  who  i;, 
wholly  trusted,  provided  he  is  capable, 
can  work  wonders. 

■|  grasp  the  situation  fully,"  he  said. 
"And  when  in  doubt,  cable,  cable  for 
all  you  are  worth,  never  mind  the  ex- 
pense; but  I  don't  think  you'll  be  in 
any  doubt.  The  thing  is  as  plain  on  the 
face  of  it  as  a  pikestaflf.  We've  got  to 
get  ready,  to  be  ready  for  any  emergency, 
and  if  it  doesn't  come  oflf,  well,  we  don't 
lose  anything.  Try  and  knock  that  into 
them,  and  steady  them  a  bit,  don't  you 
know,  that's  what  they  want." 
"Yes,  sir." 

Archibald  Currie  was  silent  a  moment 
gazing  through  the  window  at  the  blue 
sky. 

"And  Charlton,  1  need  scarcely  say 
that  I  hope  this  will  be  worth  your  while. 
Engineer  this  bit  of  business  successful- 
ly and  I'll  make  you  a  partner  when  you 
come  back." 

"Mr.  Currie,  that  would  be  imj)os- 
sible !  Who  am  I  to  have  such  an  honour 
conferred?  It  would  be  too  much,  sir. 
I  am  satisfied  with  what  you  have  done 
for  me  already,  as  indeed  I  ought." 

"That's  all  right,  my  boy,"  said  .\rchi 
bald  Currie  affably.  "We  won't  say  any 
more  about  it.  "You'll  be  six  months 
gone,  I  should  say.  \\  hen  October 
comes,  we'll  have  another  talk.  .Mean- 
while are  you  tlisengagcd  this  evening? 
Come  out  to  Hyde  I'ark  Square  to  din- 
ner, my  ward  will  be  pleased  to  see  you, 
and  detached  from  the  routine  here,  we 
can  go  more  fully  into  aflfairs  at  Tort 
Elizabeth." 

Charlton  thanked  him,  and  with  a  full 
heart  withdrew.  His  pulses  thrilled  al 
the  prospect  opening  out  before  him.  In 
six  months  time,  perhaps,  he  would  have 
accomplished  that  object  he  had  set  be- 
fore him.  He  would  then  throw  himself 
on  the  mercy  of  .Archibald  Currie.  and 
face  the  world  a  new  man.  l\x\t  al)»>vc 
and  beyond  all  he  would  restore  his 
home.  Cod  alone  knew  how  hard  it  had 
been  to  play  the  part  in  the  last  six 
months,  how  oftc!'  l"-  ti-'«I  Iwin  on  the 
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point  of  betrayal,  especially  where  the 
boy  was  concerned.  His  only  safeguard 
was  to  keep  away  from  him  as  much  as 
possible,  to  say  little,  to  cut  down  op- 
portunities for  which  his  whole  being 
longed  and  craved.  But  while  he  had 
sternly  repressed  himself  in  one  direction 
he  had  encompassed  the  boy  with  an  at- 
mosphere of  loving  care.  The  whole  of 
the  ofilice,  understanding  that  young 
Reedham  was  Charlton's  special  protege 
as  well  as  in  special  favour  with  the 
master  himself,  seemed  to  vie  with  one 
another  in  doing  him  kindness.  Leslie 
Reedham,  indeed,  found  his  lines  fall  in 
pleasant  places,  and  his  happiness  shone 
in  his  face. 

He  knew  that  his  heart  was  warm 
to  Charlton,  that  each  day  was  bright- 
ened and  made  alive  for  him  by  his 
kind  word.  And  out  of  the  fulness  of 
his  heart  he  had  spoken  at  home.  Bessie 
Reedham  was  so  grateful  to  the  un- 
known friend  who  had  made  the  way 
so  easy  for  her  boy,  that  more  than 
once  she  had  wished  to  thank  him  on 
her  own  account.  But  the  letter  she  had 
often  penned  in  her  mind  remained  un- 
written. 

In  the  course  of  the  afternoon  when 
Charlton  was  out  regarding  the  prepara- 
tions for  his  hurried  journey,  James 
Currie  made  a  call  at  Old  Broad  street. 
This  in  itself  was  so  unusual  that  his 
brother  looked  naturally  surprised  to  see 
him. 

"A  most  unusual  honour,  Jamie,"  said 
he  in  his  most  genial  mood,  feeling  the 
relief  consequent  upon  Charlton's  accep- 
tance of  the  trust  offered.  "How  are 
you  all?  It  seems  ages  since  we  heard 
anything  about  Fair  Lawn  ?" 

"Well,  it  isn't  our  fault.  You  know 
you  refused  my  wife's  last  invitation  to 
dinner,"  said  James  Currie  rather  coldly, 
for  the  memory  of  it  rankled. 

"Ah,  well,  I  explained  that  I  had 
practically  given  up  dining  out,  and  it  is 
a  long  drive  to  Hampstead.  Tell  Jane 
I'll  come  one  of  these  odd  days  and  make 
my  peace  with  her." 

"Oh,  she  didn't  care,  I  assure  you,  but 
she  blamed  Miss  Wrede.  We  seem  to 
have  lost  you  altogether  since  she  came 
to  London-" 


"It  isn't  that,  Jamie,  but  I'm  getting 
to  be  an  old  man,  fonder  than  ever  of 
my  own  fireside.  Tell  Jane  I'll  give  a 
big  dinner  myself  to  atone.  How's  busi- 
ness ?" 

"Only  so-so.  We  haven't  recovered  yet, 
Archibald,  from  Reedham's  disgrace. 
But  of  course  these  persistent  rumours 
from  South  Africa  have  a  disquietijig 
effect.  Have  you  any  letters  today  from 
the  Cape  ?  I  thought  I  might  pop  round 
to  inquire  whether  you  had  any  first-han(J 
information  ?'' 

"I  think  that  war  is  inevitable,  James, 
but  whether  sooner  or  later  I  don't  know. 
I'm  sending  a  representative  out,  he  sails 
on  Saturday." 

"Who?"  inquired  James  Currie,  inter- 
estedly. 

"Charlton,  you  remember  the  man  who 
has  been  here  about  two  years.  An  un- 
commonly smart  chap,  and  reliable." 

"It's  a  big  thing,  and  you  don't  know 
anything  about  him,  practically.  Hadn't 
you  better  be  careful?" 

"I  think  I  know  my  man ;  anyway, 
it's  all  settled  and  he  sails  in  the  Walmer 
Castle  on  Saturday." 

"Well,  I  hope  it'll  turn  out  all  right. 
I  sometimes  wish  I  had  asked  you  to 
take  Stephen  in  with  you.  It's  a  more 
secure  business  than  the  Stock  Exchange, 
and  he  hasn't  the  kind  of  brain  for  our 
business.  He'd  do  better  handling  your 
kind  of  business.  I  suppose  it's  too  late 
now  ?" 

"I  am  afraid  so,"  replied  Archibald 
doubtfully.  "There's  nothing  the  matter 
with  Stephen's  brains,  Jamie,"  he  addeJ 
good-humouredly.  "He  would  probably 
have  used  them  to  better  purpose  if  he 
hadn't  had  a  father  before  him." 

"He  hasn't  been  indulged  too  much, 
excepting  perhaps  by  his  mother,"  re- 
plied James  Currie  in  an  aggrieved  voice. 
"And  he's  a  good  lad  without  any  vices." 

"He's  too  cock  sure  of  himself,  Jamie. 
A  little  experience  of  life  will  make 
him  a  better  man  as  it  does  or  should  do 
all  of  us." 

James  Currie  was  silent  a  moment,  un- 
certain how  to  proceed.  He  had  come 
to  plead  a  certain  cause  with  his  brother 
and  the  opening  was  not  very  propitious. 
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■■|"act  is,  Archie,  Stephen's  just  at  the 
age  when  a  yuung  man  is  unsettled.  Mar- 
riage would  cure  him  of  the  faults  you 
speak  of,  and  after  all  they're  very  slight 
faults.  You  know  without  my  telling 
you  that  he's  not  been  the  same  chajj 
since  he  met  Miss  VVrede." 

■"I  can't  help  that,  Jamie." 

"But  after  all,  you're  so  far  respon- 
sible, for  you  introduced  her  into  our 
circle,  where  I'm  bound  to  say  she's  done 
some  harm.  Stephen  hasn't  done  a  good 
day's  work  since  he  fell  in  love  with  her, 
and  if  I  could  see  them  married  now  it 
would  be  the  best  thing  that  could  hap- 
pen, I  feel  sure,  for  everylxjdy  con- 
cerned." 

"That's  a  matter  for  the  young  pe(jplo 
to  settle  for  themselves,"  Archibald  ob- 
served. 

"Well,  so  far,  of  course,  but  a  little 
judicious  advice  or  pressure  is  some- 
times of  use.  Miss  W'rede  is  playing  fast 
and  loose  with  Stephen,  and  his  mother 
is  very  angry  about  it." 

"Pardon  me,  I  don't  agree  with  you, ' 
said  Archibald,  a  little  hotly  for  him.  "I 
can't  see  where  the  fast  and  loose  comes 
in.  They  hardly  ever  meeet.  She  said 
only  the  other  day  she  hadn't  seen  him 
fcr  over  two  months.  You  must  allow 
that  isn't  very  hot  love-making." 

'Ah,  but  before  that  she  led  him  on. 
Well,  we  needn't  argue  about  that.  1 
may  as  well  own  up  that  I'm  here  to- 
day solely  on  Stephen's  account  to  ask 
whether  you  won't  do  something  to  has- 
ten matters.  No  doubt  she  means  to 
have  him  in  the  end,  for  of  course  he's 
a  good-looking  chap  and  a  fair  match. 
But  her  coquetting  foreign  ways  are 
driving  him  off  the  straight,  Archie. 
and  I  hope  you'll  put  in  a  word,  seeing 
the  mischief  has  been  partly  brought 
about  by  you." 

Archibald  Currie  straightened  himself 
in  his  chair,  and  squared  his  shoulders. 
A  little  angry,  he  spoke  with  unusual 
brusqueness. 

"You  ask  what's  impossible.  I've 
spoken  to  Katherine  again  and  again,  and 
even  so  far  back  as  the  first  year  she 
came  from  Bruges  she  told  me  quite 
plainly  she  would  never  marry  Stej)hen. 
She  has  never  swerved  from  that,  and 


1  m  afraid  thai  s  the  answer  l>ith  Mc- 
phen  and  you  will  have  to  take.  I'm 
sorry,  but  Stephen  will  have  to  take  his 
disappijintmenl  like  a  man," 

"Well,  the  lads  ruin  may  he  at  her 
door,"  said  James  (  urric  j^Nxjnuly.  "He's 
off  his  sleep  and  meat,  as  the  iaying  is, 
and  as  for  liis  work,  it's  a  vanishing 
ipiantity.  1  feel  very  bitter  aUjui  this. 
for  Stephen  had  his  chances  in  n)ore  de- 
sirable (juarters.  Rolx-rt  iJracebndgc's 
daughter  would  lake  him  tomorrow,  and 
her  fortune  won't  be  less  than  thirty 
thousand." 

■■\'t)U  re  blaming  me  lor  this,  and  it 
is.nt  just,"  said  .\rciiibald  Currie  ([uick- 
Iv.  "1  cant  do  more  than  say  I'm  s«jrry  , 
but,  after  all,  Stephen  lias  to  take  his 
chances  in  the  fortunes  of  war.  and  he's 
not  the  first  man  who  has  had  to  start 
life  on  the  heels  of  a  personal  disap- 
pointment." 

James  Currie  rose,  somewhat  gloom 
ily.  He  could  not  gainsay  what  his  bro- 
ther had  said.  .\rchibald's  own  life  story 
was  a  case  in  pt>int ;  but  he  was  bitterly 
disappointed  and  sore  all  the  same,  and 
could  not  hide  it. 

"You  might  have  given  Stephen  the 
chance  to  go  to  South  .\frica  for  you. 
Couldn't  he  go  yet,  even  with  this  Charl- 
ton? He  could  be  useful  in  many  ways, 
and  I  won't  charge  you  his  e.xiK'nses. 
He'll  have  to  get  away  somewhere.  Do 
you  think  it  would  be  any  use  his  com- 
ing to  Hyde  Park-square  and  trying  to 
get  a  final  answer  from  Miss  Wrede?" 

"1  think  she's  given  him  his  final  an- 
swer, not  once,  but  many  times."  re- 
plied Archibald. 

"And  about  South  .\frica?"  he  inquir- 
ed.  as  he  turned  towards  the  door. 

"1  have  no  objection,  of  course;  but 
the  time  is  very  short.  Would  he  be 
])repared  to  start  on  forty-eight  hours' 
notice,  or  even  less.  Charlton  sails  on 
Saturday   afternoon." 

The  door  oi)ened  at  the  moment,  and 
Charlton  himself  appearc<l.  havuig  re- 
turned from  his  visit  to  the  otTices  of  the 
steamship  company.  .At  sight  of  James 
Currie  he  gave  a  start,  ami.  with  a  has- 
tilv-muttered  apology,  turned  away.  But 
his  principal  called  htm  back. 
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"Come  in,  Charlton,  and  be  introduced 
to  my  brother.  I  think  you  have  never 
met." 

Charlton  had  no  choice.  Accustomed 
as  he  was  to  the  exercise  of  a  perfect 
and  colossal  self-control,  which  had  be- 
come second  nature  to  him,  the  ordeal 
was  the  most  searching  he  had  yet  been 
through. 

But  he  did  not  shrink.  He  came  a 
little  way  into  the  room,  thankful  that 
the  blinds  had  been  drawn  closely  down 
to  shut  out  the  glare  of  the  afternoon 
sun.  As  Archibald  Currie  spoke  the 
words  of  introduction  he  bowed,  but 
apparently  did  not  see  James  Currie's 
only  half-offered  hand. 

James  Currie  was  jealous  of  Charlton's 
influence  with  his  brother,  and  not,  as 
he  might  have  been,  happy  in  the  thought 
that  he  had  found  someone  he  could 
trust.  He  had,  indeed,  no  faith  in  Archi- 
bald's judgment  of  men.  There  was  thus 
some  comedy  in  their  relations  one  to  an- 
other. 

"I  have  been  telling  my  brother  of 
your  hurried  preparation,  Charlton,"  said 
Archibald  Currie  pleasantly,  "and  how 
willingly  you  have  fallen  in  with  all  my 
arrangements." 

"It  is  a  duty  as  well  as  a  pleasure, 
sir,"  replied  Charlton  in  a  low  voice. 

"Will  you  excuse  me  now?  A  man 
is  waiting  on  the  telephone.  I  merely 
looked  in  to  say  that  I  have  engaged  a 
second-class  berth." 

"First-class,"  put  in  Archibald  Currie. 

"No,  second,  it  is  good  enough.  The 
accommodation  is  first-rate.  I'll  go 
now." 

He  went  out  by  the  door  rather  ab- 
ruptly, fancying  that  James  Currie  had 
moved  to  a  position  where  he  could  bet- 
ter see  his  face. 

"A  queer-looking  cuss,"  he  observed, 
as  the  door  closed.  "What  does  he  wear 
those  blue  goggles  for?  I  could  swear 
he  doesn't  need  them." 

"His  eyes  are  weak.  He's  a  good- 
looking  man  enough,  Jamie.  You're  pre- 
judiced." 

"I  could  swear  he  isn't  what  he  seems. 
There's  a  furtive  uneasiness  about  him 
that  is  suggestive.  But  I'm  not  sur- 
prised, Archie,  knowing  what  your  fads 


are.  You'll  get  let  in  one  of  these  days, 
perhaps  this  time,  who  knows,  then  per- 
haps you'll  be  a  little  more  careful  about 
the  scum  of  the  earth." 

"Jamie,  I  wish  you'd  pick  your  words," 
said  Archie  good-humouredly.  "I  am 
certain  Charlton's  going  to  score  for  me 
this  time."' 

"Well,  let's  hope  so.  I  shouldn't  "care 
for  Stephen  to  go  out  with  that  man,  and 
he  wouldn't  care  for  it  himself." 

He  took  up  his  hat  and  they  left  the 
room  together.  As  they  passed  the 
clerk's  desk,  Archibald  Currie  stopped 
and  let  his  hand  fall  for  a  moment  with 
a  very  kind  touch  on  Leslie  Reedham's 
head.  He  half  paused,  as  if  to  speak, 
and  then  seeming  to  think  better  of  it, 
passed  on.  But  outside  he  made  an  an- 
nouncement which  surprised  his  brother 
not  a  little. 

"That  was  John  Reedham's  boy, 
Jamie.  I  would  have  presented  him  to 
you,  but  I  couldn't  remember  whether 
you  ought  to  remember  him  without  in- 
troduction, and  was  afraid  you  might 
not  wish  to  see  him." 

"Reedham's  boy  !"  repeated  James  Cur- 
rie, stopping  in  the  passage  and  looking 
blankly  at  his  brother's  face.  "Well, 
upon  my  word,  Archie,  what  next  ?  You 
are  incorrigible." 

"The  sins  of  the  fathers,"  said  Archi- 
bald musingly.  "We  needn't  visit  them 
on  the  innocent  heads.  He's  working 
very  steadily,  a  nice  lad,  and  devoted 
to  his  mother.  It  won't  hurt  you  after 
all,  Jamie,  so  you  needn't  glower  over  it. 
Give  my  respects  to  Jane,  and  if  shfi'll 
be  at  home  on  Saturday  afternoon  I'll 
come  up  and  make  my  peace  after  I  get 
Charlton  away." 

They  shook  hands,  and  James  Currie 
passed  out.  There  was  no  good  argu- 
ing with  Archibald,  he  told  himself,  as 
he  proceeded  slowly  down  the  street.  He 
would  be  eccentric  and  unaccountable,  to 
the  last  day  of  his  life. 

The  conservation,  however,  had  upset 
Archie  more  than  he  knew.  He  left 
business  early,  and  got  home  to  Hyde 
Park-square  a  little  after  tea.  Katherine 
was  at  home,  and  flew  to  wait  on  him. 
Whatever  worries  met  him  in  the  world 
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liusiness,  the  welcunic  at  home  never 

lied. 

1  le  told  her  about  the  trouble  in  South 
Africa,  and  of  Charltons  hurried  com- 
mission to  go  at  once.  She  seemed  deep- 
ly interested  ;  he  even  fancied  as  he  spuko 
liiat  a  slight  sliade  crossed  her  face. 

"You  dt)n't  think  with  James  that  I 
am  digging  my  own  grave  trusting  this 
man  so  tar,"  he  said,  as  he  took  his  cup 
^'\  I'resnly-made  and  fragrant  tea  from 
lur  hand. 

"Xo,  certainly  not,"  she  answered,  and 
tlu  lea  was  spilled,  by  whose  fault  neither 
111  ihem  knew.  She  stooped,  and  with 
her  handkerchief  wiped  the  stain  from 
lii>  sleeve,  apologizing  with  a  faint  smile. 

"So  you  think  he's  all  right,  Katie, 
ell  ?  \\  eil,  you've  seen  a  good  bit  of 
him  lately  and  I  must  say  I'd  trust  your 
judgment  faster  than  James'.  He's  a 
>  ii  of  Ishmaelite  with  his  hand  against 
L\cry  man.  You  never  get  good  service 
biarting  on  these  lines,  my  dear.'' 

"No,  I  should  say  not.  Has  he  been 
sjjeaking  against  Mr.  Charlton,  then?" 

"Yes,  this  afternoon.     He  thinks  he'll 

make  a  mess  of  the   Cape   business,   or 

perhaps  do  me  altogether.    But  I'm  easy. 

1  like  Charlton.    He's  straight,  and  there 

luver  was  a  man  who  worked  with  such 

a  will.    He's  a  perfect  galley  slave.    He's 

ling   out   to    dinner   tonight,    and   he 

■-  on  Saturday  afternoon." 

How  long  will  he  be  away?" 

Six  months  probably.     I'm  sorry  to 

-  !i(l  him  out  at  this  season.     Some  men 

\M'uld   have   objected.      If   I'd   been  ten 

\ears  younger,  Katie,  I  would  have  tried 

to  engineer  the  thing  till  August  or  so, 

and  taken  you  with  me.     A  big  change 

\Miuld  do  us  both  good." 

She  made  no  reply,  but  he  thought  her 
Kue  unusually  grave. 

"My  brother  came  to  me  about  an- 
other matter  this  afternoon,  Katie. 
Charlton  was  by  the  way.  He  was 
championing  Stephen's  cause." 

Her  colour  rose,  and  he  saw  her  hand 
cknch  a  little. 

"Cncle  Archie,  it  is  not  kind  nor  right 
that  I  should  be  pestered  like  this.  Why 
won't  anybody  believe,  even  you,  that  I 
have  been  quite  fair  and  straight  with 
Stephen  Currie.  I  have  told  him  as  plain- 


ly as  any  woman  can  speak  tiiat  1  cant 
and  won't  marry  him.  Will  there  never 
be  an  end  of  it?" 

"Apparently  not.  He's  very  much  in 
love." 

"But  1  am  not,"  she  said  rebelliously. 
"I  shall  have  to  leave  London  if  he  keeps 
on  tormenting  me  like  this.  1  had  a 
letter  from  him  yesterday;  1  burned  it 
without  telling  you.  I  am  so  tired  of  it 
all.  Let's  go  away  somewhere  where  we 
can't  see  or  hear  anything  about  the 
James  Curries." 

Her  eyes  were  full  of  tears,  which 
surprised  Archibald  Currie.  lie  could 
not  remember  seeing  her  in  tears  before. 

He  was  quick  enough,  however,  t(j 
enter  into  her  mood,  and  they  tlrifted 
into  talk  of  their  summer  plans,  which 
ended  in  a  project  of  immediate  excur- 
sions into  the  country  to  look  for  a 
suitable  home  as  a  permanency.  The 
hours  quickly  passed,  and  when  Charlton 
arrived  to  dine  at  half-past  seven  he 
found  Miss  Wrede  in  the  drawing-room 
alone.  She  was  looking  extraordinarily 
handsome,  in  a  diaphanous  black  robe 
and  no  ornaments  but  a  big  bunch  of 
roses  in  her  corsage. 

"Good-evening,"  she  said,  and  her 
voice  had  never  sounded  sweeter  or  more 
womanly.  "Excuse  my  uncle  not  being 
down,  will  you?  He  will  be  here  im- 
mediately. He  came  home  very  tired 
and  worried  from  the  city,  and  I  per- 
suaded him  to  lie  down.  He  has  had  a 
lovely  sleep,  and  feels  so  much  better. 
So  you  have  a  very  long  journey  in 
prospect?  It  is  good  of  you  to  be  so 
willing  to  relieve  my  uncle  of  part  of 
his  anxiety.  Pie  is  very  happy  about 
it." 

"And"  I  also.  It  is  the  chance  of  a 
lifetime.  He  will  never  understand  how 
much  I  owe  to  him,"  replied  Charlton,  in 
a  full  voice.  "I  suppose  you  are  aware 
that  he  picked  me  up  a  derelict  and  set 
me  on  my  feet?  He  has  often  spoken 
of  my  willing  service,  making  far  too 
much  of  it.  You  will  quickly  under- 
stand that  any  service  I  can  render  must 
first  of  all  be  a.  thank-offering." 

Her  eyes  glowed,  her  sweet,  proud 
mouth  trembled  a  little  as  she  bowed  her 
head. 
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"I  understand  that,  but  nothing  will 
ever  make  me  believe  Mr.  Charlton,  that 
}'0U  became  a  dereiict,  as  you  express 
it,  through  any  fault  of  your  own." 

He  straightened  himself  at  these  con- 
fident womanly  words. 

"Ah,  what  a  comfort  you  would  be 
to  a  man  who  might  aspire  to  be  your 
friend!"  he  cried  involuntarily.  "Your 
words  sink  deep  into  my  heart,  believe 


me,  I  am  unable  to  justify  them,  I  can 
only  say  thank  you.  It  is  women  like 
you,  and  men  like  Mr.  Currie,  who  help 
to  lessen  the  woe  of  the  world." 

She  heard   the  sound  of   footsteps   in 
the  distance  and  her  uncle's  voice. 

With  a  gesture  of  infinite  grace  .and 
friendliness  she  took  the  bouquet   from 
her  bosom  and  gave  him  a  rose. 
{To  he  continued) 
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TAINT  no  use  to  pester  me  any 
more,  Hamp,"  she  broke  in  sud- 
denly ;  "you  ain't  fitten  to 
marry." 

"But  why  ain't  I  fitten?"  he  pleaded. 
"I  can  lick  any  man  round  here,  an'  you 
said  yourself  only  yes'day  that  I  was 
harnsome  an'  mighty  good  natured, 
an' " 

"An'  barefoot,"  she  finished  scornfully. 
"Sakes  alive,  Hamp  Paddleford,  ye  ain't 
s'posin'  I'd  marry  a  man  who's  got  noth- 
in'  in  this  wide  world  but  a  runt  pig 
his  pap  was  too  lazy  to  care  for.  I 
ain't  no  ornary  Coon  Flat  girl,"  and  she 
drew  herself  up  to  her  full  height,  with 
flushed  cheeks  and  flashing  eyes.  "'Tain't 
cause  I'm  not  usen  to  it,"  with  a  proud, 
comprehensive  sweep  of  her  head  toward 
the  earth  floor  of  the  cabin.  "My  pap 
brought  mam  here,  an'  she's  been  here 
ever  since,  with  not  so  much  as  a  new 
shovelful  of  mud  put  on  the  chimbly  that 
was  only  finished  half  way  up. 

"No,  it's  all  been  Coon  Flat  so  fur, 
but  'taint't  goin'  into  no  marryin'.  My 
man's  got  to  have  a  cabin  with  a  floor 
to  it,  an'  a  cow  an'  hens,  an'  shoes  for 
meetin'  days " 

"I'll  get  all  of  'em,  Posey,  every  cussed 
one,"  he  urged.     "You  know " 

"Yes,  I  know;  mam  says  pap  was 
goin'  to  make  her  a  plank  floor,  but  he 
never  did.     An'  he  was  big  an'  strong 


an'   harnsome,    like   you.      It's   jest  the 
Coon  Flat  way.    Now  there's  Tyke — " 

His  humility  vanished  instantly. 

"Doggone  Tyke!"  he  snapped.  "He's 
got  a  cabin  with  a  floor,  I  know ;  an' 
a  cow  an'  hens,  an'  is  dickerin'  for  a 
mule;  but  he  ain't  got  nerve  to  fight  a 
"possum.  An'  he's  bow-legged  an' 
squints  an'  ain't  more'n  five  feet  high. 
If  a  gal  like  you  is  willin'  to  stand  up- 
'longside  of  Tyke,  then  I  ain't  in  the 
hunt." 

She  looked  at  him  placidly. 

"I  ain't  say  in'  but  you're  the  better 
favored,  Hamp ;  an'  I  do  like  you,  an' 
I  ain't  'shamed  to  tell  so,"  she  com- 
mented; "but  you're  twenty-five  years 
old,  an'  ain't  never  owned  a  pair  of  shoes 
for  meetin'  yet.  Tyke  was  here  yes'day 
an'  'lowed  to  sheer  all  he's  got,  an'  he's 
a  still  in  the  mountain  that'll  bring  a- 
plenty  right  along." 

"An'  what  did  you  say?"  sullenly. 

Posey  laughed  a  little,  then  her  face 
grew  sober. 

"Wall,  I  run  him  from  the  cabin,  fust 
off,"  she  confessed;  "but  he  wouldn't 
take  that  answer,  an'  sneaker  back  to 
the  door  an'  begged  me  to  think  it  over. 
He  said  he'd  come  ag'in  to-morrer."  She 
was  silent  for  a  few  minutes,  then  threw 
her  head  back  defiantly,  looking  square- 
ly into  his  eyes.  "An'  I  have  thunk  it 
over,    Hamp    Paddleford,    an'    made   up 
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m\  mind  for  good  an'  all  that  1  won't 
e.  d  my  days  on  no  mud  floor.  That's  all 
iiic  answer  I've  got." 

She  looked  superb  as  she  stood  there 
in  the  doorway,  and  Hamp  caught  his 
breath  in  a  half-sob  of  longing  and  de- 
spair ;  then  he  turned  and  slouched  down 
the  path. 

Opposite  his  own  cabin  he  paused  hes- 
itatingly. His  mother  was  seated  in  the 
doorway  with  pipe  in  mouth,  ready  for  a 
talk.  She  had  seen  him  with  Fosey. 
So  he  slouched  on  to  the  next  cabin,  to 
where  his  particular  friend  lay  sprawled 
at  full  length  upon  the  leaves. 

"Done  seen  ye,"  the  friend  drawled 
significantly ;  "went  up  the  path  full 
swing,  an'  come  back  with  head  droop - 
in'.  Hope  the  brook  ain't  runnin'  over 
no  rocks  nor  nothin'." 

Hamp  grunted  and  threw  himself  up- 
on the  leaves. 

"That  onary  Tyke  was  hangin'  round 
thar  right  smart  yes'day,"  the  friend  con- 
tinued, reflectively.  "Course  they's  noth- 
in' to  it ;  but  gals — " 

"He's  lottin'  to  marry  her,  Sam," 
Hamp  said,  listlessly. 

"What!"  and  Sam  raised  himself  to 
an  elbow  and  looked  at  his  friend  queer- 
ly.  "Tyke  carryin'  off  your  gal,  an'  you 
lyin'  here  a-dreamin'.  Why  don't  ye 
shoot  him  ?" 

"  What's  the  use,"  mounrfully. 
"'Twould  only  put  me  furder  away  from 
Posey.  You  don't  understan'  her,  Sam. 
She'd  say  I  was  too  big  to  jump  on  a 
little,  sawed-off  thing  like  Tyke — an' 
she'd  be  right.  Not  but  what  I'd  like 
to  shoot  him  though,"  vehemently,  "jest 
like  I  would  a  skunk  or  snake.  It's  all 
he's  fit  for,  to  be  shot.  But  I  can't  resk 
hard  feelin's  with  Posey." 

Sam  dropped  back  disgustedly. 

"Gals  are  cert'ny  queer,"  he  grumbled. 
"I'm  glad  I've  never  got  in  with  none 
of  'em.  The  idee  of  a  harnsome  critter 
like  Posey  sidlin'  up  to  Tyke,  when  a 
man  like  you  was  makin'  eyes  at  her." 

"Oh,  'tain't  the  man.  Sam.  Posey 
likes  me  well  enough  ;  but  I  ain't  no  plank 
floor,  nor  even  a  cabin ;  an'  Tyke  has 
both,  an'  other  things.  I've  never  thought 
much  about  flowers  bein'  needed  to 
prance  'round  on  :  but  when  Posey  spoke 


like  they  was,  1  knew  she  was  right.  H 
I'oseyd  say  ever)bod\  uught  to  wear 
coats  even  when  'twas  hut,  like  preach- 
ers do,  an'  that  we  should  have  shoes 
for  every  day  in  the  week  an'  I  was 
lookin"  in  them  eyes  of  hers  when  she 
said  it,  I'd  know  she  was  right.  Posey 
ain  t  like  no  other  Ct)on  I'lat  giri  that 
ever  growed.  \\  hy,  Sam,"  earnestly,  "if 
one  <jf  them  little  birds  should  drop 
twenty-five  dollars  right  down  here  on 
the  leaves,  I'd  be  willin'  to  put  every 
single  one  of  'em  into  a  plank  floor  for 
I'osey  to  walk  on." 

Sam  gave  a  long,  low  whistle,  and 
dropping  his  head  back  upon  his  hands 
gazed  thoughtfully  at  the  bits  of  blue 
through  the  interstices  of  foliage.  Ten, 
fifteen  minutes ;  then  he  suddenly  return- 
ed to  his  position  on  one  elbow. 

"You  must  get  Posey  the  floor, 
Hamp."  he  declared. 

Hamj)  merely  grunted  something 
about  getting  his  granny. 

"But  you  must,"  Sam  insisted,  rising 
to  his  feet  in  earnestness. 

"Why,  man,  you're  the  one  who  ought 
to  be  shot,  not  Tyke.  I  ain't  no  gal 
man,  but  if  I  was  an'  had  one  like  Posey, 
no  cussed  little  floor  could  come  between 
us.  She  should  have  floors  till  she 
couldn't  rest,  if  I  had  to  bark  my 
knckles  an'  keep  my  gun  barrel  red  hot 
to  git  'em.'' 

"Tyke's  comin'  to-morrer,'  Hamp 
muttered,  rising  dejectedly  to  hiM  feet. 
"Right  to-morrer;  an'  from  the  wav 
Posey  spoke,  there  ain't  to  be  no  if  an' 
mebbyin'.  She'll  snap  'yes'  or  'no'  right 
out.  an'  she'll  stick  to  what  she  says. 
She  won't  do  no  monkeyin'.  The  only 
way  I  can  see  is  to  shoot  him,  an'  that 
would  make  things  wuss.  A  flo<.)red 
cabin's  boun'  to  cost  a  plumb  heap." 

"Yes."  agreed  Sam.  "boun'  to.  But 
I've  been  piecin*  the  thing  out.  You 
know  that  big  boss  farm  down  in  the 
valley?" 

"Hinckle's — yes.  But  he's  done  sold 
out." 

"I  know,  to  a  whole  passle  of  folks 
from  the  North — more'n  a  hundred  fam- 
blies.  some  say.  They're  startin'  a  vil- 
lage an'  a  whole  lot  of  truck  farms  to 
grow  stulT  for  city  sellin'.  an'  the  boss 
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farm  is  bein'  cut  up  an'  divided.  But 
what  I've  been  piecin'  out  is  this :  They 
don't  know  nothin'  'bout  bosses  an'  are 
tryin'  to  sell  'em  off,  an'  the  animals  are 
runnin'  wild  all  over  the  place.  Hinckle 
an'  his  men  have  gone  away,  an'  the  new 
folks  don't  know  you  an'  me  from  Adam. 
We'll  slip  down  to-night,  an'  while  you're 
makin'  up  to  'em  with  that  smooth  way 
of  talkin'  you've  got,  I'll  snoop  in  among 
the  scattered  bosses  an'  run  a  couple 
into  the  bushes.  Then  you'll  jine  me, 
an'  we'll  git  'em  over  t'other  side  the 
mountain  by  mornin',  to  that  man 
Shanks.  He'll  buy  anything  at  half  what 
it's  wuth,  an'  not  ask  a  question.  To- 
morrer  he'll  slip  'em  over  the  line  into 
another  State,  an'  that'll  be  the  end  of 
the  matter,  only  that  you  an'  me  will 
have  forty  or  fifty  dollars  apiece." 

"Bill  Todd  got  caught  up  with  when 
he  tried  to  run  a  boss  from  Hinckle's 
last  year,"  said  Hamp,  thoughtfully. 
"He's  in  jail  yet." 

"That's  dif'runt,"  contemptuously. 
"Hinckle  had  a  pair  of  eyes  in  every 
fence  post  on  his  place ;  an'  besides,  you 
know  Bill  Todd.  A  cow  could  catch  up 
with  him.    Will  you  go?" 

"Will  I  go?"  Hamp  turned  suddenly 
to  him  with  face  transfigured;  he  was 
another  man — his  form  dilated,  his  eyes 
flashing.  "Will  I  go?"  he  repeated. 
"Alan,  I'd  go  if  there  was  two  pair  of 
eyes  in  every  post,  an'  each  pair  sightin' 
me  across  a  gim-barrel.  Ain't  Tyke 
comin'  for  an  answer  to-morrer?  I'd 
give  up  'cause  I  couldn't  see  no  wav; 
if  I  could  an'  't  was  to  pull  down  the 
moon,  I'd  kick  my  legs  an'  arms  off  a 
tryin'.  You  ain't  looked  in  Posey's  eyes 
an'  seen  what  I  have.     Come." 

Sam  grinned  derisively. 

"Been  hangin'  round  Posey  'bout  three 
years,  nigh's  I  can  rec'lect,"  he  com- 
mented, "an'  ain't  never  had  a  spurt  like 
this  afore,  not  even  a  spurt  big  'nough 
to^  steer  ye  into  a  pair  of  shoes  for  meet- 
in'  days.  Reckon  Tyke's  crossin'  the 
trail  has  sort  of  stirred  you  up.  But 
come  on.  They's  no  sort  of  hurry,  for 
't  ain't  noon  yet ;  but  I  don't  reckon  ye'd 
be  satisfied  to  wait  now  ye've  struck  a 
scent." 

It   was   ten  miles   to   the   new   settle- 


ment in  the  valley;  but  their  long  legs 
made  it  in  a  little  less  than  two  hours. 
As  they  approached  the  cluster  of  dwel- 
lings that  were  taking  the  place  of  the 
big  barn  and  stock  yards,  they  noticed 
what  seemed  an  unusual  gathering  for 
even  the  building  of  a  village.  Nor  did 
they  hear  the  sounds  of  saws  and  ham- 
mers. Instead,  nondescript  wagons  were 
standing  about,  with  horses  hitched  to 
wheels  or  tailboards ;  other  horses  were 
fastened  to  the  fences,  with  saddles  on, 
and  men  were  walking  about  or  gather- 
ed in  groups  in  earnest  conversation. 
Hamp  and  Sam  paused  irresomtely  and 
looked  at  each  other ;  then  Sam  nodded, 
his  face  clearing. 

"'Lection,  of  course,"  he  said.  "I 
heered  they  was  goin'  to  call  the  neigh- 
borhood together  to  talk  over  a  school- 
house  an'  a  courthouse,  an'  to  'lect  town 
officers  an'  a  sheriff,  but  didn't  know 
when.  This  is  it.  Wall,"  reflectively,  "I 
don't  reckon  it  makes  any  dif 'runce  to  us. 
Only  'stead  of  skulkin'  off  one  side  I'll  go 
straight  on  with  you  into  the  crowd.  Two 
more  won't  make  no  jar.  We'll  sidle 
round  an'  make  friends  till  'bout  dark, 
then  I'll  slip  a  couple  of  bosses  into  the 
bushes  an'  tie  'em.  Folks  won't  notice 
with  so  much  goin'  on,  an'  you  makin' 
yourself  conspic'ous  all  the  time.  Arter 
a  while  I'll  come  strollin'  back  uncon- 
cerned like  an'  you  an'  me'll  talk  some 
with  everybody  and  then  prance  off 
straight  opposite,  circling  round  to  the 
bosses  arter  dark.  That'll  prove  an  al- 
lerbi  in  case  one's  needed.  But  look 
yonder." 

Hamp  turned.  A  big  negro  was  head- 
ing directly  toward  them,  running  at  full 
speed.  But  as  he  drew  near  and  saw 
them,  he  suddenly  swerved,  sprang  over 
a  fence,  and  sped  across  the  field  toward 
the  nearest  wood.  With  a  "Somethin's 
done  broke,"  Hamp  cleared  the  fence 
at  a  bound  and  sped  after  him.  The 
negro  was  a  large  man  and  a  good  run- 
ner, but  Hamp  was  larger  and  swifter. 
At  the  end  of  a  hundred  yards'  dash  his 
hand  dropped  heavily  upon  the  negro's 
shoulder,  swung  him  round,  and  began 
to  drag  him  back  to  the  group  of  men 
who  had  by  this  time  joined  Sam. 

"Ding  me,  if  that  wa'n't  the  best  cap- 
ture I  ever  saw,"  called  one  of  them  de- 
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lightedly,  as  Hamp  approached  with  his 
prisoner.  "A  clean  jump  an'  run,  an'  a 
clutch  like  a  steel  trap.  That's  the  way 
folks  ought  to  be  took.  Come  to  'lection, 
I  s'pose  ?" 

"\Vh,  yes,  sort  of,"  Hamp  acquiesced, 
"me  an'  my  friend  Sam,  'lowed  we'd  step 
round  an'  git  'quainted  a  little.'! 

"That's  right!  That's  right!"  heart- 
ily. "We  want  everybody  round  to  jine 
in  with  us  an'  git  law  an'  conveniences 
started.  We  need  'em  bad.  This  black 
feller's  been  makin'  chicken  business 
pretty  brisk  lately,  but  we  didn't  have 
any  lawful  place  to  shut  him  up.  I've 
kept  him  tied  in  my  barn  three  days, 
waitin'  for  'lection  to  provide  suitable 
officers  an'  places.    Live  near  by  ?" 

"'Bout  ten  miles." 

"Wall,  that's  pretty  close  in  a  neigh- 
borhood like  this ;  but  I  hope  you'll  come 
in  closer  still.  It's  a  mighty  good  thing 
to  have  a  neighbor  who  can  capture 
criminals  in  such  an  easy,  off-hand  way. 
Folk'll  ail  be  glad  to  know  you.  See," 
smiling  and  nodding  significantly  toward 
a  group  that  was  hurrying  toward  them, 
'there  comes  a  passle  now.  S'pose  you 
tell  me  your  name  so  I  can  do  the 
talkin'." 

Hamp  glanced  sideways  at  Sam ;  but 
Sam  was  looking  straight  ahead  and  did 
not  appear  to  see  him.  Still,  in  spite  of 
the  gravity  of  his  face,  he  was  conscious 
of  a  slow,  convulsive  wink,  apparently 
directed  at  a  turkey  buzzard  floating  in 
the  distance. 

"I'm  Hamp,  for  short,"  he  said,  an- 
swering both  the  man  and  the  wink ; 
"Hamp  Paddleford,  altogether.  My 
friend  is  Sam  Pollock.  An'  we'll  be  glad 
to  jine  in  your  'lectin'  an'  other  busi- 
ness. We  come  down  jest  to  be  neigh- 
borly." 

"Good !  good  for  you !"  cried  the  man, 
slapping  Hamp  between  the  shoulders. 
"You're  the  right  sort.  My  name's 
Thompson — Bill  Thompson — an'  that's 
my  house  right  ahead,  the  big  one.  Now 
for  the  introducin'." 

During  the  next  half  hour  Hamp 
passed  from  one  group  to  another,  soon 
establishing  himself  as  an  open-hearted, 
good-natured  fellow  who  was  ready  to 
make  friends.  And  his  character  was 
saved  from  undue  gentleness  by  the  story 


of  the  negro's  capture,  which  followed 
him  everywhere. 

At  length  a  man  stood  up  in  a  wagon 
body  and  began  to  talk,  and  the  scattered 
groups  closed  in  about  him,  llamp  and 
Sam  in  the  very  front.  And  to  all  ap- 
pearance there  were  none  more  interest- 
ed than  they  in  the  fate  of  the  school- 
house  and  court-house  and  jail,  and  in 
the  selection  of  suitable  comniiltees  and 
town  officials.  But  though  their  hands 
and  voices  were  always  emphatic  and 
conspicuous,  they  were  used  in  a  judi- 
cious seconding  of  the  popular  senti- 
ment. In  time  the  office  of  sheriff  was 
reached,  and  as  had  been  the  case  with 
the  other  offices,  it  was  to  be  decided 
upon  by  the  popular  and  easy  method  of 
showing  hands.  Those  of  Hamp  and  Sam 
had  been  in  the  air  most  of  the  time; 
but  now  when  the  name  of  Bill  Thomp- 
son was  called,  they  rose  a  little  quicker 
and  their  voices  went  a  little  higher.  But 
as  the  noise  began  to  subside,  Bill 
Thompson  himself  was  heard  speaking. 

"Sorry,  boys,"  he  said;  "but  I've  got 
to  decline.  You  know  how  I'm  fixed. 
Got  more  work  than  any  two  men  ought 
to  do ;  an'  you  know  a  sheriff  needs  time 
of  his  own.     Get  somebody  less  busy. ' 

There  were  a  few  moments  of  con- 
sultation, then  someone  called  "Jake 
Potter!" 

"No,  no,  boys,"  came  a  hoarse  voice 
from  somewhere  on  the  other  side;  "I'm 
like  Bill  Thompson,  got  too  much  work. 
Try  ag'in." 

"Hamp  Paddleford!"  cried  Bill 
Thompson  sudcniy.  "He's  the  man  we 
want.  Why  didn't  we  think  of  him  be- 
fore ?  Pie  caught  the  negro,  an*  he's  big 
enough  an'  (juick  enough  to  catcli  any- 
thing.   Hamp  Paddleford's  the  man." 

"Hamp  Paddleford!"  "Hamp  Paddle- 
ford!" "He's  the  man  we  want!"  yelled 
the  crowd,  "Hooray !" 

Hamp's  hand  had  gone  up  instinctive- 
ly at  the  first  sign  of  a  name  being  called. 
Now  it  dropped  abruptly;  and  he  stood 
there  with  eyes  and  mouth  wide  open, 
amazed,  dazed. 

"What's  it  mean.  Sam?"  he  whispered 
hoarselv,  "Are  they  foolin'?" 

"Shet  up,  you  fool!"  Sam  snapped. 
"Don't  give  yourself  away  now.  No, 
thev   ain't    foolin':    though   you   needn't 
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hold  up  a  hand  to  vote  for  yourself. 
Great  snakes !  with  a  low,  hilarous 
chuckle  which  was  wholly  lost  in  the 
yelling  of  the  voters ;  "it  beats  anything 
I  ever  heerd  of.  We'll  take  a  dozen 
hosses  'stead  of  jest  two.  You're  to  be 
the  sherifif  who'll  go  off  in  search  of 
yourself.  Ho !  ho !  Bet  a  dollar  you 
don't  catch  yourself,  Hamp." 

But  Hamp  did  not  notice,  did  not 
even  hear.  His  eyes  were  still  blinking" 
at  the  crowd,  his  mouth  was  still  open. 
He  heard  vaguely,  "I  nominate  Hamp 
Paddleford  to  be  sheriff,"  and  a  little 
later,  "Hamp  Paddleford  is  voted  sher- 
iff, to  go  in  office  today !"  Then  he  felt 
Bill  Thompson's  hand  upon  his  shoulder, 
and  heard  his  big  bluff"  voice  saying : 

"Congratulate  you,  Paddleford.  It's  a 
good  job  for  a  man  who  ain't  drove 
with  work — you  ain't  drove,  are  you?" 
anxiousl}. 

"X-no,  not  very,"  Hamp  answered  me- 
chanically. 

"Then  it's  all  right,"  in  a  relieved 
voice.  "The  job'll  turn  you  in  seven  or 
eight  hundred  dollars,  mebbe  a  thous- 
and. And  it  would  be  better  if  you 
could  come  and  live  in  our  village.  It 
would  be  handier.    Married?" 

"No." 

""Wants  to  be,  though,"  Sam  grinned. 

"Good.  Bring  her  right  down — to- 
morrer  if  you  can.  I  know  a  nice  little 
cottage  all  furnished  that  can  be  got. 
Come  to  my  house  first  an'  let  me  help 
you  get  started." 

"But  I  don't,"  Hamp  began,  when 
Sam  nudged  him  sharply. 

When  Thompson  left  he  drew  Hamp 
aside.     "Look  here,  man,"  he  expostu- 


lated ;  "don't  you  go  to  hintin'  nothin' 
away.  It's  the  biggest  plum  that  ever 
fell  into  two  men's  mouths,  an'  we  can 
make  our  cussed  fortunes  if  we  only  do 
things  on  the  quiet." 

But  a  new  expression  had  come  into 
Hamp's  eyes. 

"You  'low  it's  all  straight  an'  sure,'' 
he  asked,  slowly ;  "that  I  am  to  be  the 
sheriff  for  good  an'  all?'' 

"'Course." 

Hamp  drew  a  long,  deep,  wondering 
breath,  a  breath  which  reached  down  to 
some  germ  of  honesty  and  ambition  that 
lay  beyond  the  influence  of  Coon  Flat. 

"Then  I  reckon  \-ou'd  better  give  up 
that  boss  stealin'  idee,"  he  advised; 
"'cause  if  you  don't  I'll  be  obleeged  to 
'rest  you." 

Sam  stared  at  him. 

"'Rest  me?"  he  demanded. 

"Yes;  ain't  I   sheriff?" 

"But  you're  in  it  with  me,  man." 

Hamp  shook  his  head  gravely. 

"Not  any  more,  that  way,"  he  answer- 
ed. "A  sheriff  has  to  be  plumb-square, 
an'  to  look  sharp  for  folks  who  ain't. 
Don't  let's  have  any  fallin'  out,  Sam, 
you  an'  me ;  we're  too  good  friends.  But 
there's  to  be  no  more  buttin'  ag'in'  the 
law.  Mebbe  I  can  git  you  a  job  with 
me  as  dep'ty  or  somethin'.  Now  let's 
go  back  to  Posey." 

And  Posey  he  saw — 

This  new  limb  of  the  Law ; 

And   with   rapture   and   love,   all   sere 

She  heard  with  delight 

Of  his  fortune  that  night. 
And  promised  to  be  his  fair  Queen. 


Legend  of  the  Ghost  Canoe 


Arthur  James   Smith 


01  "I"    of    the    nig-ht   a    small    voice 
whispered,      and      the      stream 
rippled    through    the    darkened 
glades.     Some  tiny  bird  rustled 
>liL;htly,    as   a    fairy   moves,   among   the 
k;ivcs.  and  a  stealthy  mink  glided  down 
tlic  sloping  bank  with  an  almost  imper- 
ceptible   sound.      All    was    as    silent    as 
•  mly    nature    in   her   slumber   can   be:   a 
(licam    of    stillness,    and    a    magnificent 
-~(ilcninity  of    quietude.      A    fish    leaped 
iiMW    and  then,  or  a  squirrel  knocked  a 
Iiiile  sprig  into  the  stream,  with  so  in- 
liniiisemal  a  sound  as  to  scarce  be  heard. 
Where    the    stream    empties    into    the 
broad  sea  it  splashed  merrily  over  bright 
-ti  mes    and    barred    sands :    a    diamond 
qliiiting   across    the    dull    eye    of    night. 
'  kcasionally  a  bird,  some  nighthawk  or 
'iKiated    wild    fowl,    skimmed    over    the 
'rr,  and  called  to  the  echoes  with  its 
Or  a  soft  wind  murmured  in  the 
->t.  and  stirred  the  leaves.     On  this 
ishiiul,  man  had  seldom  trodden,  an  In- 
ilian    from   the   surrounding   tribes   only 
very  rarely,  and  a  white  man  never.     In 
'.hi:  broad  Gulf  of  Georgia,  beneath  the 
iiinon's  pale  light,  the   island  is  one  of 
I  u'foup :  gems   in   a  perfect  setting  by 
!a\  :    and  dark  ])atches  of  mystery  and 
luliantment  by  night. 
'ar  out  upon  the  waters  of  the  Gulf, 
lie  midst  of  the   shimmering  moon- 
',   a   solitary  canoe,  paddled   silently 
easily    by    one    occupant,    was    ap- 
;ching  the  island.    Like  a  cloud  upon 
i  r  bosom  of  a  mirror  it  did  glide  on 
md  on,  eflfortless,  a  sprite  of  the   elfin 
Anrld.     Its  very  motion  was  silence,  yet 
t  was  upon  the  beach,  near  the  stream, 
mil    the    lone    paddler    walking    to    the 
rcc>,    seemingly    in   a    moment.      There 
-lu'.  for  it  was  an  Indian  maiden  garbed 
■  n  the  fashion  of  a  race  long  gone,  but 
nee  powerful,  remained  for  a  short  time, 


then  emerged,  bearing  a  branch  of  green 
shrubbery,  and  stole  silently  through  the 
night.  Away  into  the  moonbeams  and 
the  shadow  the  canoe  swept,  and  was 
swallowed  in  its  vastness. 

Before  the  huts  of  the  earliest  settlers 
replaced  the  forest  giants,  or  their  ships 
were  moored  to  rude  log  docks,  or  an- 
chored in  the  harbours,  a  tribe  had  its 
villages  and  canoes  in  those  islands  that 
dot  the  gulf.  Now  the  visitor  can  see 
but  few  traces  of  those  people ;  they 
have  lived  and  are  now  vanished,  as  the 
star  of  morning  before  the  brightness  of 
dawn.  For  all  time  have  they  gone,  no 
more  their  old  men  shall  sit  in  council 
or  the  young  men  hunt  and  fish  :  they 
have  passed  forever,  like  the  child  of 
one's  dreams,  and  the  place  of  their 
birth  knows  them  no  more. 

But,  where  the  setting  sun  trails  his 
long,  glorious  beams  across  the  burning 
furnace  of  a  sky,  and  brightens  the 
barred  clouds,  these  men  and  women 
of  the  Makatawas  dwelt  by  the  side  of 
the  Gulf.  Since  the  beginning  of  time, 
or  at  least  as  long  ago  as  the  oldest 
men  could  remember,  they  had  lived 
there,  and  their  ancestors  had  hunted 
in  the  nearby  forests  and  fished  in  the 
streams.  Occasionally  the  young  men 
from  neighboring  tribes  swept  down  up- 
on the  villages,  but  they  had  always  been 
driven  back,  for  the  hunters  of  tlie  Ma- 
katawas were  brave,  and  their  numbers, 
in  days  of  prosperity,  as  thick  as  the 
leaves  upon  the  pine  groves. 

In  one  of  these  raids  it  ciianced  that 
Guatilano,  the  young  chief  of  the  in- 
vading tribe,  was  captured,  and  im- 
prisoned in  the  central  hut  of  the  village. 
There,  pacing  proudly  up  anfl  down  in 
his  narrow  quarters,  with  hi?  tall  plume 
sweepini:^  the  roof,  the  youthful  chieftain, 
disdainful  and  hau£rhty  as  though  prcsid- 
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ing  at  his  own  council,  refused  with 
scorn  the  advances  of  his  captors.  They 
could  not  bring  him  to  terms ;  never,  he 
said,  would  his  ransom  be  paid  by  his 
tribe,  and  never  would  they  put  them- 
selves in  the  power  of  the  Makatawas 
to  secure  his  release.  Rather  would  an- 
other be  named  to  lead  his  tribe,  and 
they,  furious  as  the  grizzly  when  dis- 
turbed in  his  lair,  would  swoop  down 
and  destroy  the  Makatawas,  driving  them 
before  their  band  as  the  winds  of  early 
winter  blow  the  scattered  leaves.  But 
all  his  eloquence  and  pride  served  only 
to  anger  the  Makatawas,  who,  gathered 
together  in  a  great  consultation,  told  each 
other,  and  finally  shouted  with  one  voice 
that  the  stranger  must  be  tested  by  the 
ordeal,  must  make  his  way,  unaided, 
across  a  dreadful  canyon,  a  narrow  cleft 
in  the  mountain,  where,  far  below,  the 
waters  from  the  gulf  had  formed  a  great, 
deep  lagoon.  If  he  could  cross  safely 
on  a  slender  trunk  of  a  tree  which  only 
the  medicine  men  knew  aught  of,  he 
might  return  to  his  tribe,  and  no  war- 
rior of  the  Makatawas  would  dare  try 
to  do  him  harm.  But,  as  they  listened 
to  the  chief,  and  watched  the  stately, 
impassive  Guatilano,  the  medicine  men 
smiled  to  each  other. 

While  Guatilano  was  captive,  and  lis- 
tened proudly  to  the  sentence  of  the 
tribe,  it  happened  that  Wamato,  daugh- 
ter of  a  powerful  medicine  man,  saw 
him  often  and  loved,  as  she  had  never 
thought  to  love  this  tall  chieftain.  So, 
when  she  heard  the  chief  speak,  she, 
loveliest  of  the  tribe's  maidens,  crept 
away  into  the  forest  and  wept.  She  alone 
had  spoken  to  Guatilano,  words  of  love 
as  soft  and  sweet  as  the  murmur  of 
drowsy  wings  among  the  wild  flowers, 
and  had  looked  into  the  eyes  of  the  war- 
rior, tender  when  his  deep  voice  told  of 
his  love,  and  had  lived  her  whole  life 
in  joy  when  clasped  in  those  strong 
arms.  That  night,  which  might  be  the 
last  that  would  ever  fall  for  him,  they 
whispered  together  hour  after  hour,  for 
it  would  never  do  to  have  their  words 
listened  to  by  the  warriors  who  guarded 
the  hut.  Then  Wamata  pleaded  with 
her  lover  to  hand  to  his  captors  the  em- 
blem of  peace,  that  branch  of  which  told 
of  submission,  and  which  onlv  chiefs  and 


medicine  men  knew.  It  was  not  yet 
too  late,  she  urged,  to  gather  the  branch, 
she  would  bring  it,  and  her  father  had 
power  enough  to  accept  it  in  the  name  of 
the  chief;  arguments  to  which  Guatil- 
ano listened  smiling,  but  gently  waived 
away.  Even  the  lover  had  to  give  way 
before  the  pride  of  the  chieftain. 

That  next  morning,  long  before,  the 
sun  had  thrown  his  shafts  of  gold  over 
the  gulf,  Wamata  crept  to  the  dwelling 
of  her  father,  the  medicine  man,  and 
woke  the  seer  as  gently  as  the  dawn 
wakes  the  sleeping  skylark.  Then  she 
spoke,  quietly  but  passionately,  in  words 
inspired  by  love,  and  made  intense  by 
haste.  Her  father,  listening,  realized 
suddenly  that  she  was,  in  a  few  hours, 
changed  from  a  careless  child,  to  a  wo- 
man, capable  of  a  woman's  love  and 
thoughts,  and  that  all  would  give  place 
to  this — the  greatest  desire  of  her  life. 
So  he  told  her,  while  the  light  of  day 
crept  into  the  room,  of  the  island  upon 
which  the  tree  of  peace  grew,  and 
pledged  his  word  to  put  off  the  ordeal 
as  long  as  could  be  done  in  the  face  of 
the  chief  and  tribe.  He,  the  girl  said, 
was  powerful,  his  word  had  great  weight 
in  councils,  for  his  power  was  barely 
second  to  that  of  the  chief  himself.  The 
medicine  man,  as  the  words  poured  forth, 
smiled  with  the  satisfaction  of  the  flat- 
tered, and  again  promised. 

It  was  sunrise,  and  Wamata  paddled 
out  upon  the  waters,  meeting  the  beams 
that  the  herald  of  brightness  sent  danc- 
ing across  the  wavelets,  and  sending  her 
frail  canoe  skimming  towards  an  island 
far  distant.  It  was  the  goal  of  her  hope, 
the  spot  upon  which,  as  her  father  had 
said,  the  branches  grew,  and  there  she 
hoped,  even  against  his  will,  to  find  the 
leaves  which  would  deliver  Guatilano 
from  his  enemies.  On  she  flew,  padd- 
ling strongly,  and  without  thought  of 
fatigue,  for,  in  a  very  few  hours,  her 
lover  must  risk  death  over  that  fear- 
ful chasm,  and  every  moment  was  as 
precious  as  the  sound  of  his  voice  when 
he  spoke  of  love.  As  the  canoe  drew 
nearer  and  nearer  to  the  island,  its 
speed  increased,  the  paddler's  hopes 
soared,  and  when  Wamata  stepped  out 
upon  the  shelving  beach,  she  ran  lightly 
and  gracefully  to  the  forest.     There  she 
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was  hidden  a  moment  in  the  fohage,  but, 
hearing  a  spreading  branch  of  beautiful 
leaves,  soon  came  out  and  hurried  back 
u  the  canoe.  Placing  the  greens  in  the 
uont  of  the  craft,  Wamata  stepped  in, 
and,  with  the  sun  now  high  in  the  hea- 
\  ens,  started  back  to  the  tribe. 

In  the  meantime  the  Alakatawas  had 
assembled  near  the  canyon,  and  were  im- 
patiently listening  while  their  most  pow- 
erful medicine  man,  the  father  of  Wa- 
mata, was  speaking  to  them.  They  were 
in  the  act,  he  pointed  out,  eloquently, 
of  placing  the  greatest  chief  of  the  nor- 
thern tribes  in  danger  of  his  life,  a  deed 
that  might  be  fraught  with  importance 
to  them,  might  mean  a  terrible  war, 
slaughter  of  women  and  children  by 
avengers  as  countless  in  number  as  the 
salmon  which  swarmed  up  the  streams, 
and  the  utter  extinction  of  their  tribe. 
Could  they  know,  he  asked  them,  of  the 
young  chief's  power,  or  judge  the  anger 
of  his  people?  As  well  expect  to  pitch 
their  villages  in  the  bottom  of  the  ocean, 
or  carry  away  the  mountains.  And  so 
the  medicine  man  spoke  with  them,  but 
they  were  loth  to  listen,  and  the  young 
men  smiled  scornfully  when  the  tribes 
of  their  captive  were  mentioned.  Had 
they  not  captured  him  in  open  warfare, 
and  were  they  not  entitled  to  do  with 
him  as  they  saw  fit?  Assuredly  they 
could  think  for  themselves.  They  were 
not  children,  or  women,  and  the  time 
for  the  trial  was  already  past.  Even  as 
the  medicine  man  spoke,  there  was  a 
commotion  in  the  crowd,  and  Guatilano, 
as  proud  and  tall  as  when  he  led  his 
own  warriors,  was  taken  to  the  front. 
He  looked  neither  to  right  nor  left,  nor 
did  he  gaze  at  the  chasm,  but  scorn 
curled  his  thin  lips,  and  there  was  no 
trace  of  emotion  on  his  fine  face.  Still 
the  orator  pleaded  his  cause,  but  sud- 
denly a  roar  burst  from  the  assemblage, 
and  it  was  evident  that  the  warriors  of 
the  JMakatawas  would  wait  no  longer. 

The  cleft  was  three  times  the  width  of 
an  active  man's  leap,  and  so  deep  that 
the  waters  at  the  bottom  could  scarce  be 
seen.  A  truly  dreadful  i)lace.  and  one 
in  which  the  souls  of  departed  members 
of  the  Makatawas,  denied  the  bliss  of 
the    happy   hunting   ground,    were    con- 


demned    to   mingle    forever    with    evil 
spirits.      Brave    indeed    would   the    war- 
rior be  who  dared  paddle  in  that  lagoon 
after  nightfall.      A    tree,    slender    and 
pliant,    had    been    thrown    over    it,    and 
Guatilano   was    brought   to    the     brink. 
Without  any   sign  of   weakness   lie,   the 
descendant  of  a  thousand  chiefs,  stood 
for   one    moment,   then   stepped   on    the 
narrow  bridge.    As  a  young  forest  giant 
is    erect,     so     was     Guatilano    at     that 
minute,  and  not  a  sound  could  be  heard 
as  he  walked  out  on  the  bending  trunk. 
It    shook    beneath    him,    but    he    walked 
on;     the    watchers    eyed   each    other    in 
wonder,    for   it   seemed   as   thought   the 
chief    would    cross    the    terrible    height. 
Then  a  fierce  shout  of  joy  broke  forth  ; 
the  tree  cracked  suddenly,  but  still  Guat- 
ilano, not  hastening  in  the  least,  strode 
on.     Again    the     Alakatawas     looked  at 
their  council  and  each  other.     Had  the 
medicine  men,  for  the  first  time,  failed 
them?     Once  more  the  yell  of  fiendish 
delight  shook  the  hills,  and  rang  in  the 
forests,  for  the  tree  snapped,  and  Guat- 
ilano,   disdaining    to    utter   a    sound    or 
clutch    at    the    precipice,    fell    down,    as 
a  meteor  falls  and  was  swallowed  up  in 
the  black  waters  of  the  lagoon. 

All  this  time  no  one  had  noticed  a 
canoe,  away  out  upon  the  gulf,  rushing 
through  the  water,  and  paddled  by  a 
girl,  whose  strength  was  wonderful. 
Beneath  her  vigorous  strokes  the  paddle 
bent,  the  waters  swirled,  and  the  canoe 
swept  along.  Where  she  was,  the  occu- 
pant of  the  canoe  heard  a  dul  roar,  one 
that  caused  her  to  strain  her  eyes  into 
the  distance,  and  redouble  her  elTorts. 
Soon  after  came  a  cry,  more  distinct,  of 
many  fierce  voices,  and  Wamata  threw 
all  her  strength  into  the  paildle  strokes. 
Fear  clutched  at  her  heart,  fear  for  the 
tall  chief,  whose  plume  had  swept  the 
top  of  his  hut,  and  the  canoe  sprang 
ahead  faster  than  ever.  She  was  com- 
ing near,  and  presently  could  see  her 
lover  step  to  the  edge  of  the  precipice ; 
a  terrible  cry  escaped  her.  and  she 
watched,  fascinated,  and  dumb,  the  last 
scene. 

As  in  a  stupor  Wamata  drove  her 
canoe  forward,  paddled  to  the  village  of 
her  fathers,  and  stepped  out  upon  the 
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beach  like  one  who  treads  for  the  first 
time  upon  a  strange  world.  She  saw 
the  pebbles  upon  the  sand,  and  heard  the 
water  lapping  in  the  rocks,  but  all  vvas 
unreal  as  a  dream  that  has  passed.  Up 
tlie  winding  path  to  the  dwellings  she 
walked,  still  carrying  her  branch,  and 
presently  reached  the  tribe,  but  scarcely 
heard  the  shout,  of  amazement,  and  al- 
most fear,  that  they  raised  when  their 
eyes  fell  upon  the  branch.  Her  father's 
voice,  trembling  as  he  saw  the  girl,  came 
to  her  ears  like  that  of  a  spirit,  some- 
thing intangible,  and  for  a  time  she  could 
not  realize  what  was  meant  by  their 
cries.  Then  she  knew  ;  her  mind  grasp- 
ed the  meaning  of  these  leaves,  carried 
by  the  messenger  of  one  tribe  to  the 
chief  of  a  rival,  and  the  stupor  dropped 
from  her.  Walking,  unhindered,  to  the 
cleft,  the  girl  turned  upon  them  all,  hold- 
ing the  branch  on  high,  and  suddenl) 
broke  it  in  two  pieces.  The  cry  came 
again  from  the  tribe,  and  the  warrior? 
seized  their  weapons.  That  action  could 
mean  but  one  thing :  war  to  the  death 
and  the  end  of  all  time;  war  without 
mercy  or  truce.  Even  as  they  called, 
Wamata,  with  the  young  chief's  name 
upon  her  lips,  dying  away  as  the  night- 
ingale's at  dawn,  turned  suddenly  and 
cast  herself  from  the  cliff  to  the  dark 
waters,  and  Guatilano's  soul  was  called 


in  a  voice  as  clear  as  ilic  torie  of  a  silver 
bell,  wafted  from  the  clouds. 

It  is  always  night  now,  in  the  chasm, 
dark  and  fearsome,  and  the  tribes  hear 
strange  sounds  from  the  lagoon,  and  see 
wierd  lights  far  below.  Then  there  is  a 
cry  that  comes  from  the  depths,  the  note, 
apparently,  of  some  silvery  throated  bird, 
calling  to  its  mate.  But  the  tribes  know 
that  this  is  from  the  throat  of  no  .bird 
ever  placed  in  mortal  forest,  or  seen  by 
man.  They  know  that  it  is  Wamata's 
voice ;  that  she  is  calling  to  her  lover, 
Guatilano,  the  plumed  chief,  and  that 
they  have  met  in  a  realm  where  they 
can  love  as  the  purest  souls  lOve,  and 
know  no  care  of  war  and  trouble.  Every 
night,  old  men  say,  as  their  fathers  said 
before  them,  Wamata,  in  a  shadowy 
canoe,  leaves,  the  lagoon  and  paddles 
out  upon  the  Gulf,  straight  into  the 
moonlight. 

Hours  pass,  and  she  returns,  moving 
swiftly,  with  a  branch  in  the  canoe,  and 
disappears  into  the  lagoon,  whence  no 
man  has  ever  followed.  And  until  the 
end  of  time  none  shall  ever  enter  on  those 
nights,  but  all  may  stand  enthralled  upon 
the  cliff,  or  float  about  in  dainty  craft, 
and  hear  Wamata  call  to  her  lover; 
listen  to  a  cry  so  pure  and  sweet  that 
it  seems  the  ethereal  world  has  yielded 
to  the  pleading  of  mortals,  and  opened 
its  gates  to  let  the  singing  of  angels 
sweep  to  the  ears  of  the  earthly  throng,' 


A  Term  of  Exile  Shortened 


J.  H.  Grant 


Ox\  E  long  red  ray  of  sunlight  bored 
its  way  through  the  cloudy  pil- 
lars of  the  western  horizon,  and 
stretching     across     the     broad, 
ItiMun  prairies  silhouetted,  for  a  moment, 
tin    figures  of  two  travellers.     They  rode 
.  ly  side  by  side,  ever  and  anon  glanc- 
luxiously  about  as  though  they  fear- 
I  mie  sudden  appearance  ;  impossible 
ich  might  seem  upon  that  level  waste. 
u  length,  one  of  the  two,  a  dark,  slen- 
iliT   vouth   of   some   eighteen   years,   be- 
gan to  gather  up  his  bridle  rein. 

•1  shall  go  now.  Sis,"  he  said,  "you 
■,i\c  only  a  few  miles  more;  you  won't 
iiraid.  It  will  soon  be  dark  and  1 
>  vet  twenty  good  miles  to  make  be- 
ioic  i  get  back  to  Hargreave's  ranch. 
I'.oides,"  he  added  in  a  lower  tone,  "if 
!  at  her  happens  along  and  sees  you  rid- 
11-  with  me,  he's  likelv  to  treat  you 
^Ki.lly." 

Come  home  with  me,  Harry,"  pleaded 

•onipanion,  her  eyes  full  of  tears  and 

voice  pregnant  with  emotion,  "Father 

not  mind   and   oh,   Harry !    I'm   so 

!\   there,  without  you." 

1  can't  Sis,"  said  her  brother  tenderly, 

but  tirmly,  "I  miss  you  too,  God  knows, 

nnl  1  often  long  for  home;    but  he  call- 

'i  me  a  coward  and  struck  me,  and  or- 

Icrcd  me  away,  all  because  I  refused  to 

Irne    Jameson's  cattle     to    the    pound. 

laiiieson's  a  good  fellow  and  his  cattle 

Acre  not  doing  any  harm."     The  boy's 

•\r>  flashed  and  his  dark  cheek  flushed. 

i-^  he  brought  his  horse  to  a  standstill. 

His   sister   glanced   fondly   toward   him. 

^lic  knew  that  it  was  chiefly  on  her  ac- 

"unt    that    Harry    had  refused    to    do 

I  rank  Jameson  an  injury  and  she  also 

<ncw  that  it  was  because  of  her,  that  her 

lather  had  desired  the  injury  done. 

"Harry,"  she  wailed,  in  alarm,  as  she 

iw  him  about  to  wheel  his  horse  west- 


ward, "Harry,  if  you  love  me,  do  come 
home  with  me,  I'm — I'm  fri-frightcncd," 
she  added  shudderingly,  as  she  stared 
into  the  gathering  shadows  and  crowd- 
ed her  pony  close  to  his.  "I  dont  know 
what  it  is,"  she  half  whispered,  "but  it's 
something  awful  and  it's  going  to  happen 
to  me  tonight.  You  must  protect  me 
Harry,  you  must." 

"What  aie  you  frightened  of  Sis?" 
"This  isn't  like  you  at  all,"  reasorted 
Harry,  but,  as  he  caught  a  glimpse  of 
his  sister's  blanched  cheek  he  ceased  to 
speak  and  rode  quietly  by  her  side.  What 
had  come  over  the  girl,  he  could  not 
imagine.  He  thought  it  nuist  be  a  mo- 
mentary attack  of  nervousness,  still  it 
troubled  him  in  a  vague  sort  of  way. 

"I'll  come  home  with  you.  Dear,"  he 
said,  soothingly,  after  a  time,  "but  I 
won't  stay.  I  went  when  he  told  me.  and 
I'll  come  back  when  he  asks  me ;  not 
a  minute  sooner." 

"Then  you'll  stay  away  a  d d  long 

time,"  said  a  gruff  voide  close  by.  "Get 
to  H — 1  out  of  here.  You're  no  son 
of  mine,  you  cowardly  pup." 

"Helen,"  said  the  new  arrival,  turning 
suddenly  upon  the  trembling  girl,  "did 
I  not  forbid  you  to  speak  to  that  dis- 
obedient whelp?  Now  I'll  give  you  one 
more  chance.  Come  home  out  of  this  at 
once." 

"(7)h,  Father  ,"  began  the  girl. 

but  she  got  no  further.  There  was  a 
rush,  a  scurry  of  Hying  feet  and  a  c<:)yote 
sped  by,  savagely  pursued  by  two  great 
wolfhounds.  Helen's  pony,  trained  to 
hunt,  gave  one  joyous  snort,  and  in  spite 
of  the  girl's  frantic  efforts  to  restrain 
him.  dashed  madly  after  the  hounds.  The 
father  apparently  glad  of  a  channel  in 
which  to  vent  his  feelings,  gave  rein  to 
his  willing  horse  and  followed  recklessly. 
Harrv  with  difficultv  curbed  his  broncho 
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and  gazed  anxiously  after  the  retreating 
figures.  Suddenly  his  face  paled;  he 
clashed  the  spurs  into  his  horse  and  tore 
frantically  after  his  father  and  sister. 

"Catch  her  rein  father,"  he  screamed 
from  a  dry,  tightened  throat.  "She's 
going  straight  into  the  'Devil's  Bath.'  " 
Already  the  father  had  seen  the  dan- 
ger. A  few  rods  ahead  the  dogs  and 
their  prey  were  skirting  the  very  edge  of 
that  awfui  hole,  shunned  alike  by  every 
man  and  beast  of  the  plains.  He  saw  the 
devilish  glare  of  its  alkaline  surface,  and 
in  his  terror  fancied  he  beheld,  floating 
above,  the  gauzey  form  of  the  unfor- 
tunate settler,  whose  body  together  with 
his  wagon  and  ox-team  lay  somewhere 
in  the  unknown  depths. 

"Hold  tight  Helen,"  he  fairly  shrieked, 
as  he  spurred  his  horse  and  clutched 
desperately  at  the  bridle  rein.  The  little 
broncho  was  too  quick  for  him.  It  sped 
onward  and  the  larger  horse  lost  ground. 
Under  ordinary  circumstances  the  wise 
little  animal  could  not  have  been  forced 
within  rods  of  the  dangerous  pool,  but 
in  his  excitement  he  followed  close  to 
the  trail  of  the  dogs.  Onward  he  gal- 
loped, apparently  unaware  of  the  treach- 
erous turf  that  rimmed  the  pool  and 
was  ever  ready  to  precipitate  the  unwary 
into  the  terrible  waters.  The  men  could 
do  nothing  but  look  on  in  helpless  terror. 
Suddenly  there  was  a  startled  snort, 
the  broncho  threw  himself  on  his 
haunches  and  veered  sharply  to  the  right. 
The  rear  girth  snapped  like  a  ribbon 
and  the  girl  was  projected  into  the  air, 
as  from  a  catapult.  A  smothered  splash, 
a  gurgle  and  the  thick  waters  closed 
above  her.  Her  father  rushed  to  the 
sagging  bank,  his  face  ashy  pale  and  his 
eyes  bulging  from  their  sockets  with  su- 
perstitious fear. 

"She's  gone,  she's  gone,"  he  wailed  as 
he  waved  his  arms  hysterically,  "no  cre- 
ature ever  returns  from  those  waters." 


"What?"  he  shrieked,  as  Harry  strode 
silently  by  him,  "Stop,"  he  cried  again 
in  anguish,  as  he  fumbled  feebly  for  his 
son's  collar.  The  youth  thrust  him  aside, 
as  though  he  had  been  a  mere  grass 
hopper. 

"I'm  going  too,  father,"  he  said  quiet- 
ly. Another  splash,  a  few  sluggish  wrin- 
kles and  both  brother  and  sister  were 
hidden  in  the  slimy  depths. 

A  little  distance  off  the  snarling  and 
snapping  of  the  dogs  told  that  they  had 
come  up  with  their  prey.  From  some- 
where near  came  the  sound  of  galloping 
hoofs  and  the  clatter  of  empty  stirrups. 

A  few  wild  ducks  whistled  hurriedly 
by,  on  their  strong  wings  and  the  sheen 
of  the  stagnant  waters  glimmered  dimly 
in  the  dusk  of  the  evening.  For  one 
moment  the  distracted  father  gazed  in 
silence,  then  with  a  long,  despairing, 
wail,  he  threw  himself  on  the  ground. 

"]\Iy  children,  my  children,"  he  moan- 
ed. "Come  back ;  come  back,  just  for  a 
moment ;  one  moment  to  say  you'll  for- 
give me." 

A  heavy  splash  brought  him  to  his 
feet  in  an  instant  and  he  saw  a  large 
section  of  the  spongy  bank  disappear  in 
the  water.  What  had  pulled  it  from  its 
position  ? 

In  a  few  seconds  Harry  and  his  sister 
were  safe  upon  the  bank.  The  youth 
soon  rid  himself  of  the  poisonous  waters, 
but  it  took  some  time  to  revive  his  sister. 
When  at  last  she  was  able  to  sit  up  and 
talk  the  father  rose  slowly  to  his  feet. 

"]\Iy  son,"  he  said,  looking  into  Har- 
ry's pale  face,  "I  have  misjudged  you. 
You  are  the  bravest  boy  on  Plum  Cree'; 
Plains.  Can  you  forgive  me  and  come 
back  home?" 

"Yes,  Father,"  answered  the  youth 
promptly,  and  Helen,  who  was  listening, 
rose  joyously  and  kissed  them  each  in 
turn. 


How  Young   Hunters  and   Fishers   are 

Reared 


Bonnycastlc  Dale 


DURING  a  year's  Natural  History 
work  on  the  shores  of  the  Pacific, 
while  my  assistant  Fritz  and  I 
did  a  thousand-mile  pedestrian 
trij)  in  the  slowest  time  on  record,  we 
cams;  across  many  an  isolated  little  home 
in  cove  or  inlet,  on  the  banks  of  some 
tiny  river,  or  on  some  almost  barren 
'Ksolate  island.  Here  in  these  human 
"iH'sts" — sometimes  mere  huts  of  '"beach- 
oi  iiubers"  work — we  found  the  young  of 
iliis  always  interesting  family — Man — 
I'ring  reared  to  make  a  living  from  the 
'  'Ccan  and  the  forest. 

It  will  interest  the  boy  readers  to 
know  that  some  of  these  little  chaps 
C'luld  teach  many  a  wise  man  when  the 


subject  on  hand  was  the  birds  and 
beasts  and  fishes  that  inhabit  this  cli- 
mate-blessed region.  Fritz  and  I  were 
paddling— we  do  part  of  our  pedestrian 
trips  in  a  canoe— along  the  tide-flats 
formed  by  the  estuary  of  a  small  moun- 
tain stream,  on  all  sides  rose  the  red 
trap  rock,  diorite,  a  copper-bearing  rock, 
forming  a  range  of  high  rough  hills, 
rude  in  form  but  magnificent  in  their 
colouring;  bright  green  firs  on  copper 
and  iron  stained  red  rocks.  The  sea 
water  of  this  inlet  was  discoloured  to 
almost  a  milky  white  by  the  tiny,  innum- 
erable millions,  of  lately  born  atoms, 
too  small  to  be  observed  by  the  magni- 
fying glasses  we  carried.  All  about  us 
rose  the  snow-capped  mountain  ranges 
of  Washington  and  British  Columbia. 
Outside  this  sheltered  inlet  ran  the  great 
Straits  of  Juan  de  Fuca.  Here  all  was 
silence  and  peace — "Bang" — "Bang" — 
the  echoes  of  those  two  gunshots  poured 
forth  in  two  steady  roars  from  an  op- 
posite bay,  and  were  caught  and  torn 
by  the  hills  and  valleys ;  until  a  volley 
re-echoed  from  all  sides.  Instantly 
Fritz's  paddle  was  stuck  angling  ahead 
— slanting  out  from  the  bow — the  canoe 
followed  its  guidance  and  away  we  dart- 
ed across  the  now  silent  inlet. 

Ahead  in  a  little  bay,  where  the  sun 
had  not  yet  dispelled  the  shadows  of  tiiis 
hilly  country,  were  two  young  lads  strug- 
gling with  a  large  bald-headed  eagle. 
The  elder  boy  in  his  eagerness  to  secure 
the  bii;  bird  got  too  close  and  had  his 
hand  badly  torn  by  the  sharp  claws  of 
this  bird  of  prey. 

"He  just  killed  a  brant,  it  couldn't 
dive  nor  fly  fast  enough  an'  he  caught  it." 
said  the  younger  of  the  pair,  a  lad  of 
twelve.  No  wonder  the  eagle  wanted 
the  brant,  for  of  all  the  web-footed  game 
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birds  tb.at  i\\  this  smallest  bird  of  the 
goose  family  is  the  best  eating,  its  very 
inability  to  dive  prevents  it  getting  at 
the  shell  fish  and  lower  orders  of  marine 
zoology  and  saves  its  flesh  from  that 
awful  taste,  half  fowl,  half  fish,  that  so 
many  of  the  ocean  wild  fowl  are  spoiled 
by.  The  elder  lad  told  us  how  these 
bald-headed  eagles  preyed  on  the  ospreys, 
diving  at  the  great  tish  hawk  as  soon  as 
it  rose  with  a  freshly  caught  salmon,  and 
with  crest  erect  and  big  yellow  eyes 
flashing,  great  hooked  bill  and  sharp 
claws  threatening,  "bluffed"  the  osprey 
into  dropping  its  prey.  We  had  several 
times  been  witness  of  these  one-sided 
fights  and  had  greatly  admired  the  dex- 
terity with  which  the  eagle  scooped  up 
the  fish  from  the  water  without  wetting 
even  its  tibia — the  feathered  covering 
of  the  legs.  W^e  also  saw  one  of  these 
excellent  flying  birds  leave  the  half-fin- 
ished circle  it  was  leisurely  floating  in, 
dart  from  it  as  an  arrow  from  the  bow, 
and  with  a  rushing  sound — as  though 
a  great  spurt  of  flame  was  leaping 
through  the  air — fall  twice  the  height  of 
the  great  red  (  ?)  fir  trees,  its  wings  now 


screeching  with  the  speed  of  its  plunge 
— and  catch  in  expert  claw  a  truly  beau- 
tiful cock  pheasant  that  had  vainly  tried 
to  cross  the  inlet. 

Later  in  the  fall  we  have  seen  the 
elder  of  these  lads  step  ashore  from  the 
canoe  with  many  a  dead  pied  griebe, 
so  when  you  see  those  neat  little  turbans, 
and  those  dressy  white  feather  muffs  dnd 
hat  crowns  and  sets  of  glistening  griebe 
"furs",  you  can  remember  that  the  young 
hunters  of  the  Pacific  Coast  have  their 
share  in  the  forming. 

Once  while  toiling  afoot  along  Puget 
Sound,  where  there  was  water  enough 
goodness  knows  "but  not  a  drop  to 
drink,"  we  came  upon  a  "beachcomber's" 
shanty.  It  was  roofed  with  the  cabin 
top  of  some  ill-fated  steamer ;  its  win- 
dows were  portholes,  its  door  was  half 
a  hatchway,  and  while  we  noted  the 
splintered  bulwark  that  formed  the  door- 
step, the  owner — a  big  yellow-whiskered 
Swede — showed  us  an  unbroken  electric 
light  bulb  that  came  floating  ashore  un- 
injured, even  the  incandescent  filmy  wire 
was  intact,  during  the  same  storm  that 
splintered  the  heavy  oak  bulwark. 
Wresting  a  precarious  living  from  old 
ocean  this  hardy  northman  also  educated 
his  two  lads  to  a  like  uncertain  livelihood 
— alas,  the  little  yellow  haired  mother 
had  not  weathered  the  first  winter  in  this 
shack  of  divers  winds  and  drafts,  and 
even  her  grave  spot  was  now  lost  under 
the  shifting  sands  that  swept  up  from 
beach  to  lagoon.  We  watched  the  two 
little  chaps,  miniature  northmen  both  of 
them,  deftly  catching  crabs  at  low  tide. 
While  the  younger  lad  propelled  the  big 
unweildy,  flat-bottomed  fishing  boat,  the 
big  boy  dipped  up  edible  blue  crabs 
that  in  the  coast  city  markets  sold  for 
twenty-five  cents  apiece,  all  these  boys 
got  as  their  share  was  five  cents  a  crab. 
and  noting  the  weight  of  the  boat  and 
the  size  of  the  w^ee  lads — one  was  seven 
and  the  other  eleven,  and  comparing  it 
all  with  the  strength  of  the  surf  and  the 
force  of  the  heavy  tide  rips  that  run  on 
these  coasts,  we  wondered  if  the  educa 
tion  of  the  lads  would  ever  be  completed 
However,  we  entered  the  shack  and  had 
a  very  welcome  drink  of  pure  spring 
water,   water   taken   from   a   spring  (hat 
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ebbed  on  the  shore  and  could  only  be 
procured  at  low  tide,  as  it  actually  rose 
fresh  into  the  sea.  On  the  table  was  the 
dirtiest  and  greasiest  pack  of  cards  it 
had  ever  been  my  misfortune  to  sec. 
Neither  the  lad  nor  1  nor  the  Gordon 
setter,  Daisy,  had  eaten  a  bite  since  sun- 
rise— and  would  not  for  ten  miles  yet 
if  we  couid  not  buy  some  sort  of  food 
from  this  lonely  cabin.  While  the  Swede 
was  showing  us  a  wonderful  heap  of 
flotsam  and  jetsam  he  had  piled  np  on 
the  sands  I  suddenly  missed  the  dog,  and 
running  back  to  the  cabin,  I  found  thai 
she  had  eaten  the  best  part  of  that  la- 
mentable pack  of  cards ;  there  she  sat. 
with  a  foolish  smile  on  her  black  face 
and  the  half-eaten  ace  of  hearts  protrud- 
ing from  her  mouth.  We  procured  bet- 
ter food  for  the  setter  and  some  for  our- 
selves, and  later,  were  able  to  replace 
the  cards  with  a  new  and  cleaner  lot. 
"Oh  I  miss  dot  solitary  so  much,'"  the 
Swede  told  me.  Poor  man  it  was  super- 
fluous to  play  solitaire  there. 

Now  the  millions  of  salmon  that  seek 
this  long  Pacific  Coast  to  spawn  and  die. 
for  remember  that  every  salmon  of  this 
family  reaches  its  four  years  old  ma- 
turity only,  unless  caught  by  Indian  or 
white  man  in  their  many  contrivances. 
to  starve  itself  for  three  months  or  m<»rc. 


so  that  the  bodily  cavity  is  filled  with 
the  six  thousand  eggs  of  the  female  and 
the  two  big  milt  bags  of  the  male,  and 
then,  after  swimming  as  mucii  as  fifteen 
iumdred  miles  up  some  fresh  water  river, 
until  it  is  torn  and  ragged  and  sore,  to 
deposit  the  eggs  and  milt  and  then  die, 
Fritz  and  I  have  seen  so  many  on  the 
l)ank  of  a  river  that  we  tied  from  the 
awful  place  as  the  odor  was  unbearable. 
These  salmon  prov  ide  great  ^port  an.^ 
make  some  money  for  these  little  chap.s 
in  these  isolated  ])laces.  We  sat  and 
watched  a  little  Indian  lad,  a  dusky 
boy  of  not  more  than  ten,  cleverly  spear- 
ing big  salmon  out  of  one  of  the  pools 
above  a  riffle  in  a  mountain  river ;  he 
threw  the  long  cedar  pole — tipped  with 
a  rude  barlx'd  point,  usually  a  great 
fish  hook  straightened  out — with  much 
skill,  throwing  it  ahead  of  a  darting  fish 
much  as  we  shoot  ahead  oi  a  flying  bird : 
he  steadily  drew  out  plunging  (\og  salmon 
and  coho  salmon,  fish  weighing  from 
six  to  twelve  pounds,  until  he  had  as 
many  as  he  thought  his  younger  brother 
and  he  could  "la-pcsh  ne  wah."  that  is 
the  way  he  said  it  in  Chinook  :  he  meant 
"carry  on  his  fishing  stick."  The  way 
he  did  it  was  to  pass  the  end  of  his  cedar 
pole  through  the  gills  of  the  salmon  and 
lialf  drag,  halt  lloat  them,  up  the  stream 
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to  the  little  fir  pole  sided,  cedar  shake 
covered,  structure  they  called  home. 

You  must  not  think  I  quoted  the  gen- 
uine coast  Indians'  native  tongue  in 
those  two  Chinook  words,  for  Chinook 
is  a  jargon  of  English,  French  and  Span- 
ish words,  oft  mispronounced  and  mis- 
spelled, mingled  with  a  few  of  the  na- 
tive words  of  the  tribes,  they  use  this 
jargon  speaking  with  the  white  man  and 
with  other  tribes,  but  each  tribe  has  its 
own  language  full  of  strange  clicking 
sounds. 

Well  those  little  lads  could  gather  in 
fifty  pounds  of  half-spent,  haif-spawned 
salmon  every  day — they  call  them  "sam- 
mon,"  so  closely  does  the  Chinook  copy 
the  intruders'  tongues.  These  fish  were 
split  down  the  belly — not  much  time  was 
spent  in  cleaning  them— then  they  were 
smoked  and  hung  away  for  future  use. 
No  doubt  this  is  one  of  the  causes  of 
the  heavy  death  rate  of  the  Indians ;  fully 
half  of  the  people  have  died  off  in  the 
last  fifty  years  and  whole  tribes  have 
disappeared,  leaving  not  a  trace  or  tale 
behind.  These  starved  salmon,  after 
struggling  up  these  rivers,  are  slime 
covered,  fungus  covered,  with  tails 
stripped  of  flesh  and  skin  and  the  very 
bones  exposed  from  contact  with  the 
rocks.     They  arp  unhealthy  food,  imper- 


fectly cleaned,  often  not  smoked  suffi- 
ciently to  in  part  manner  cook  them, 
often  eaten  thus  half  raw.  Also  the  ex- 
posure consequent  on  catching  them 
would  kill  a  whole  vilage  of  white  boys. 
Day  after  day  we  studied  the  salmon  for 
three  months  on  this  stream.  We  saw 
these  little  brown  lads  wet  to  the  hips ; 
they  waded  in  boots  and  stockings  and 
knee  pants  unheeded,  and  were  wet  all 
day  and  all  week.  Often  I  have  urged 
them  to  dry  themselves  at  our  lunch  fire ; 
they  seemed  to  think  this  a  very  needless 
thing  and  sat  steaming  and  sweating 
there  in  their  soaking  clothes.  Poor 
chaps,  if  they  do  live  to  grow  up,  and 
then  follow  the  usual  calling,  the  seal 
hunting,  they  meet  a  speedy  end  when 
some  day  the  schooner  disappears  in  the 
thick  fog  or  els?,  as  one  young  lad  just 
returned  from  Behring  sea  told  me  "Sol- 
liko-chuck,  keel ;  a-pie,  cosho  Siwash," 
literally,  rough  sea,  upset,^ — then  he  gra- 
phically turned  his  finger  down,  meaning 
that  the  Siwash  went  to  join  cosho,  the 
seal. 

The  little  white  boys  on  these  rivers 
are  expert  in  catching  and  landing  a 
salmon.  In  fact  their  lives  are  so  inter- 
mingled with  the  birds  and  beasts  and 
fishes  that,  later,  when  they  grow  up. 
thev  make  the  best  men  obtainable   for 
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ihc  great  fish  trap  industries.  tinil)er 
"cruisers,"  guides  for  tourist  when  in 
search  of  big  game. 

They  are  Httle  adepts  with  tlie  steel 
traps,  and  as  the  mink  and  marten,  the 
coon  and  land  otter  are  plentiful,  they 
have  plenty  of  field  practice  until  the 
time  they  are  big  enough  to  set  the 
larger  traps  for  bear,  lynx,  beaver  and 
that  universal,  but  harmless  to  man,  ani- 
mal, the  Puma,  commonly  called  the 
panther.  This  Island  of  X'ancouver  has 
plenty  of  them,  as  well  as  many  wolves. 
The  boys  have  myriad  attractions,  alas 
many  of  them  have  no  chance  to  get 
schooling,  remember  I  am  speaking  of 
the  most  lonely  isolated  cases,  for  in 
all  settlement^  we  find  excellent  schools. 
So  the  deer,  and  the  bear  tempt  their 
rifles,    the    trout    are    waiting    in    every 


deep  \H)(>\  beside  tile  bank  for  the  worm 
baited  hook  so  miraculously  dropping 
from  the  alders  above,  the  big  edible 
crabs  are  waiting  on  the  sands  at  the 
river's  mouth,  the  ring-necked  pheasants 
are  crowing  in  the  woods  as  if  a  whole 
barnyard  (jf  game  cocks  had  escaped ; 
the  (juail  are  feeding  on  every  trail ;  the 
willow  grouse,  our  old  friend  the  ruffed 
grouse,  whirr  from  many  a  cover;  the 
wild  ducks  and  geese  and  brant,  the 
plover  and  snipe  and  turnstones  cover 
bay  and  pebbly  beach  and  spit,  and  the 
little  lad  grows  into  a  big,  healthy  hunter 
or  fisher,  untroubled  by  the  ills  and 
worries  some  of  the  city  bred,  well  edu- 
cated lads,  must  of  necessity  meet  in 
this  life,  where  brotherly  love  and  self- 
sacrifice  are  better  than  mere  animal 
enjoyment. 


'Step    ashore    from    the    canoe    with 
many  a  dead  Pied  Griebe." 


The  Game  Fishes  of  British  Columbia 

B-y  John  Pease   Babcock, 
Deputy  Commissioner  of  Fisheries  for  the  Province. 


IT  is  the  purpose  of  this  short  paper 
to  tell  of  the  game  fishes  of  the 
Province  of  British  Columbia.  It 
is  not  intended  to  be  exhaustive. 
I'ishermen  seeking  any  more  detail  than 
is  contained  herein,  or  maps  of  the  Pro- 
vince, are  requested  to  write  to  the 
Bureau  of  Information  of  the  Provin- 
(. ial  Government,  \ictoria,  B.C. 

British  Columbia  having  a  coast  line 
of  over  7,000  miles,  being  the  source 
o  f  the  Columbia,  Eraser,  Thompson, 
Kootenay,  Skeena,  and  many  other  large 
but  less  known  rivers,  containing  fresh 
water  lakes  of  great  extent,  like  the 
Kootenay,  Okanagan,  Quesnel,  Shuswap 


and  the  Harrison,  besides  thousands  of 
lesser  lakes,  it  is  not  surprising  that  she 
should  stand  at  the  head  of  the  Pro- 
vinces of  Canada  in  the  wealth  of  her 
game  fishes.  The  salmon  products  of 
the  Pro\dMce  alone  amount  to  from  $3,- 
000,000  to  $5,000,000  per  year.  Upw^ards 
of  33,000,000  of  salmon  that  were  bred 
in  her  waters  were  captured  in  1905. 
Two  of  her  five  species  of  salmon  may 
be  taken  with  troll  or  fly.  The  fresh 
waters  of  the  interior  of  British  Colum- 
bia teem  with  the  only  true  trout  indi- 
genous to  the  waters  of  Canada.  Her 
game  fishes  comprise  two  species  of  sal- 
mon,  sever?!   species  of  trout  and  two 
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charr.  one  of  which  is  not  inchgenous 
to  Eastern  Canada.  Ofthe  sahnon,  only 
two — the  "Spring"  and  the  "Coho" — are 
of  particular  interest  to  anglers,  because 
the  other  three  species  cannot  be  taken 
with  any  lure.  The  Spring  or  Tyco 
salmon  of  the  Province  is  the  largest  and 
gamest  of  the  salmon  family.  It  is  the 
one  known  in  Oregon  as  the  "Chinook" 
or  the  "Columbia."  in  California  as  the 
"Quinnat,"  and  in  Alaska  as  the  "King" 
or  "Tyee."  It  freely  takes  the  troll  in 
fresh  or  salt  water,  'and  occasionally 
rises  to  an  artificial  fly.  Sir  \Vm.  Mus- 
grave  killed  a  specimen  with  rod  and 
line  at  the  mouth  of  Campbell  River  in 
September.  1897,  that  weighed  70 
pounds,  and  measured  4  feet  3  inches  in 


length.  A  plaster  cast  of  this  magniH 
cent  fish  may  be  seen  in  the  Provinciai 
Museum  in   Victoria. 

A  great  many  of  these  powerful  sal- 
mon, weighing  from  a  few  poiuids  to 
sixty  odd,  are  taken  every  year  by  ang- 
lers in  the  salt  water  reaches  from  \'ic- 
toria  to  the  waters  at  the  extreme  nor- 
thern end  of  Vancouver  Island  and  all 
along  the  coast  of  the  Mainland.  More 
are  taken  in  the  vicinity  of  Victoria, 
X'ancouver.  Cowichan  I'ay  and  the 
mouth  of  Campbell  River,  because  they 
are  more  fished  for.  At  some  seasons 
of  the  year  they  may  be  taken  in  every 
estuary  and  at  the  mouth  of  almost  every 
river  in  the  Province.  The  best  months 
are  from  July  to   November.     At  many 


250 


WESTWARD    HOI    MAGAZINE 


points  on  the  Coast  of  \'ancouver  Island 
they  are  taken  as  early  as  February.  The 
Indians  of  the  west  coast,  during  the 
early  spring,  keep  the  markets  of  Vic- 
toria and  Vancouver  well  supplied  with 
these  big  fish,  which  they  catch  with 
liook  and  line.  During  the  greater  por- 
tion of  the  vear  the  fresh  fish  trade  of 
the  two  cities  named  is  supplied  with 
both  Spring  and  Coho  salmon  caught 
with  hook  and  line.  The  latter  are  more 
numerous  than  the  former,  and  while  of 
smaller  size,  generally,  are  just  as  game. 
Indeed,  many  anglers  consider  the  Coho 
more  game  than  the  Spring  salmon. 

It  is  often  stated  that  the  Pacific  sal- 
mon do  not  take  a  fly,  but  having  caught 
both  the  Spring  and  Coho  salmon  in  the 
Province  with  a  fly,  the  writer  feels  jus- 
tified in  denying  this  statement.  Trolling 
with  rod  and  line  in  fresh  and  salt  waters 
is,  however,  the  favourite  method  in 
use  amongst  anglers  for  catching  salmon 
in  the  Province.  Few  anglers  appear  to 
have  sufficient  patience  to  try  for  salmon 
with  a  fly,  possibly  because  trolling  pro- 
duces many  more  fish  with  much  less 
effort.  I  have  no  doubt  that  the  same 
amount  of  energy  and  persistence  one 
sees  displayed  on  Eastern  Canadian. 
English  and  Scotch  salmon  rivers,  b) 
anglers  who  have  to  depend  upon  the 
fly  to  take  the  fish,  would  raise  an  equal 
number  of  salmon  in  the  estuaries  and 
rivers  of  British  Columbia.  One  fami- 
liar with  bait-casting  methods  wonders 
that  it  is  not  more  practised  in  the 
waters  of  the  Province,  as  it  is  an  easy 
matter  to  place  one's  boat  or  canoe  in 
waters  where  the  salmon  are  breach- 
ing with  great  frequency,  and  where  a 
spoon  can  easily  be  placed  within  their 
sight. 

The  water  best  known  and  frequented 
for  the  capture  of  large  Spring  or  "Tyee" 
salmon  is  at  the  mouth  of  Campbell 
River,  on  the  eastern  coast  of  Vancou- 
ver Island,  just  south  of  Seymour  Nar- 
rows and  north  of  Cape  Mudge,  where, 
in  July  and  August,  one  may  see  anglers 
from  every  clime  hunting  for  record  fish. 
Like  most  other  coast  points,  one  may 
reach  this  place  by  steamers  either  from 
Vancouver  or  Victoria,  though  many  go 
there  and  to  other  points  along  the  coast 


in  their  own  yachts.  Campbell  River 
holds  the  record  for  big  fish,  but  for 
numbers  one  may  do  as  well  at  many 
other  points  along  the  coast.  That  large 
expanse  of  water  which  lies  to  the  north 
of  Vancouver  Island  is  seldom  fished  by 
anglers,  though  rivers  that  there  empty 
into  the  s'^a  are  all  salmon  rivers,  some 
of  which  produce  as  many  Spring  and 
Coho  salmon  as  the  mighty  Eraser  itself. 
On  the  Mainland,  the  Harrison  River, 
above  the  City  of  Vancouver,  is  the  most 
accessible  and  productive  water  for  those 
who  desire  to  take  salmon  with  a  fly. 
Very  few  Spring  salmon  are  there  taken 
by  that  method,  but  one  may  take  a 
good  many  Coho  in  October  and  even  as 
late  as  November. 

The  trout  of  British  Columbia  com- 
prise most  of  the  recognised  varieties  of 
the  Pacific  Coast,  though  varying  greatly 
in  colouring  and  markings;  and  because 
of  these  and  other  slight  modifications 
present  many  difficulties  to  the  ichthyo- 
logist, so  that  it  is  not  surprising  thai 
the  fisherman  finds  it  difficult  to  deter- 
mine just  which  variety  of  trout  he  is 
catching ;  ■  but,  notwithstanding  the 
doubts  he  may  have  upon  that  score,  he 
will  never  be  in  doubt  as  to  the  game 
qualities  of  whatever  variety  of  trout  he 
may  be  engaged  with  in  the  waters  of 
the  Province. 

The  steel-head  trout  of  the  Province 
more  closely  resembles  in  habit,  form, 
and  colour  the  salmon  of  Europe  than 
any  other  fish  found  in  the  Pacific.  By 
a  few  w-riters  the  steel-head  in  many 
sections  is  stfll  classed  as  a  Pacific  sal- 
mon. It,  like  the  Pacific  salmon,  is. 
generally  anadromous  and  spawns  only 
in  fresh  water ;  but,  unlike  the  Pacific 
salmon,  it  survives  spawning  and  returns 
to  the  sea,  where  it  remains  until  it; 
again  comes  into  fresh  water  to  spawn. 
In  the  Kootenay  and  Okanagan  Lakes 
the  steel-head  variety  is  very  common, 
and  does  not  go  to  salt  water  at  all. 
Specimens  of  the  steel-head  taken  from  \ 
salt  water  are  commonly  seen  in  the  mar- 
kets of  Vancouver  and  Victoria  during; 
the  winter  and  spring  months.  They 
run  from  four  to  twenty  pounds  in 
weight,  though  occasional  specimens - 
weighing  as  high  as  thirty-two  pounds- 
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liave  been  taken.  As  a  game  fish,  many 
anglers,  including  the  writer,  consider 
the  steel-head  the  gamest  fish  taken  in 
fresh  waters. 

The  numerous  varieties  of  trout  fouiul 
in  the  upper  tributaries  of  the  Fraser 
and  Thompson  Rivers,  and  in  the  great 
lakes  and  streams  that  belong  to  the  Col- 
umbia watershed,  within  the  Province, 
are  not  easily  distinguished  one  from 
another.  As  already  stated,  the  large 
specimens  taken  from  the  great  lakes,  in 
technical  character,  follow  very  closely 
the  sea  run  of  the  steel-head ;  yet  one 
also  finds  specimens  with  the  well-known 
markings  of  the  cut-throat  and  rainbow 
varieties.  Because  of  the  many  differ- 
ences in  colour,  form  and  habit,  they  are 
given  many  names,  and  offer  a  produc- 
tive field  for  the  student  who  delights 
in  fine  differentiations. 

In  addition  to  the  salmon  and  trout 
which  abound  in  our  waters,  there  are 
two  species  of  the  charr  that  afford  both 
sport  and  food.  Of  these  the  most  com- 
mon is  the  "Dolly  arden"  or  "Bull  Trout" 
{Salzrli}iiis  maUna).  It  is  found  in 
most  streams  and  lakes  on  the  Mainland, 
and  also  in  tidewater,  and  ranges  in 
weight  from  a  few  ounces  up  to  thirty 
pounds.  Specimens  in  excess  of  two 
pounds  in  weight  are  seldom  taken  with 
a  fly.  The  adults  freely  take  any  style 
of  spoon.  The  other  charr  {namay  ciish), 
the  trout  of  Lakes  Superior  and  Michi- 
gan, is  not  common  south  of  the  fifty- 
second  parallel,  and,  so  far,  has  not  been 
found  in  any  waters  on  Vancouver  Island 
or  in  salt  water.  Only  the  very  young 
are  taken  with  a  fly.  They  are  plentiful 
in  Quesnel  and  other  northern  lakes,  are 
not  such  fierce  fighters  as  the  steel-head 
and  other  trout,  but  are  one  of  the  best, 
if  not  the  best,  fresh  water  table  fish  in 
the  Province. 

Returning  to  the  trout  of  the  Province, 
the  writer  does  not  know  of  any  lake  or 
stream  within  its  boundaries  from  which 
the  angler  may  not  at  some  season  of  the 
year  fill  the  largest  of  creels  in  a  day's 
fishing.  In  many  of  the  smaller  coast 
rivers  and  streams  the  season  is  limited 
to  a  few  weeks  in  the  spring,  and  again 
in  the  fall  after  the  first  heavy  rains, 
though   an   expert   angler   may   succeed 


at  any  time  in  taking  a  few  big  ones  from 
any  of  the  large  streams.  (Jn  the  larger 
rivers  and  lakes  of  the  interior  the  sea- 
sons vary  somewhat,  depending  chiefly 
upon  the  spring  and  early  .summer  fresh- 
ets. Either  just  before  or  just  after 
high  water  is  considered  the  best  season 
for  angling  the  streams;  very  few  of 
the  lake-feeding  streams  can  be  success- 
fully fished  during  high  water.  In  the 
big  lakes,  like  the  Kootenay,  the  best 
trolling  )<;  to  be  had  in  June  and  July. 
The  great  Okanagan  Lake  often  affords 
rare  sport  during  the  winter  months  to 
the  angler  who  wants  big  fish. 

Fly  fishing  in  the  big  lakes,  at  tht 
mouths  of  tributary  streams,  is  usually 
at  its  best  during  the  period  of  high 
water,  and  as  soon  as  the  warm  weather 
brings  the  flies  out  in  the  early  spring. 
Nothing  easier  than  fishing  from  a  boat 
at  the  mouths  of  the  tributary  streams 
of  Kootenay  Lake — such  as  Fry  Creek, 
near  Kaslo, — can  be  imagined.  As  one 
writer  well  expressed  it,  "It's  a  fat  man's 
game  and  too  easy."  Considering  the 
sport  to  be  had  at  the  mouths  of  the 
tributary  streams  of  the  Kootenay,  Okan- 
agan and  Shuswap  Lakes,  it  is  to  be 
wondered  at  that  so  few  anglers  are  to 
be  found  there  during  the  fishing  season. 

Most  of  the  fishing  waters  of  the  Pro- 
vince are  easily  accessible  by  steamer, 
rail  or  stage.  The  wagon  roads  and 
trails  of  the  Province  are  exceptionally 
good.  Even  the  practically  unfished 
waters  of  the  Cassiar  and  Cariboo  dis- 
tricts are  within  easy  distance  to  the  man 
of  leisure  who  wishes  first-class  sport  on 
the  unfrequented  water-ways  of  a 
healthv  and  wonderfullv  beautiful  coun- 
try. 

Along  the  coast  line,  and  on  its 
streams,  the  Indians  wtih  their  wonderful 
canoes,  hewn  from  great  cedar  and 
spruce  trees,  are  always  available.  Boats 
of  every  description  are  obtainable  on 
the  main  waterways  and  large  lakes. 
Even  most  of  the  small  lakes  that  are 
so  numerous  in  the  hiils  and  mountains 
in  every  section  have  boats  or  craft  of 
some  description  suitable  for  fishing.  One 
intending  to  make  an  extended  trip 
through  the  northern  waters  of  the  Pro- 
vince should  be  provided  with  a  canvas 
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boat.  In  most  districts  of  the  Province 
anglers  will  find  good  hotel  accommo- 
dation accessible  to  the  fishing  waters. 

To  the  canoeist,  the  rivers  of  the  Pro- 
vince, with  their  chains  of  great  and 
small  lakes  and  connecting  channels,  af- 
ford the  best  and  most  attractive  oppor- 
tunities for  sport  of  any  part  of  the  west. 
From  Cowichan  Lake  down  the  twenty 
odd  miles  of  the  Cowichan  River  to  tide 
water,  as  well  as  the  hundreds  of  miles 
of  the  Fraser,  Skeena,  Kootenay  and 
Columbia  Rivers,  the  most  cautious  as 
well  as  the  most  daring  boatmen  wih 
find  rivers  to  their  taste,  upon  which 
they  may  journey  for  days  amidst 
scenery  unsurpassed,  and  where  fish  and 
game  abound.  Since  Simon  Fraser,  a 
century  ago,  made  his  famous  canoe 
journey  of  discovery  through  the  mighty 
canyons  of  that  great  river  which  now 
bears  his  name,  adventurers,  woodsmen 
and  prospectors  have  traversed  most  of 
the  waterways  of  British  Columbia,  but 
to  the  man  with  a  rod,  a  camera,  or  a 
pencil  and  paper,  these  rugged  highwaxs 
are,  many  of  them,  unknown.  Many 
of  the  coast  rivers,  such  as  the  Cowichan 
and  the  Nimkish,  afford  safe  and  de- 
lightful waterways,  where  one  may  jour- 
ney through  forests  and  canyons  where 
nature  is  yet  seen  in  her  pristine  beauty, 
for  much  of  the  way ;  where  the  fish 
rise  eagerly  to  your  files :  where  deer 
look  down  from  the  high  rocks  on  the 
banks,  and  where  neither  troublesome 
flies,  snakes  nor  poisonous  plants  are 
found.  The  Cowichan  in  April,  May  and 
June  is  the  most  beautifully  wooded, 
flower  and  fern-bedecked  water-road 
known  tu  the  writer.  The  famous  and 
beautiful  Xipigon  River  in  Ontario,  of 
which  so  much  has  been  written,  mav 
aflford  more  fish  for  a  longer  period  of 
the  year  than  the  Cowichan  or  the  Nim- 
kish, but  t  is  not  comparable  with  either, 
from  a  scenic  point  of  view,  and  the 
trout  of  the  Cowichan  are  more  game, 
and  there  are  no  flies  to  distract  the 
sportsmen.  Unlike  the  Cowichan,  the 
Nimkish  affords  better  fishing  in  the 
autumn. 

From  tlie  main  line  of  the  Canadian 
Pacific  Railway  Company  in  eastern 
British    Columbia   three    most    attractive 


long  canoe  journeys  are  offered — the 
Kootenay,  the  Columbia  and  the  Okan- 
agan  Rivers.  One  may  start  upon  the 
glacier-fed  streams  and  journey  hun- 
dreds of  miles  upon  comparatively  pla- 
cid waters  through  the  gigantic  moun- 
ts.ins  of  the  Rockies,  Selkirks  and  Cas- 
cade ranges,  now  into  the  wilds,  now 
over  bottomless  lakes,  over  and  around 
cascades  and  falls,  past  beautifully  sit- 
uated villages,  productive  fields  and  or- 
chards, thence  out  of  the  Province  into 
the  States  of  Washington  and  Oregon, 
and  on,  if  one  wishes,  to  the  waters  of 
the  Pacific  that  wash  the  beach  at  As- 
toria. Camping  along  the  Provincial  part 
of  these  waters  in  August,  September 
and  October,  there  are  no  flies  or  other 
insects  to  bother  one ;  little  or  no  rain, 
and  the  waters  are  cool  and  clear  and 
the  fishing  is  excellent.  There  are  no 
preserves  for  trout  or  birds  or  deer, 
though  shooting  is  not  permitted  by  law 
previous  to  September  ist,  and  mountain 
sheep  and  wapiti  cannot  be  killed  at  any 
time.  To  run  the  last-mentioned  rivers, 
one  need  "5  to  bring  his  own  canoe  or  boat. 
In  running  the  coast  rivers  and  the  rivers 
of  the  north  it,  is  customary  to  engage 
the  Indians,  who  supply  their  own 
canoes.  Men  who  have  travelled  in  the 
wilds  tell  us  that  the  coast  Indians  of 
British  Colmbia  and  south-eastern  Alas- 
ka ha\e  lo  equals  in  the  management  of 
a  canoe  up  stream,  that  with  the  aid  of 
their  unshod  canoe  poles  they  can  go 
anywhere.  A  great  pleasure  awaits  the 
fisherman  on  his  first  canoe  trip  in  Brit- 
ish Columbia,  and  not  all  his  excitement 
and  joy  will  come  from  his  rod,  though 
the  fish  are  large  and  game. 

In  fishing  for  salmon  in  British  Col- 
umbia, strong  rods  are  necessary.  Many 
use  the  English  and  Scotch  two-hand 
rods.  The  medium  length  rods  are  bet- 
ter suited  to  fishing  from  boat  or  canoe. 
When  fishing  near  a  convenient  beach 
like  that  at  Campbell  River,  where  land- 
ings are  easily  made,  the  long  rods  are 
better,  as  one  can  go  ashore  to  land  the 
fish,  but  where  landings  are  not  conveni- 
ent, as  at  Cowichan,  Oak  Bay  and  most 
of  the  reaches  where  trolling  is  done, 
short  rods  are  much  more  serviceable  in 
bringing   the    salmon    alongside    for    the 
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gaff.  American  anglers  generally  use 
the  short,  heavy  two-jointed  tarj)on  rods, 
since  they  bring  the  tish  to  gaff  quicker 
than  the  Uniger  English  rods ;  but  it  is 
questionable  whether  there  is  as  much 
sport  in  the  play.  Reels  for  salmon  fish- 
ing should  have  a  capacity  of  from  150 
to  200  yards  of  24-thread  American  or 
No.  F.  English  linen  line.  Heavy  fish 
are  caught  sometimes  with  lines  100 
yards  long,  but  in  most  such  cases  much 
more  of  the  credit  is  due  to  the  clever 
handling  of  the  boat  or  canoe.  H  one's 
boatman  is  an  Indian  it  may  be  necessary 
to  direct  his  movements  in  the  playing 
of  the  first  fish,  but  once  he  understands 
what  is  expected  of  him — and  most  of 
them  do  not  have  to  be  told — he  is  very 
keen  to  follow  or  pull  away  from  your 
fish  as  the  necessity  arises.  In  jjattern 
and  size,  the  spoons  used  to  take  salmon 
almost  equal  in  variety  and  number  the 
artificial  fiies  used  by  trout  fishermen. 
At  Campbell  River,  during  the  past  sea- 
son, a  large  pear-shaped  lead  spoon,  with 
closely  intersecting  lines  scratched  u])on 
the  dull-coloured  surface  every  day  or  so, 
was  in  much  demand,  and  is  said  to  have 
been  the  most  killing.  The  regulation 
shapes  in  nickel  and  copper  spoons  of 
from  four  to  six  inches  in  length  are, 
however,  more  commonly  used  in  troll- 
ing for  salmon  in  the  Province.  In  fly 
fishing  for  Pacific  salmon,  the  writer  has 
found   the   medium   size   Scotch   flies  of 


bright  colours  and  silver  bodies  most  ser- 
viceable. 

I'Vjr  trout  fishing,  the  standard,  ten  and 
one-half  to  eleven-foot  split  cane  or  bam- 
boo rod,  from  seven  to  nine  ounces  in 
weight,  is  generally  conceded  to  be  the 
best  for  such  rivers  as  the  Thompson 
and  Kootenay ;  but  for  streams  less 
rough  and  swift  and  the  "fish  lakes"  of 
the  mountains,  lighter  nxls  will  afford 
more  sport  and  pleasure.  Reels  for  trout 
fishing  should  carry  100  yards  of  line 
for  the  big  stream  fishing,  yet,  on  many 
of  the  lakes,  shorter  lines  add  something 
to  the  occasional  anxious  moments  in  the 
play  of  a  big  fish.  Trout  flies  of  small 
size  are  generally  used  on  interior  waters, 
though  dies  of  medium  and  large  size  are 
oftentimes  serviceable,  according  to  the 
condition  of  the  water.  For  the  coast 
and  Vancouver  Island  streams,  larger 
and  more  gaudy  patterns  are  in  greater 
demand.  Anglers  will  find  that  tackle 
dealers  at  X'ancouver  and  Victoria  carry 
full  stocks,  and  all  through  the  interior 
one  can  obtain  the  popular  flies  used  on 
neighbouring  waters. 

The  Provincial  Government  requires 
non-residents  to  take  out  a  Provincial 
Licence  for  angling  after  January  ist, 
1909.  One  licence  will  cover  the  entire 
Province.  Applications  for  angling  li- 
cences should  be  made  to  the  Provin- 
cial Fisheries  Department,  Victoria,  B.C. 


POTtATlAL  GMDA 


=**  ^  ^1  (Ohat  the  Uiest  Qffcnx'  the  Homc^ccker  &-   Irvv^^'tor.  Iv?N% 


Ji^^d 


A    Beautiful    Level    Stretch    of    Land. 


The  Nechaco  Valley 


THERE  are  two  ways  of  reaching 
this  Valley.  One  is  by  boat  on 
the  Skeena  River  to  Hazelton 
and  then  by  pack  train  through 
the  Bulkley  and  Endako  River  Valleys 
to  Fort  Eraser.  The  other  route,  which 
is  much  the  cheaper,  is  from  Ashcroft 
on  the  Canadian  Pacific  Railway  as  a 
starting  point,  using  the  British  Colum- 
bia stage  line  up  the  Cariboo  Road  to 
Soda  Creek,  then  by  steamboat  to  Ques- 
nel  and  from  there  by  pack  train  along 
the  Telegraph  Trail  to  the  Nechaco  Val- 
lev. 


South  of  the  53rd  degree  of  latitude 
and  near  the  head  of  the  Salmon  River, 
which  falls  into  Dean  Channel,  the  Ne- 
chaco River  takes  its  source  in  the  foot- 
hills of  the  Coast  Range.  It  runs  north- 
easterly for  a  long  distance,  receiving 
many  large  feeders,  until  it  falls  into  a 
large  trough-like  depression  near  Eraser 
Lake.  This  depression  follows  the  54th 
degree  of  latitude  in  its  general  direction 
and  has  an  average  width  of  from  ten 
to  forty  miles.  This  large  extent  of 
land  from  Eraser  Lake  to  Eraser  River, 
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A  Wonderful  Growth  of  Grain. 


about    seventy-five    miles    in    length,    is 
drained  by  the  Lower  Nechaco  River. 

The  best  part  of  the  Valley  is  the 
portion  just  east  of  Fraser  Lake,  along 
the  Nechaco  River  and  around  Lakes 
Tachic,  Noalki  and  Tsinkut  and  the 
country  intervening.  One  would  term  the 
valley  level  but  it  is  slightly  undulating, 
enough  so  as  to  give  good  drainage. 
There  are  two  kinds  of  soil,  viz.,  a  fine 
white  silts  and  black  loam,  but  the  white 
silts  is  more  in  evidence  and  in  most 
places  is  from  thirty  to  forty  feet  in 
depth.  It  is  very  rich  and  of  the  finest 
quality,  and  is  entirely  free  from  sand, 
gravel  and  stone.  In  fact  the  soil  and 
lay  of  land  are  of  such  an  even  nature 
that  one  could  select  a  farm  blind-folded 
and  not  make  a  mistake. 

Tiie  ground  is  generally  covered  with 
thickets  of  small  poplar,  with  here  and 
there  a  few  spruce,  but  prairies  of  large 
extent  often  occur.  These  appear  to 
have  been  caused  by  fires  and  are  more 
abundant  near  the  trails  and  rivers, 
where  the  Indians  and  white  men  gener- 
allv  do  their  camping.  These  prairies 
are  covered  with  the  greatest  variety  of 
nutritious  grasses,  pea-vine  and  vetches 
and  even  in  the  wooded  portions,  grass, 
pea-vine  and  vetches  of  diflferent  species 
grow  to  such  a  height  that  it  is  very  diffi- 
cult to  travel  in  it.     In  many  places  this 


growth  was  higher  than  the  horses' 
l)acks.  The  timber  is  mostly  too  small 
for  construction  purposes,  but  along  the 
rivers  and  shores  of  lakes  a  good  sup- 
ply of  building  timber  can  be  had 
cheaply. 

The  X'ailey  is  nicely  watered  by  beau 
tiful  lakes  and  streams.  The  XcchacL 
River  is  from  five  to  six  hundred  feet 
wide  and  is  (Mie  of  the  prettiest  of 
streams.  It  has  a  gravel  bottom,  the 
water  is  clear  and  the  current  (luite 
swift,  h'our  or  five  miles  south  of  the 
river  are  three  fine  lakes,  the  names  be- 
ing mentioned  above.  They  have  nicely 
gravelled  beaches  and  sand  bottoms  and 
the  water  is  excellent.  These  beautiful 
lakes  and  hills  surrounding  the  X'ailey 
make  a  most  impressive  sight.  They 
are  drained  by  the  Stony  and  Tsinkut 
Rivers  which  empty  into  the  Nechaco. 
Throughout  the  entire  X'ailey  well  water 
is  easily  obtained  at  a  dcj)th  of  from 
twelve  to  eighteen  feet,  and  in  all  wells 
inspected  we  found  the  ^vater  to  be 
most  excellent  and  free  from  all  alka- 
line substances. 

Trout,  sturgeon  and  whitefish  are  very 
plentiful  in  ail  the  lakes  and  rivers. 
During  the  months  of  August  and  Sep- 
tember the  Nechaco  abounds  with  sal- 
mon which  make  their  way  from  the 
sea   to   their   spawning  grounds.      They 
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are  taken  in  thousands  by  the  Indians 
who  dry  them  for  their  winter  supply 
of  food.  Deer  and  bear  are  numerous. 
Coyotes  are  plentiful  and  can  quite  often 
be  heard  howling  at  night.  There  is  also 
the  rabbit,  beaver,  muskrat,  fox,  wol- 
verine, marten,  lynx,  fisher  and  otter. 
Partridge,  pheasant  and  grouse  abound 
and  in  season  the  rivers  and  lakes  teem 
with  geese  and  ducks. 

One  would  not  wish  for  a  better  cli- 
mate, there  being  no  extremes.  The 
days  during  the  summer  months  are  hot 
but  not  uncomfortably  so,  and  the  nights 
are  cool,  thus  insuring  good  sleep.  By 
enquiring  of  the  Indians  and  homestead- 
er's we  ascertained  that  the  winters  are 
short  and  mild,  that  the  snow-fall  is  very 
light,  usually  about  twelve  inches  in 
depth  and  never  drifts.  We  were  also 
informed  that  they  never  thought  of  feed- 
ing their  cattle  until  Christmas  and  as 
a  rule  they  could  be  turned  out  again  in 
March.  Another  good  feature  is  the  ab- 
sence of  heavy  winds,  but  there  is  al- 
ways a  refreshing  breeze  from  the  West 
and  one  feels  its  cooling  effect  even  on 
the  hottest  day.  Rains  in  the  summer 
are  quite  sufficient  as  was  evidenced  by 
the  luxuriant  growth  found. 

The  Grand  Trunk  Railway,  with  its 
terminus  at  Prince  Rupert,  is  being  push- 


ed at  a  rapid  rate.  Its  route  through 
British  Columbia  is  via  the  Yellowhead 
Pass  and  up  the  South  Fork  of  the  Era- 
ser River  to  Bear  Lake.  It  crosses  from 
here  to  the  Willow  River  which  it  fol- 
lows to  the  Eraser,  and  along  it  to  the 
Nechaco  near  Eort  George,  from  where 
it  follows  the  south  bank  of  the  Xechaco 
River  to  Eort  Eraser.  Erom  here  it  fol- 
lows the  south  shore  of  Eraser  Lake 
and  along  the  Endako  and  Bulkley 
Rivers  to  the  Telkwa;  up  this  river  tr 
the  headwaters  of  the  Copper  River  and 
down  it  and  the  Skeena  to  its  terminal 
point.  Prince  Rupert. 

The  unique  dimatic  conditions,  the 
scenic  beauty  of  the  landscape  and  cry- 
staline  purity  of  lakes  and  streams  would 
give  Hfe  here  an  indescribable  charm, 
but  the  fertility  of  the  soil,  as  demon- 
strated b>-  the  wealth  of  vegetation 
thereon,  proves  that  as  an  agricultural 
district  it  is  as  greatly  favored  by  na- 
ture. 

The  gardens  produce  different  veget- 
ables and  small  fruits  which  are  excep- 
tionally fine. 

Eruit  culture  has  made  little  develop- 
ment but  there  is  not  the  slightest  doubt 
that  the  hardier  varieties,  such  as  apples, 
peaches,  pears,  plums,  cherries,  etc. 
would  do  well,  as  thev  are  now  grown 
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successfully  at  Hazelton,  Barkerville. 
Quesnel  and  Soda  Creek  where  condi- 
tions are  similar.  The  wild  fruits  grow- 
ing here  consist  of  cherries,  crabapples. 
strawberries,  dewberries,  service  or  sas- 
katoon berries  and  other  varieties. 

Stock  raising  and  dairying  is  a  neces 
sity  on  the  farm  and  must  be  indulged 
in  sooner  or  later  in  order  to  get  the  best 


results.  More  ideal  conditions  could 
hardly  exist  for  this  line  of  farming,  as 
all  grasses  do  well  and  the  winters  are 
short  and  mild. 

In  every  way  the  Valley  presents  great 
attractions  and  advantages  to  the  settler , 
and  with  the  completion  of  the  railway 
doubtless  it  will  rapidly  fill  up. 
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The  Latest  Strike  in 
Kootenay. 

Edgar  W.  Dynes. 

THERE  have  been  many  great 
strikes  in  Kootenay.  In  the  earl\- 
sixties,  hundreds  flocked  to  the 
Rock  Creek  placer  diggings; 
and  in  a  few  years,  "thousands"  were 
taken  out.  In  the  early  nineties,  Joe 
Morris  discovered  the  Le  Roi,  War 
Eagle  and  others  of  the  Rossland  group 
that  have  since  made  the  Red  Mountain 
City  famous,  while  a  year  or  so  later, 
Henry  White  wearily  climbed  the  hill 
from  Boundary  Creek  and  located  the 
immense  ore  iDodies  that  have  made 
Granby  a  well  known  word  on  stock  ex- 
changes all  over  the  world.  The  rich 
findings  in  the  Silvery  Slocan  followed 
at  about  the  same  time.  Five  years  ago 
the  wealth  of  the  Lardo  was  on  every 
lip,  but  now  there  has  been  another 
strike— some  say  the  greatest  ever  made 
—and  in  the  shadow  of  the  achievements 
of  former  days. 

The  latest  strike  is  unique,  in  that  the 
energetic  prospector  now  uses  a  shovel 
instead  of  a  pick,  and  a  plow  rather  than 
a  drill.  He  works  always  on  top  and 
never  goes  down  below  ;  while  he  uses 
powder  for  blowing  out  stumps,  instead 
of  the  shining  rock.  This  new  discovery 
did  not  come  suddenly.  For  over  twen- 
ty years  a  few  faithfuls  have  been  pegg- 
ing away,  and  now  they  have  struck  firm 
and  hard  against  the  fact  that  the  Val- 
ley and  Bench  Lands  of  Kootenay  will 
produce  luscious  and  juicy  fruit,  the 
equal  of  any  district  in  the  world. 

The  strikes  of  former  days  were  fol- 
lowed by  a  great  rush. 

Ninety-four  witnessed  a  stampede  to 
Rossland,  where  at  that  time  you  could 
sell  a  wild  cat  for  a  fortune  and  buy 
shave  for  fifty  cents.  The  Slocan  re- 
ceived its  share  of  the  newcomers.  A 
couple  of  years  later  the  Boundary  coun- 
try became  the  mecca  and  towns  sprang 
up  in  a  night.  The  lure  of  the  shining 
metals  brought  the  multitude  yesterday. 
The  lure  of  the  fruit  lands  is  bringing 
them  today. 


A  Soft 
Fresh 
Skin 


Is  a  baby's  birthright,  but  in  after 
years  more  often  the  result  of  proper 
care. 

Old  English 

Olive  Cream 

applied  each  night  softens  and 
smoothes  the  skin  and  imparts  that 
fresh,  healthy  glow  so  essential  to 
beauty. 

50c  per  bottle. 
A  sample  mailed  on  request. 
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The  beginning's  of  the  j^rescnt  rapid 
development  of  the  fruit  industry  really 
date  back  to  1885.  In  that  year  W.  H. 
Covert  located  a  pre-emption  near  what 
is  now  the  town  of  Grand  Forks ;  and 
the  first  fruit  trees  planted  in  the  Kettle 
River  Valley,  he  brought  in  from  Spo- 
kane on  the  hurricane  deck  of  a  cayuse. 
Although  part  of  the  original  three  hun- 
dred and  twenty  acres  located  by  Mr.  Co- 
vert has  passed  into  other  hands,  the 
whole  estate  has  during  the  past  season 
produced  over  twenty-five  carloads  of 
fruit.  There  were  a  few  other  pioneers 
in  the  fruit  industry  in  other  parts  of 
Kootenay ;  and  when  a  few  years  ago 
the  results  began  to  appear,  fruit  grow- 
ing became  a  permanent  and  powerful 
factor  in  the  development  of  Kootenay. 
The  optimist  leaned  back  and  laughing- 
ly remarked,  "I  told  you  so,"  while  the 
pessimist  had  to  admit  that  all  his  pre- 
vious remarks  about  the  absurdity  of  the 
Kootenay  ever  becoming  a  fruit  grow- 
ing section  were  very  wide  of  the  mark. 

The  man  in  the  West  who  ventures 
to  be  a  prophet  is  treading^  on  dangerous 


ground,  i^articularly  so,  if  he  be  pessi- 
mistically inclined.  Twenty  years  ago 
we  were  told  that  wheat  could  only  be 
be  profitably  grown  in  a  small  restricted 
area  of  our  Prairie  Plains.  We  were 
also  given  to  understand  that  these  great 
stretches  of  land  would  be  available  for 
ranching  purposes  only.  Everyone  ac- 
quainted with  the  dexelopment  of  Cen- 
tral Canada  knows  what  is  being  done 
in  this  region  today.  So  that,  the  Koo- 
tenay in  accomplishing  what  was  long 
considered  the  impossible,  is  only  follow- 
ing in  the  wake  of  the  wheat  districts 
further  east  and  incidentally  adding  more 
lustre  to  Canada's  crown. 

The  best  proof  of  the  value  of  any  in- 
dustry to  the  community  in  which  it  is 
situated  is  the  character  of  the  settle- 
ments which  it  establishes— permanent  or 
otherwise.  Mining  towns  have  often 
sprung  up,  as  it  were,  by  magic ;  and 
then  after  a  few  months  of  unusual  ac- 
tivity, disappear  quite  as  mysteriously 
from  the  realms  of  commercial  prosper- 
ity. I  have  already  stated  that  the  fruit 
industry  is  attracting  a  large  number  of 


"You  flay  Break— 

You  May  Scatter  The   Vase -if  You   Will- 
But  the  Scent  of  the  Roses 
Will  Cling  to  it— Still." 

You  May  Use  Every  Grain  : — 

Throw  the   Wrapper  Away: — 

But  One   Thing   Will  Remain— 

And  for  Many  a  Day 
You'll  Remember  the  Delicate  Fragrance — 

And  Say 
•M  Dainty— Efficient— Toilet  Expedient 

ROYAL  CROWN  WITCH  HAZEL  SOAP 

'Tis  Certainly  Fine.*' 
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settlers  to  Kootenay.  What  effect  will 
their  coming  have  upon  the  community  in 
particular  and  the  country  as  a  whole  ? 

The  effects  are  already  becoming  evi- 
dent. It  is  only  a  few  years  since  this 
new  immigration  movement  began  to  be 
felt,  but  already  the  results  are  most 
beneficial  to  all  classes  of  the  commun- 
ity. The  money,  the  fruit  grower  makes 
is  put  into  circulation  in  the  community 
in  which  he  resides.  Contrast  this  with 
the  large  profits  made  by  some  of  the 
big  mining  companies  which  go  largely 
into  the  hands  of  foreign   shareholders. 

With  the  advent  of  the  new  era  the 
Kootenay  is  becoming  a  land  of  homes. 
The  transitory  conditions  in  most  of  the 
mining  camps  have  never  been  conducive 
lo  the  building  or  buying  of  homes.  A 
vein  may  pinch  out :  there  may  be  a 
drop  in  the  metal  market ;  a  strike  may 
come  on ;  and  various  other  contingen- 
cies may  make  employment  uncertain. 

Not  so  with  the  fruit  grower,  however. 
His  operations  are  confined  to  the  loca- 
tion he  has  selected  ;  and  very  naturally 
he  goes  to  a  good  deal  of  trouble  to 
"beautifv  his  home  and  surroundings. 


Tlie  physical  features  of  Kootenay  are 
such  that  they  very  easiiy  lend  them- 
selves to  the  blending  of  that  scenic 
beauty  which  so  delights  the  eye  of  the 
tourist.  Beautiful  lakes,  and  foaming 
rivers  and  creeks  are  numerous ;  and 
fruit  growers  prize  and  appreciate  a  lake- 
shore  location.  Several  years  ago  Earl 
Grey  was  so  charmed  with  the  locations 
on  Kootenay  Lake  that  he  bought  a  fruit 
farm  for  himself  and  cue  for  his  son. 
In  a  letter  published  a  few  months  ago 
he  intimates  his  intention  of  bringing  his 
family  out  next  year  and  camping  for  a 
month  or  so  on  a  beautiful  spot  he  dis- 
covered along  the  trail  between  Argenta 
and  Athelmer  which  he  travelled  over 
during  the  summer  just  passed. 

At  the  close  of  the  strawberry  season 
of  1907,  even  the  most  enthusiastic  Koo- 
tenaians  were  compelled  to  sit  up  and 
take  notice  when  Mr.  O.  J.  Wiggen,  of 
Creston,  gave  out  a  statement  that  he 
had  sold  over  four  thousand  three  hun- 
dred dollars  worth  of  strawberries  off 
four  acres  of  land.  It  sounds  like  a  Co- 
balt story  or  a  tale  of  the  Arabian 
knights.     But  it  is  a  sample  of  a  few  of 


^  fHEMONAR^^ 

THE  PRIDE  OF  THE  AMBITIOUS  HOUSE  WIFE     WHY 


1st.  It  wUl  outwear  any  other  range 
made  as  it  is  made  out  of  Malleable  Iron 
and  Russian   Sheet  Steel. 

2nd.  It  will  bake  your  bread,  biscuits 
and  pastry  perfect  in  less  time  and  with 
less  fuel  than  any  other  Range  on  the 
market. 

3rd.  It  has  Malleable  Iron  Frames 
which  are  riveted  to  the  steel  body  with 
Norway  Iron  Rivets,  therefore  you  will 
never  have  the  experience  of  the  seams 
opening  up;  beware  of  the  so-called 
steel  Range  with  Cast  Iron  Top  and  the 
seams  plastered  up  with  stove  putty  as 
when  IT  dries  and  falls  out  of  place 
your  Range  is  ruined. 

When  writing  for  a  Monarch  Bang-e 
cut  out  this  advertisement,  mail  it  to  us 
and  we  will  allow  you  $2.50  of  purchase 
price. 

Send  for  Range  Catalogue. 

Sold   only  and  guaranteed  by 

Hodgson  &  Stearman 
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the  records  that  are  being  made  in  these 
latter  days  in  what  was  once  considered 
a  mining  district,  only. 

It  is  also  rather  interesting  to  note 
that  with  the  probable  exception  of 
strawberries,  j)Otatoes  and  perhaps  a  few 
other  vegetables,  large  quantities  of  fruit 
are  still  being  imported  into  Kootenay. 
The  home  market  is  a  large  one  and  not 
yet  nearly  supplied.  And,  although  the 
producer  seems  to  be  catching  up  with 
the  consumer  in  many  lines,  the  develoj)- 
ment  of  the  mining  and  lumbering  indus- 
tries of  Kootenay  will  continue  to  fur- 
nish an  ever  expanding  market. 

This  new  development  has  not  come 
without  creating  regrets  in  some  quar- 
ters. Regrets  among  those  who,  years 
ago,  scorned  the  idea  that  fruit  growing 
would  ever  become  a  reality  in  Kootenay 
on  a  commercial  scale,  and  as  a  conse- 
quence let  slip  rare  opportunities  to  se- 
cure land  then  considered  worthless  but 


land  that  is  ikjw  valuable  beyond  the 
wildest  dreams  of  hope.  But,  be  this  as 
it  may,  all  will  rejoice  in  the  growth  of 
a  new  industry  which  means  great  po- 
tentialities not  only  to  the  district  itself, 
but  also  to  the  I'rovince  of  British  Col- 
umbia, and  to  the  Dominion  of  Canada. 

I'oor  gold  at  last  has  lost  its  lure. 
To  grow  the  Fruit  is  more  secure. 
It  spreads  its  wealth  in  wider  fields; 
It  won't  exhaust — for  ever  yields 
Rich  treasures  far  exceeding  gold : 
With  every  year  its  powers  unfold. 
Homes   full  (if   Peace  spring  up  amain. 
Men  strive  the  Joys  of  Life  to  gain; 
The  hearth  once  made,  sweet  love  prevails 
Men   find  content  that  never   fails; 
.And    fertile   vales  and   valleys   bloom. 
Turn    in    good    friend — for    you    there's 

room, 
b'or  vou  there's  room — step  in  and  see 
The  Fruitful  Land>^  of  Gr.nt  T.   C. 


'Method  of  Travel  Where  the  Iron    Rails  Do  Not  Reach. 


Picturesque  Scenery,  Salmon  Arm. 


Salmon  Arm 


SAL.MOX  ARM  is  a  busy  shipping 
point  and  a  fast  developing  settle- 
ment in  the  valley  of  the  Salmon 
River,  where  it  empties  into  the 
Salmon  Arm  of  Shuswap  Lake.  It  is 
situated  nineteen  miles  west  of  Sicamou- 
Junction  and  316  miles  east  of  \'ancou- 
ver.  The  Canadian  Pacific  Railway  run? 
through  the  settlement,  and  a  good 
wagon  road  connects  it  with  Enderby 
(16  miles),  Armstrong  (25  miles),  \'er- 
non  (40  miles),  and  Shuswap  (30  miles) 
by  way  of  Tappen  Siding,  Notch  Hill 
and  other  settlements. 

The  Salmon  Arm  district  is  com- 
prised of  three  distinct  valleys — the  Sal- 
mon River  \'alley,  Canoe  Creek,  and 
Edenville,  and  the  benches  adjacent 
thereto ;  embracing  all  the  northwesterly 
portion  of  the  Okanagan  Valley  conti 
guous  to   Shuswap  Lake. 

Fruit  growing  is  afiforded  unexcelled 
advantages  for  these  reasons : 

The  climate  is  mild ;  the  contiguous 
lake  exercises  a  mellowing  influence ;  the 
soil  is  fertile ;    there  is  an  abundance  of 


moisture,  and  there  are  ample  shipping 
facilities. 

One  of  the  most  valuable  assets  of. 
this  district  is  its  delightful  climate.  It 
is  not  excessively  humid  like  the  Coast 
Districts.  It  is  not  as  dry  as  the  lower 
Okanagan.  There  is  enough  rain  for 
domestic  and  agricultural  purposes ;  and 
irrigation  is  absolutely  unnecessary. 

The  summed  is  never  excessively  hot, 
and  at  sun  down  there  is  always  a 
grateful  dropping  of  the  temperature, 
bringing  cool  evenings  and  restful  nights. 

In  winter  there  is  no  extreme  cold. 
This  season  only  lasts  about  three  months 
and  its  temperature  does  not  average* 
over  12  degrees  of  frost.  The  Spring 
opens  early  and  almost  immediately 
merges  into  summer,  both  the  spring 
and  autumn  being  delightfully  mild.  The 
presence  of  some  79,000  acres  of  water, 
as  comprised  by  the  Shuswap  Lake,  in 
the  vicinity  tend  to  equalize  the  atmos- 
jhere  in  all  seasons. 

The  soil  varies  from  a  deep  black 
loam  in  the  vallev  bottoms  to  a  rich  clay 
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Ranch  Scene,  Salmon  Arm. 


and  sandy  loam  on  the  l)enclics  or  rolling 
lands. 

lieing-  on  the  main  line  of  the  C.I'.R. 
the  dangers  of  spoilage  incnrred  by  ex- 
cessive handling  and  transhi])i)ing  of  per- 
ishable fruits  are  minimized,  and  being 
also  a  day  nearer  the  market  than  brancli 
line  points  insures  all  fruit  reaching  the 
prairie    market    in    first-class    condition. 

One  of  the  most  striking  features  of 
recent  Canadian  development  has  been 
the  growth  of  B.  C.  as  a  fruit  producing 
country.  The  Salmon  Arm  district  pos- 
sesses stretches  of  territory  calculated  to 
accommodate  thousands  of  settlers,  where 
soil  and  climate  so  work  together  as  to 
produce  one  of  the  most  fertile  districts 
in  the  world.  Its  fruit  has  already 
beaten  the  oldest  fruit-growing  lands  in 
annual  world-competition  for  the  gold 
medals  presented  by  the  Royal  Horticul- 
tural Society  of  Great  Britain.  Apples 
of  every  variety,  plums,  pears,  prunes, 
cherries,  peaches,  strawberries  and  rasp- 
berries of  rarest  quality  grow  to  full  and 
luscious  maturity.  Their  size,  flavor  and 
perfection  of  coloring  being  unsurpassed. 

The  markets  are  practically  inexhaust- 
ible, the  prairie  and  mining  sections  of 
Canada  readily  absorbing  all  the  fruit ; 
and  the  large  influx  of  settlers  into  the 
country  assures  a  continuous  increase 
in  the  demand. 


A  I'armers'  Exchange  has  been  estab- 
lished and  is  carrying  on  a  successful 
business.  This  institution  has  proved  to 
be  a  decided  boon  to  the  pnxlucer  as  it 
relieves  him  of  all  worry  in  finding  a 
market  and  collecting  accounts.  The 
highest  standard  of  grading  has  been  in- 
troduced, nothing  but  the  highest  qual- 
ity of  produce  being  ship])ed,  which  per- 
manently places,  this  district  in  a  posi- 
tion to  command  the  highest  available 
prices. 

Thos.  Earl,  of  Lytton.  who  was  the 
first  to  discover  the  suitability  of  this 
district  for  fruit-growing,  and  who  was 
insj^ector  of  orchards  for  some  years — 
appointed  by  the  B.  C.  Board  of  Horti- 
culture, in  describing  the  large  area  of 
land  in  the  upper  country  where  fruit 
was  being  grown  successfully,  said  that 
all  the  way  from  Lytton  east  along  tne 
C.P.R.  to  Salmon  Arm  and  from  there 
south  to  Penticton,  he  found  fruit  to  be 
doing  well ;  but,  he  said,  Salmon  Arm 
was  the  ideal  spot.  Conditions  seemed 
to  be  just  right  for  the  growth  t)f  healthy 
trees,  and  the  flavor  and  color  of  the 
fruit  was  excellent.  Since  that  time,  a 
few  years  ago,  it  has  been  proved  that 
Mr.  Earl  knew  what  he  was  talking 
about.  W.  J.  Brandrith,  of  Ladner,  sec- 
retary of  the  B.  C.  Fruit  Growers'  As- 
sociation,   savs    the    same   after   several 
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Orchard  Scene.  Salmon  Arm. 


years  spent  in  visiting  the  different  dis 
tricts  of  the  Province. 

The  products  of  the  bottom  lands  of 
the  valley  are  varied,  it  being  well  adapt- 
ed to  the  production  of  all  staple  crops. 
Timothy,  clover  and  alfalfa  give  heavy 
crops  of  fodder.  Dairying  is  carried  on 
extensively,  there  being  some  300  gal- 
lons of  milk  shipped  to  main  line  points 
per  day.  Mixed  farming  is  successfully 
followed  and  should  be  especially  suit- 
able to  farmers  used  to  similar  condi- 
tions in  the  East. 

The  large  landowners  now  see  -that 
they  do  not  need  so  much  land  from 
which  to  derive  a  good  income,  and  arc 
selling  in  lots  of  from  five  to  forty  acres 
to  suit  the  incoming  settlers.  \Mid  land 
can  be  bought  from  $25  to  $75  per  acre. 
Improved  lands  are  worth  from  $200  to 
$1,000  per  acre. 

There  are  excellent  educational  facili- 
ties, five  public  schools  in  the  outlying 
districts,  a  splendid  four-roomed  schoo. 
with  high  school  department  intown. 

The  Methodists.  Presbyterians,  Bap- 
tists, Church  of  Englancf  and  Catholics 
all  have  well-appointed  churches.  Good 
stores  of  all  kinds  supply  everv  want, 
while  a  branch  of  that  excellent' institu- 
tion,  the    Rank   of   fTamilton.   flourishes 


in  the  midst.  A  first-class,  commodious 
and  up-to-date  tourist  hotel  was  built 
during  last  year,  and  it  is  a  splendid 
acquisition  to  the  town.  The  much 
needed  accommodation  of  a  wharf  has 
been  supplied,  the  Dominion  Govern- 
ment having  made  an  ample  appropria- 
tion for  its  completion  and  maintenance. 

The  beautiful  waters  of  Shuswap  Lake 
and  tributary  streams  afford  excellent 
sport  with  rod  and  line.  Game  of  all 
kinds  is  plentiful  along  the  shores  of  the 
lake  and  in  the  surrounding  hills.  Large 
numbers  of  tourists  and  sportsmen  find 
plentiful,  pleasant  and  absorbing  occu- 
pation during  the  summer  and  shooting 
season. 

This  is  a  place  where  the  surroundings 
all  tend  to  the  making  of  life  truly  pleas- 
ant and  worth  living,  and  to  the  better- 
ment of  mankind  in  general. 

This  is  a  place  for  everyone  having  a 
little  money  with  a  desire  for  work,  as 
well  as  for  every  one  with  plenty  of 
money  without  a  desire  for  work  but 
with  a  desire  for  a  beneficial  and  multi- 
plying investment  of  his  means  with  the 
positive  assurance  of  an  ideal  home. 

The  Secretary  of  the  Salmon  Arm 
Agricultural  Association,  Salmon  Arm, 
B.C.,  will  supply  further  information  up- 
on request. 
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j     The  Supremacy 

I  of 

I       Salmon  Arm. 


British  Columbia    is  a  Province    of    tremendous    natural    resources    and  *'•* 

enjoys  imrivalled  climatic  advantaj^cs.  !> 

No  one  can  make  a  mistake  in  livinj^  or  workinj^  here.  •;• 

It  is  of  course  true  that  some  Sections  are  more  favored  than  others.  ^*- 

The  Salmon  Army  X'alley  is  justly  entitled  to  SL'PREMACV  because  K 

it  combines  the  advantages  of  sufficient  rainfall  and  the  consequent  freedom  Si 

from  the  necessity  of  Irrigation  with  the  maximum  number  of  SUNSHINY  x 

DAYS.                  '  8 

It  is  not  in  a  DRY  BELT  nor  yet  in  a  WET  BELT,  but  rather  in  a  I 

District  of  happy  and  comfortable  Medium.  « 

In  the  heart  of  the  Valley  lies  the  Town  of  Salmon  Arm.  a  settlement  ± 

possessing  splendid  Educational,  Institutional  and  Social  advantages.  ± 

It  is  on  the  Main  Line  of  the  Canadian  Pacific  Railway.  316  miles  east  ^ 

of  Vancouver.  2 

52 
The  surrounding  District  boasts    many    bodies    of    Navigable    Water, 

giving  cheap,  and  easy  communication ;   and  has  a  soil  ideally  suited  to  the 

growing  of  fruit  as  well  as  all  the  products  of  mixed  farming. 

We  want  you  to  communicate  with  us  in  a  frank,  candid  way. 

Tell  us  your  ideas,  needs,  and  requirements,   and   we    shall    give   every 

possible  piece  of  information.     Booklets  and  Land  Lists  for  the  asking.  5? 

I 

I 

The  Salmon  Arm  Realty  Co.  | 

SALMON  ARM,  B.  C. 

THE  OLDEST  ESTABLISHED  REAL  ESTATE  BUSINESS  HEBE 


266  WESTWARD     HO!     MAGAZINE 


Seeding  Time  on  the  Prairies 

Blanche  E.  Holt  Murison 

Bury  it  well  with  your  seeder, 

Deep  into  the  procreant  plain ; 
And  fill  up  your  patented  feeder, 

The  prairie  is  hungry  again. 
Steer  a  straight  line  to  the  sky-line, 

Scatter  the  grain  as  you  go ; 
Pass  up  the  slight  bend  to  the  high  line, 

Leaving  your  treasure  below. 

Give  to  the  earth  just  a  tittle 

Of  all  she  has  given  to  you ; 
Give  back  to  her  keeping  a  little 

Of  all  that  is  only  her  due. 
Go  with  a  heart  that  is  ready, 

Welcome  your  wonderful  guest ; 
With  hand  that  is  steadfast  and  steady, 

Give  of  the  food  she  loves  best. 

Give,  and  the  hungry  shall  bless  you. 

The  markets  shall  glut  with  your  meat 
The  homage  of  nations  confess  you. 

The  Lords  of  the  Kingdom  of  Wheat. 
Crowned   with   the   crown   of   your   labors, 

Wielding  the  weapons   of  peace; 
The  click  of  the  binders  your  tabors, 

The  harvest  your  Golden  Fleece. 

Sow  in  the  Spring-time,  refusing 

To  harbor  a  thought  that  would  ban; 
The  soil  with  your  spirit  infusing. 

Go  forth  in  the  strength  of  a  man. 
Toil  with  the  hope  that  is  girdless, 

Beat  out  a  song  as  you  go ; 
And  pray  with  the  prayer  that  is  wordless, 

God  and  the  silence  will  know. 

Yours  is  the  heritage  splendid, 

Lo !  yours  is  the  pride  of  the  earth : 
Go,  plough  till  the   furrow  is  ended, 

Then  take  what  the  furrow  is  worth. 
Many  the  acres  unbroken. 

And  many  the  trails  unprest; 
But  the  Voice  of  the  Land  hath  spoken — 

The  Workers  win  to  the  West. 
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The  Home  Stores  Limited 


Ihe  success  of  Vancouver  City  has 
licL'ii  phenomenal;  but  as  yet  we  have 
Miily  felt  the  first  glint  of  the  Sun  of 
Success  whose  radiant  beams  will  witiiin 
llie  next  year  or  two  sutYuse  the  City  and 
miles  upon  miles  around  it  with  a  glow 
of  prosperity  transcending  that  experi- 
enced by  any  other  Canadian  Commer- 
cial Centre. 

"Nothing  succeeds  like  success/'  is  an 
adage  as  applicable  to  the  City  as  to 
liic  individual;  and  its  accuracy  is  veri- 
lied  by  the  phenomenal  number  of  new 
liusinesses,  and  enterprises — commercial 
and  manufacturing — that  are  springing 
up.  and  locating  themselves  in  Vancou- 

r.    They  are  acting  wisely,  and  design 

doubt    to    avail    themselves    of    that 

.L;rcat  tide  in  the  affairs  of  Vancouver 

which   she  has  taken   at  the  flood   and 


which,  like  that  in  the  affairs  of  men, 
will  inevitably  lead  her  on  to  fortune. 

One  of  our  new  enterprises  is  "The 
Home  Stores,  Limited."  It  is  really  to 
be  a  Departmental  Store  supplying 
everything  from  a  "needle  to  an  anchor." 
liut  unlike  the  great  departmental  stores 
of  the  East,  such  as  that  of  Eaton  &  Co., 
it  will  neither  be  a  close  corporation  nor 
a  family  monopoly.  It  will  belong  to 
all  who  invest  their  money  either  in 
buying  its  shares  or  buying  its  wares. 
It  will  in  fact  be  a  co-operative  store  in 
the  highest  sense  of  the  phrase,  having 
features  in  its  constitution  not  only  new 
but  absolutely  protective.  These  features 
will  act  as  an  automatic  guarantee  of  the 
Company's  fidelity. 

The  prospectus  announces  "That  the 
net  profits,  after  providing  for  expenses. 
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PAGE  WHITE  FENCES 


Get  the  Best.  Stv!r«  f-r  1  awn.".  KamiB 
nnd  Kanchos.  .Maiio  «f  hiph  carbon  wire. 
Kalvanize.1  anrl  ilicn  pnintotl  white, 
fonce.  Cet  1909  price.'*  an«l  illustratcti  booklet. 


Toughcraiul  stroim^r  wirethan  Rues  into  any 

E.     G.     PRIOR     &.     CO.        -      VANCOUVER     AND     VICTORIA   ...p 
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In  Chase  &  Sanborn's 
Seal  Brand  Coffiec  you 
have  the  fragrant  berry  at 
its  best,  with  nutriment 
and  stimulant  combined. 

Rightly  made  it  is  a 
strength-giving  draught 
of  real  pleasure.  Try  it 
to-morrow  morning. 

Id  1  and  2  pound  tin  cans.      Never  in  bulk. 


interest  on  capital,  and  the  incidental 
risks  of  business,  will  be  distributed 
every  year  pro  rata  among  the  holders 
of  membership  certificates." 

These  certificates  will  be  offered  to  the 
Public  at  $io  each. 

The  income  derived  from  the  sale  of 
these  certificates  alone,  and  nothing  else, 
is  to  be  appropriated  for  the  purposes 
of  dividend  to  the  holders  of  the  Com- 
mon Stock  of  the  Company.  The  Pre- 
ference shares  which  constitute  the  bulk 
of  the  Company's  stock,  will  receive  in- 
terest at  the  rate  of  lo  per  cent.  After 
this,  and  the  payment  of  the  ordinary 
expenses,  the  net  profits  will  "be  dis- 
tributed to  the  holders  of  membership 
certificates."  The  Preference  stock  is 
ofifered  to  the  public  at  a  premium  of 
$2.50  per  share  of  $50  each  on  easy 
terms  of  payment;  and  the  membership 
certificates  are  payable  $5.00  on  applica- 
tion, and  $5.00  six  months  after. 

The  Home  Stores  will  also  open  Cash 
Deposit  Accounts  with  their  customers 
and  for  their  convenience.  Interest  at 
the  rate  of  five  per  cent,  per  annum,  pay- 
able twice  a  year,  will  be  allowed  on 
these  deposits.  Orders  for  either  cash  or 
goods  will  be  honoured  against  these  de- 
posit accounts. 

Considering  the  magnificent  future  of 
Vancouver  as  a  manufacturing  and  com- 
mercial city,  as  a  shipping  and  ship- 
building port,  as  the  Gateway  of  the  Pa- 


cific and  the  Door-way  of  Western  Ca- 
nada, and  remembering  the  gigantic  for- 
tunes that  have  been  made  by  Depart- 
mental stores  in  the  United  States  and 
by  such  concerns  as  T.  Eaton  &  Co.  and 
Simpson  &  Co.,  in  Canada,  under  much 
less  propitious  circumstances,  the  pro- 
posal of  The  Home  Stores,  Limited, 
seems  to  be  one  not  only  commend- 
able to  the  public  as  a  sound  investment 
but  one  which  the  average  householder 
should  seize  with  alacrity.  He  must 
spend  his  money  on  such  commodities  | 
as  The  Home  Stores  will  sell ;  and  why  h 
should  he  not  have  his  goods  at  a  mini-  S 
mum  price,  with  interest  or  dividends  I 
amounting  to  a  large  proportion  of  the 
entire  profits  on  his  family  expenditure? 
The  permanent  Board  of  Director's 
vvilp  ;include  well  known  business  men 
of  standing  and  integrity,  and  all  infor- 
mation is  procurable  from  Mr.  A.  S. 
Vaughan,  Provisional  Secretary,  441 
Richards  Street,  Vancouver,  B.C. 


A  NEW  ENTERPRISE. 


Motor  boating  at  Nelson,  the  capital 
of  the  Kootenays,  has  for  years  been  a 
favourite  pastime,  and  the  Kootenay 
Launch  Club  is  looking  forward  to  a 
large  membership  this  year,  as  the  town 
now  boasts  of  several  motor-boat  build- 
ers. Among  the  latest  to  enter  the  busi- 
ness is  The  Kootenay  Motor  Boat  Co., 
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Ltd.,  owned  by  N.  Wolverton  and  his 
son,  A.  N.  Wolverton,  who  is  the  ener- 
getic secretary  of  the  Launch  Club.  A 
splendid  factory  has  been  built  on  the 
shores  of  the  lake,  at  the  foot  of  Ward 
street,  which  has  been  completely  equip- 
ped with  electrically  driven  machinery. 
The  company  will  make  a  specialt\-  of 
the  "Kootcnay  Flyers,"  a  combined  semi- 
racinof  and  pleasure  boat,  besides  turn- 
ing out  a  line  of  reasonable  priced  heavy 
working  motor-boats  designed  especially 
for  the  fruit  grower  and  market  gardener 
whose  homes  are  principally  along  the 
magnificent  water  stretches  of  the  South- 
ern Interior  and  who  find  this  means  the 
most  economical  and  quickest  for  getting 
their  produce  to  the  market.  The  com- 
pany has  secured  the  sole  agency  for 
British  Columbia  for  the  Smalley  engine, 
with  which  they  will  equip  their  launches, 
Several  orders   are  in   hand   and   a   fine 


racing  boat  is  just  being  completed  for 
Mr.  A.  X.  Wolverton,  which  will  be  en- 
tered in  the  motor-boat  races  during  the 
Alaska- Yukon- Pacific  Exposition  this 
summer  at  Seattle,  Wash. 


WIRE  FEXCING. 


( )wing  to  the  rapid  increase  in  the  ex- 
port business  of  The  I'age  Wire  Fence 
Company,  of  Walkerville.  (Ontario,  since 
the  introduction  of  its  "Empire"  white 
fencing  for  railway,  farm  and  ranch 
use,  it  has  been  thouglit  best  to  have  the 
foreign  business  handled  by  a  company 
of  a  name  similar  to  that  of  the  fenc- 
ing, and  to  this  end  The  Empire  Fence 
Export  Company.  Limited,  has  been 
formed.  It  is  owned  and  controlled  by 
the  same  ])eople  as  the  old  company.  The 
head  ofiice  and  factory  will  be  at  Walk- 
erville.  Ontario,  Canada. 


AS  REgUESTED. 

An  official  of  the  Superior  Court  of  Cook  County.  111.,  which  has 
jurisdiction  in  the  matter  of  the  naturalization  of  foreigners,  tells  the 
following : — 

"In  October  last  a  man  named  August  Hulzberger  took  out  his 
first  papers.  As  he  was  about  to  leave  the  court-room  he  was  observed 
to  scan  very  closely  the  official  envelope  in  which  had  lieen  enclosed  the 
document  that  was  to  assist  in  his  naturalization. 

"In  a  few  days  August  turned  up  again.  Presenting  himself  to 
the  clerk  of  the  court,  he  bestowed  upon  that  dignitary  a  broad 
Teutonic  smile,  saying: 

"  'Veil,  here  I  vos.' 

"  'Pleased  to  see  you.  I'm  sure."  said  the  clerk,  with  polite 
sarcasm.    'Would  you  mind  adding  who  you  are  anil  why  you  are  here." 

"August  seemed  surprised.  He  exhibited  his  official  envelope. 
'It  says,  "Redurn  in  five  days,"'  he  explained,  "und  here  I  vos!"" — 
Harper's  Weekly. 
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A  Canadian  Lake 

Ada  S.  Walker 

Where  the  surges  break,  b}-  a  lonely  lake 

Encircled   by   living  green, 
Where,  his  thirst  to  slake,  from  out  of  the  brake, 

The  wild  deer  glides  unseen. 

Where  on  wave-washed  sand,  twixt  water  and  land 
The  sandpiper  spends  his  days. 

Where  the  beaver  band,  as  with  human  hand 
Build  homes  by  the  quiet  bays. 

Where  echoes  around,  the  booming  sound 

Of  the  bittern's  lonely  dirge. 
From  the  far-off  bounds,  of  the  marshy  ground 

By  the  water's  ceaseless  surge. 

Where  the  white  swan  glides,  as  the  wave  he  rides, 

Amidst  the  flashing  spray  ; 
Where  the  wild  duck  bides,  in  the  ebbing  tides 

Till  he  wings  his  southward  way. 

Where  the  silvery  gleam,  of  the  seagull's  wing 

Flash  circles  of  living  light — 
Where  the  grey  loons  scream,  o'er  the  waters  ring 

As  he  wheels  his  lonely  flight. 

Where  the  breakers  roar,  twixt  the  reef  and  shore 

In  measureless  monotone — 
By  the  echoing  reach,  of  the  limestone  beach 

Where  the  waters  sigh  and  moan. 

Where  the  emerald  sheen,  of  the  trees  that  lean 

Far  over  the  water's  edge — 
In  the  depths  are  seen,  like  a  low  ravine 

Where  sand-willows  line  the  ledge. 

Where  the  seaweed  drifts,  by  the  rocky  cliffs, 
On  waves  crested  high  with  foam — 

Where  the  silvery  rifts,  of  the  wind  cloud  drifts 
Through  the  blue  of  Heaven's  dome. 

It's  there  I  would  stray,  far,  far,  and  away 
From  all  human  sights  and  sounds — 

And  I'd  dream  all  day,  of  the  Rainbow  Way  — 
To  the  Happy  Hunting  Grounds. 

For  'tis  onb    -  ■  <-    i^v  that  lake  so  fair 

That  the  soul  finds  perfect  rest 

In  that  sweet,  pure  air,  each  thought  is  prayer 
Offered  up  from  Nature's  breast. 

So  there  let  us  go,  when  from  every  woe 
Our  souls  shall  desire  to  part 

Where  the  breezes  blow,  and  the  waters  flow 
Near  to  Nature's  inmost  heart. 

Thus  strengthened  are  we,  as  we  rest  by  the  lea 
In  mind,  in  soul,  and  in  heart. 

More  brave  and  more  free  from  sin  we  shall  be, 
More  nobly  to  play  life's  part. 
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SALMON,  ARM,  B.  C.  * 


We  Carry 

MY  DISPLAY 

The  Stock 

Of 
FANCY  GOODS 

1 

ami  can   siippl\'   \our  iutiIs  in 

SMOKERS'  REQUISITES 

1 

SHELF  and  HEAVY  HARDWARE. 

CONFECTIONERY 

K 

Also 

JEWELRY  and 

-i- 

CHINA. 

1 

BUILDERS'  SUPPLIES. 

is  unsurpassed  in  Salmon  Arm. 

+ 

GUNS,  AMMUNITION, 

! 

STOVES,   TINWARE, 

PAINTS,   OILS,  ETC. 

NEELANDS&CO. 

Salmon  Arm. 

I  WANT  A  SHARE  OF 
YOUR  TRADE. 

S.  H.  LAWRENCE 

K 

Frank's  Barber  Shop. 

Qibbard  &  Boutwell 

1 

Is  the  place  to  visit  when  in  Salmon 
Arm.      Ladies'  and   Gentlemen's   Face 

CARPENTERS  AND 
CONTRACTORS. 

1 

Massage  a   specialty.     Everything  up- 
to-date. 

FRANK    P.    ROBICHEAD,    PROP., 

Estimates  furnished  dii  all  classes  <.f 
work   in   the   building   line.     Sash   and 
Doors,    Moulding    and    Turnings    kept 
on  hand  at  lo\ve-.t   i)rioe~ 

j> 

SALMON  ARM,  B.C. 

SALMON  ARM,  B.  C. 

J 

Homeseekers 


When  you  visit  Salmon  Arm  and   need  an  outfit  g 

I  can  supply  you.     I  carry  the    largest   and    best  h 

assorted  stock  of  General  Merchandise.  + 

5.  M.  McQUIRE  I 

GENERAL  HERCHANT  | 
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DRUNKENNESS  CAN  BE  CURED  BY  THE 

EVAN'S  GOLD  CURE  TREATMENT 


The  Evans  Institute  has  now  been 
established  over  fourteen  years  in  Win- 
nipeg and  one  year  in  Vancouver.  It 
has  met  with  entire  success,  even  in 
cases  which  had  been  regarded  as  ab- 
solutely hopeless.  The  treatment  not 
only  entirely  dispels  the  craving  but 
creates  a  positive  distaste  for  stimu- 
lants. It  also  restores  the  nervous  sys- 
tem, induces  natural  sleep,  creates  a 
healthy  appetite  and  improves  the  gen- 
eral health  of  the  patient.  The  treat- 
ment is  gradual,  and  patients  are  al- 
lowed their  usual  stimulants  until  in 
from  four  to  five  days,  they  no  longer 
want  them. 

We  refer,  by  permission,  to  the  fol- 
lowing from  among  the  thousands  who 
are  familiar  with  and  approve  of  the 
Evans  treatment:     The  Hon.  Hugh  John 


Macdonald,  ex-Minister  of  the  Interior 
and  ex-Premier  of  Manitoba;  Ven. 
Archdeacon  Fortin,  Holy  Trinity,  Winni- 
peg; Rev.  Dr.  Duval,  Moderator,  Gen- 
eral Assembly,  Presbyterian  Church  of 
Canada;  ex-Mayor  Andrews,  Winnipeg; 
ex-Mayor  Ryan,  Winnipeg;  ex-Mayor 
Jameson,  Winnipeg;  ex-Mayor  Mc- 
Creary,  Winnipeg;  Dr.  C.  W.  Gordon' 
(Ralph  Connor),  Winnipeg;  Dr.  F.  S. 
Chapman,  M.D.,  Winnipeg;  Judge  Prlt- 
chard.  Carman,  Man.;  Prof.  J.  H.  Rld- 
dell,   Winnipeg. 

A  prospectus  containing  full  infor- 
mation regarding  the  treatment  will  be 
mailed  privately  on  application. 

The  Evans  Institute  of  Vancouver 
has  now  removed  to  more  commodious 
quarters  at 


950  FASE   DBIVE 


(Qrandview    CarUne)        VAXrCOWEB,  B.C. 


BESTATTBAITTS. 

The  Granville  Cafe — $5.00  meal  tickets  for 
$4.50.  Four  course  dinner,  25c.  Special 
breakfast,  15c.  Neat,  clean,  homelike.  Trays 
sent  out.  762  Granville  St.,  opposite  Opera 
House,   Vancouver,   B.C.     W.   F.   Winters. 

OI^D  BOOKS. 

I  buy  Old  Books,  Magazines,  Manuscripts,  etc. 
Have  on  hand  large  selection  of  reference 
books  and  works.  Write  full  particulars.  E. 
J.  Galloway,  782  Granville  St.,  Vancouver, 
B.  C. 


BBITISH   COI.XTMBIA  TZIKBEB 

We  are  exclusive  dealers  in  British  Columbia 
Timber  Lands.  No  better  time  to  buy  than 
now.  for  investment  or  immediate  logging. 
Write  us  for  any  sized  tract.  E.  R.  Chandler, 
407   Hastings   St.,   Vancouver,  B.C. 


If  you  are  coming  to  British  Columbia  write 
and  tell  us.  We  will  put  you  in  touch  with 
responsible  parties  who  will  send  you  litera- 
ture.    Westward  Ho!    Publishing-  Co.,    Ltd. 
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MOUNT  PLEaSHNT  MILLINERY, 

2234  Westminster  Road,  Vancouver.  B.  e. 


m 


The  $5.00  Hat  Shop 


^    Special  Designs 
H    in  Modish  Styles 

g  MRS.  M.  SHVeuniR,   Proprietress  M 
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The  Most 

Beautiful  Display 

of  Hair 


Goods  and  all  the  newest  styles  in 
Shell  Combs,  Bands,  and  Barretts, 
Wavy  Switches,  from  $5  up;  Straight 
Switches  from  $1.75.  Mary  T.  Gold- 
man's Hair  Restorer  for  the  use  of 
ladies  and  gentlemen,  by  far  the  best 
article  on  the  market. 

Mail  orders  receive  the  most  care- 
ful attention. 


NA<^«w  , 


Madam  Humphreys 

589  GRANVILLE  STREET, 


-J 


This  recently-  discovered  ink 
is  specially  adapted  for  Ac- 
countants and  the  legal  fra- 
ternit}',  and  is  unsurpassed  as 
a  first-class  writing  Huid.  Wi- 
guarantee  it  strictly  acid 
proof. 

Excellent  for  Fountain    l^ens. 
LTAA/COU^JE/?  B.C. 


DB.    T.    PELIX    OOTntAUD'S 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 

Or    Magical    Beautiher. 

PnrlflM  a.s  well  as  B«aatlfl«a  tli*  Skin. 
Xo    other   cosmetic    will    do    it. 

Kemoves  Tan.  Pimples.  Freckles,  Moth 
Patches.  Hash  and  .Skin  Dlsease.s.  and 
every  bleml.sh  on  beauty,  and  defiles  de- 
tection. It  has  stood  the  test  of  60 
years;  no  other  has,  and  ia  so  harm- 
less— we  taste  It  to  be  sure  It  Is  pro- 
perly made.  Accept  no  counterfeit  of 
similar  name.  The  distinguished  Dr  L 
A.  Sayre  said  to  a  lady  of  the  haut-ton 
la  patient):  "As  you  ladl.-s  will  use 
them,  I  recommend  'OOTTBATTD'S 
CBBAM'  as  the  least  harmful  of  all  the 
•skin    preparations." 

OOUBAUS'S  OBHSNTAX  TOZIiET 
FOWSEH 
For  Infants  and  adults.    Exquisitely  per- 
fumed.     Relieves   Skin   Irritations,   cures 
.^unburn   and    renders   an   excellent   com- 
plexion. 

Prlc«  25  centi,  by  mall. 
GOUSAUD'S    POTTDBX:    SUBTII.B 

Removes    .'^upf-niuc^ns    Hair. 

Price  $1.00,   by   mail. 

PBBD.    T.    HOPKINS,    Prop., 

New  York  City. 

hz:nsi:bson  bbos., 

"WTiolesale  Distributori. 
Vancouver   and   Victoria,   B.Q 


Ordering  by  mall  Is  simplicity  and 
economy  personified — there's  nothing 
easier.  Your  letter  will  be  answered 
the  same  day  as  received.  You  can 
order  anything  you  want.  We  can  fill 
the  order  with  satisfaction.  We  guar- 
antee the  absolute  purity  of  every  pro- 
duction. Isn't  this  worth  something  to 
.\ou? 

(Sig.)         LESLIE    G.    HENDEBSON, 

Corner    Georgia    and     Granville    Streets, 

and 

2419   Westminster.   Vancouver,  B.C. 
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Sutton's 

JCEFTEE 

Seeds 

UNDERWEAR 
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MADE  FROM  LONG  SOFT  FULL- 

THE  BRACKMAN-KER 

LEMCTH  FIBRES  VAUSTRAIUN  wool 

MILLING  CO.,   LTD. 

^;OLE   AGENTS 

ALWAYS  EUSTICiCOMFORTABLE 

136  HASTINGS  ST.,  WEST, 
VANCOUVER,   B.C. 

Thect'TURNBuUco. 

OF      GAI.-T      LIMITED.            \    . 

f 

HENRYS-4-^ 

For  the  Spring  Trade  : 

New  Books. 

Tested  Stock= 

Aramlnta— J.   C.   Snaith    $1.25 

SEEDS  for  Farm,  Garden  or  Con- 

54-40  or   Fight — Emerson   Hough.  ..  $1.25 

servatory—from  the  best  growers  in 
England,  France,    Holland.    United 

Fashionable    Adventures    of    Joshua 

Craig — D.    Graham   Phillips    ...$1.25 

States  and  Canada. 

A   Million   a  Minute — Hudson    $1.25 

Fruit  and  OrnaiiK'ntal   Trees. 
Small  Fruits,  home  ^rown. 

The      Waters      of      Jordan — H.     A. 

Vachell     $1-2 

5 

The  Canon  in  Residence — V.  "White- 
church     $1.1„ 

Fertilizers, 

The  Spell — W.  Dana  Orcutt    $1.50 

Bee   Supplies,   Spraying    Ma- 

The  Roadmender — M.    Fairless $1.00 

terials,  Cut  Flowers. 

Salthaven — W.    W.    Jacobs    $1.25 

140  page  Catalogue  Free. 

The  Long  Arm — E.  P.  Oppenheim.  .$1.25 

M.J.  HENRY 

And  many  others.     Write  for  Catalogue 
of    Technical    Books    if    interested.      We 
have     the     largest     stock     of     these     m 
Canada. 

Otlici;,  Creenliouses 
and    Seedhouse, 

THOMSON 

3010   Westminster   Road, 
VANCOUVER,  B.C. 

STATIONERY  0!. 

Vnurseries 

325  HASTINGS  ST                'PHONE  3520 

VANCOUVER,    B.  C. 
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Something 
Interesting 

For  Our  Readers 

A  F^roposition  Which  Will 
lie  Appreciated 


The  Westward  Hoi  management 
have  completed  arrangements  with  the 
publishers  of  The  Calgary  Weekh 
Herald  whereby  we  can  supply  this 
newspaper  to  our  readers  at  a  small 
additional  cost,  in  connection  with 
the   Westward    Ho!   monthly. 

The  regular  subscription  price  of 
the  Weekly  Herald  is  $i.oo  a  year. 
The  Westward  Ho!  Magazine  is  "$i.oo 
a  vear.  The  two  separate  would  cost 
yo'u  $2.00  a  year.  For  a  LIMITED 
TIME  we  will  give  the  two  together 
for  $1.25  a  year. 

The  WEEKLY  HERALD  is  too 
well  known  to  need  any  description, 
and  as  every  one  knows  is  the  West- 
ern Rancher's  and  Farmer's  favorite 
weekly  newspaper. 

The  WESTWARD  HO!  is  strictly 
a  Western  Magazine,  containing  short 
stories  of  fact  and  fiction  of  the  West, 
fully  illustrated  with  half-tone  pic- 
tures of  recent  and  past  events. 

This  applies  to  all  old  subscribers, 
as  well  as  new. 

Postage  to  United  States  and  Cal- 
gary Postoftice  extra. 

Fill  out  Coupon  below  and  mail  to 
Circulation  Department,  Westward 
Ho!  Publishing  Co.,  Ltd.,  536  Hast- 
ings   St.,    Vancouver,    B.    C. 


COUPON 

Westward  Ho  Publishing  Co.,  Ltd., 
Vancouver,  B.C. 

Please  find  enclosed  $1.25,  for  which 
please  send  me  the  Weekly  Herald 
and  Westward  Ho!  Magazine  for  one 
year. 

Name    


t 


Address    

Rate    United   States   and    Calgary 
Postoffice,  50c  extra. 
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VERTICAL 
FILING 


OF  LETTERS,  INVOICES,  RE- 
CEIPTS AND  ALL  PAPERS  OF 
VALUE,  is  now  the  acknowledged 
up-to-date  system. 

WE  CARRY  IN  STOCK  filing 
systems  suitable  for  the  HOME, 
TRAVELLER,  THE  SMALL  OF- 
FICE OR  THE  LARGEST  BUSI- 
NESS. 

$1.00  and  upwards. 

See  our  WEIS  Cabinet  for  the 
house  or  private  correspondence. 

GET  OUR  CATALOGUES. 

HEADQUARTERS: 

Sectional  Book  Cases. 
Filing  Systems, 

Card  Indexes, 

Office  Desks, 

Office   Chairs. 

UNDERWOOD  TYPEWRITERS. 

THE  WEBSTER.HANNA  CO. 

426-428-430  Cordova  St.  W., 
VANCOUVER.  B.C. 
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A  Scholarship 

For  the  young   man  or  woman  who 
wants  more  education. 

If  you  are  this  person  and  will  de- 
vote some  of  your  spare  time  to  gain 
it,  we  will  tell  you  how  you  can  earn 
this  scholarship. 

Write  for  particulars  if  interested  to 

BUSINESS  OFFICE, 

Westward  Ho!  Publishing  Co. 


ST.  ANN'S  ACADEMY 


406    Dunsjnuir    St.,    Vancouver,    B.C. 

Boarding  and  day  school,  conductea 
by  the  Sisters  of  St.  Ann.  offering  suit- 
able accommodations,  modern  sanitary 
equipments.  Discipline  mild,  but  firm, 
uniting  a  careful  training  of  manners 
and  character,  with  the  best  intellectual 
and  physical  training. 

Curriculum  —  Primary,  Intermediate 
and  Academic  grades,  together  with 
Music  and  Art  Studies.  A  complete  and 
practical  Commercial  Course  is  also  at- 
tached to  the  establishment. 

For  further  particulars,  apply  to 

SISTER    SUPERIOR. 


HIGHSB  STUDIES,  I.ANGUAGZ:S,  ETC. 

Also  elementary  classes;  careful  pre- 
paration for  a)l  examinations.  Rev.  A. 
St.  John  Mildmay,  M.A.,  Oxford  (late 
Principal  Vernon  College),  1061  Barclay 
St.,  Vancouver,  B.  C. 


Studio  of  Arts  and  Crafls. 

Classes  in  cliina  decoration,  metal 
work,  leather  craft,  and  stencilling.  Full 
stock  of  materials  ker)t.  For  terms 
apply    to — 

MBS.    EI.I.IS 
1056    Georgia    St.,        VAUCOUVEB,    B.C. 


Chesterfield  School 

North  Vancouver,  B.C. 

Residential  and  Day  School  for  Boys. 
Principals— A.  H.  Scriven,  Esq.,  B.A., 
R.  H.  Bates,  Esq.,  B.A. 

Boys  prepared  for  the  Universities 
and  Commerce.  Preparatory  depart- 
ment. Manual  Training,  Gymnastics, 
Military  Drill.  Five  acres  athletic 
field,  covered  play-ground. 
Prospectus  and  terms  on  application. 


Our  Keynote  is 


PRACTICAL 
EXPERIENCE 

May  we  send  you  our  Prospectus? 

Calgary  Business  College 

CAIiGABY,    AI;TA. 


PITMAN'S 

Shorthand  and 
Business  College 

The  oldest,  largest,  and  best  equipped  college  on 
the  Pacific  Coast.  All  commercial  subjects 
taught,  individual  tuition.  Special  attention  given 
to  biickward  students. 

Fees  one  month  |15.00,  three  months  $40.00,  sis 
months  $75.00.    Text  books  free. 
Write  for  prospectus,  sent  free  to  any  address. 
632-634-636  Seymour  Street,  VANCOUVER,  B.C. 
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"BAGLEY  makes  good  RUBBER  STUMPS " 


HOMER  STREET, 


Vancouver,  B.C. 


Trust  It  To  Us— 

We'll  clean  your  fine  waists,  gowns 
or  suits  as  only  experts  can  do  it. 
Our  improved  French  method  does 
not  harm  the  most  delicate  fabrics, 
lace  or  embroidery.  Waists  and 
Gowns    dyed. 

PERTH  STEAM  DYE  WORKS 
562  Seymour  St..  VANCOUVER.  B.C. 


\\/E  are  fully  equipped  for  big 
bii.sitie.'^s,  and  solicit  orders 
for  fresh  meats  from  Contractors, 
Loe:?ing  Camps,  Mills  and  Retail 
Butchers. 

Vancouver=Prince  Rupert 
Meat  Co.,  Ltd. 

Head  Office  and  Cold  Storage  Plant : 

sl'cet  w.^''"'"       Vancouver,  B.  C. 


Wallpaper.   Painting. 

Go  to  Cross  &  Huestls  for  fine  WaU 
Papers.  Burlaps  or  Artistic  Wall  Cover- 
ings. 

Estimates  furnished  for  painting,  kal- 
soming,  and  decorating.  Best  materials 
always  used,  as  we  import  our  own 
leads,  oils,  and   varnishes  from  England. 

Cross  &  Huestis 


437    Homer    St.  Opp.    "World"    Bid?. 

VANCOUVER,   B.C. 
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Brown  Bros.  Co.  Ltd. 

FLORISTS 

f-ruit  Trees.  :^hrub9,   hulbs  and 
FloWtrrinK  Plants 

Wrili-  for  lidHt  C  alal..(.Mi.--ils  fn-e. 

59  Hastings  St.,r:.,  Vancouver,  B.C. 


PATENTS 

I  AND    TRADE    MARKS 

Obtained  in  all  Countrle.s. 

ROWLAND  BRITTAIN. 
Registered  Patent  Attorney  and  Mechani- 
cal  Engineer.     Call  or  write  for  full   infor- 
mation.    Room  .*?.  Fairfield   Blork.  Granville 
Street.    Vanrouvor.    B.C. 


An  Assured  Income  Represents 
Future  Happiness. 

4/iif0 
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WILLIAM  J.   TWISS,  Manager 
V.\N(  orvKK.  M.  c. 
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TOPONTO  ,    MONTREAL, 
WINN  I  PEC  .  VANCOUVER 


VANCOUVER  STORE 

122  HASTINGS  5T.W. 
P.O.BOX  1273. 
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Nicola  Valley  Coal 

THE  BEST  DOMESTIC  AND  STEAM 
COAL  IN  THE  WEST. 


Agencies  at:— 

VANCOUVER,  ASHCROFT,  KAMLOOPS,  REVELSTOKE, 

VERNON  AND  OKANAGAN  POINTS, 

NELSON  AND  KOOTENAY  POINTS. 

Head  Office  :-VANCOUVER,   B.kC. 
Collieries  :-MIDDLESBORO,  B.  C. 

Nicola  Valley  Coal  and  Coke  Co.  Ltd 


Free  for  the  Asking 

"We  will  mail  to  any  LADY  in  Canada  the  Largest,  Smartest  and  most  Exclusive 
range  of  Washable  Shirting  Fabrics,  very  suitable  and  specially  adapted  for  Blouses 
and  Suits. 

We  import  our  Shirtings  from  the  Mills  in  Scotland,  and  our  prices  are  at  least 
one-third  less  than  retail. 

You  will  save  time,  trouble  and  treasure  by  writing  at  once  for  samples. 

THIS  MONTH'S  SPECIALS 

WHITE  MERCERIZED  ZEPHYR  SHIRTINGS,  in  stripes,  figured  and  embroidered 
effects    (10  yds.  sufficient  for  whole  costume);  width  27  inches 15c  a  yard. 

ZEPHYR  SHIRTINGS,  in  white  and  colored  grounds  with  Russian  cords,  stripes  and 
figured   effects   of   every   conceivable  color;  width  32  inches.     Price  35c  to  50c  a  yd. 

BOTANY  TAFFETA  SHIRTINGS,  a  wool  weft  fabric  of  light  weight  and  fine  weave, 
in  every  color  and  tint,  unshrinkable  and  will  wash  like  a  handkerchief;  width 
32   inches Price,   50c  to   60c   a   yd. 

Our  Mail  Order  Department  is  for  your  convenience,  goods  shipped  same  day  as 
ordered  and  GUARANTEED  to  MORE  than  PLEASE  you  or  money  refunded,  and 
all    charges   on   Mail   Orders   PREPAID    to  any  address  in  Canada. 

Write  for  our  extensive  range  of  samples  today  and  save  yourself  shopping 
troubles. 

HARRY  TOLTON,       -       BERLIN.  ONT. 

Shirt-Tailor  and  Importer  of  Woven  Pabrics  of  rare  weave. 
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Palmer  Engines 

The  fuel  bill  of  our 
Fouu-Cycle  Motors  will 
save  you  one-half  the  cost 

of  motor  in  one  season. 

We  carry  a  large  stock 
on  hand,  also  engine  fitt- 
ings, shafting,  propellers, 
reverse  gears,  whistle  out- 
fits, and  electric  equipment. 

Palmer  Bros. 

28  PowF.Li.  Street, 
Vanxolver.  B.C. 

V.  M.  Dafoe,  Western  Canadian  Representative. 
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Gasoline  Engine  Supplies 

Promptly  shipped  by  Mail  or  Express.     A  full  stock  on  hand. 


Our  Tye  A  Launch 

We  manufacture  Launches  to  suit  you. 

We  provide  and  install  Gasoline  Engines  that  will  serve  you  faithfully. 
We  guarantee  cur  goods,  and  our  customers  will  tell  you  that  our  guarantee 
is  vi'orth  something. 

A  choice  of  reliable  engines  is  yours: 

UNION,   REGAL,   ERD,  TUTTLE  and   LOZIER 

THE  HINTOX  ELECTRie  G©.,    YieT©RIfl,  B.  6. 


Address  Launch  Department. 


♦,«♦,♦♦.♦•,•♦.♦♦.♦♦.♦♦♦♦,♦♦,»•.♦♦,♦♦.♦♦,« 


WHAT 


I.ANOIiZ:V    &    WIZ.I.IAMS,    Fender    St. 


Marine  Motors 
Mean  to  You 

More  Speed.    More  Control. 
Higher  Efficiency. 
Greater  Economy. 
More  Satisfaction. 

Two  and  Four  Cycle  Types  fitted 
with  Make  and  Break  or  Jump 
Spark  Ignition. 


Manufactured  by 

HUTCHISON  BROS.  &  CO. 
LIMITED 

ENGINEERS  AND    FOUNDERS 

VICTORIA,  B.  C. 

Vancouver  Agents, 
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6  h.p.  slow  speed  viilvclcss  heavy  duty  engine,  make  and  break  itrnition.  for  open  ti"liintr  boat". 
Our  1909  models  of 

FAIRBANKS-MORSE 
MARINE    ENGINES 

APPROACH    PERFECTION   AS  NEAR  AS    IS  POSSIBLE  WITH 
HUMAN  SKILL  AND  BEST  MATERIALS 

All   cylinders  are  ground  like  glass  by   latest   process. 
All  bearings  are  babbitted  and  renewable. 
All  have  double  and  positive  system  of  lubrication. 
We  furnish  either  Jump,  or   Make  and   Break   ignition. 
We  use   the   famous   Schebler   carburrctter. 

We  make  a  special  simple  slow  .speed,  moderate  p'icc  engine  for  tishing  boats. 
We  install  the  engines  if  wantc<l— and  look  after  tliem. 

We  guarantee  every  engine  and   OUR   giiarantie  is  worth   sumething  to  you. 
Ask  for  Catalog  or  see  our  display. 

CANADIAN  FAIRBANKS  CO.,  Ltd. 


101-3  WATER   STREET.   VANCOUVER.   B.C. 
MONTREAL.  TORONTO.  ST.    JOHN.  WINNIPEG.  CALGARY. 
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S450.00  READY  FOR  SEA 

This  is  one  of  our  22-ft.  family  launches,  equipped  with  one  of  our  5  H.P.  engines. 

She  is   comfortable  and  will   carry    8  to  10  people  nicely. 
She  is   a   good   sea   tooat  and   we  guarantee  a  speed  of  9  miles  an  hour.     Finish  the 
hest  throughout  with  solid  brass  rudder  and  shoe.     VTe  make  small  sizes  too,  and  also 
large   launches   of   every   description. 

We      are      the      only       firm      in      British     Columbia   manufacturing    Engines    and 
Launches  complete.     We  can  give  you    the  best  value  and  we  guarantee  you  results. 

EASTHOPE     BROS. 

Manufacturers    of    Marine    G-asoline    Engines.  Builders   Complete  Iiaunches. 
Office   and   Factory:    1705   GEORGIA   STREET,              -              -                VANCOUVER,  B.C. 

Double   Cylinder. 


WHY 


■•     with  cheap  gasoline  engines    when  a  f e  w 
more  dollars  will  procure  a  good  one  ? 

THE  ADAMS 

is  a  good  machine  that  will  do  its  work  prop 
erly  under  sU  weather  conditions. 

We  court  youi-  investigation. 

A    postal  card  will  bring  you  our  catalog. 

Write  for  it. 


The  Adams  Launch  and  Engine 
Mfg.  Company 


108  Water  Street 


Vancouver,  B.  C. 
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NORRIS  SAFE  AND 
LOCK  CO. 

ffirc  an6  Wurolac  proof 

Safes 

IDault  Doors,  TTimc  Xocfts, 

3Banh  an& 

Safe  Deposit  IDaults, 

^ail  au&  prison  THUorft. 


WESTWARD  no:  ma(;azixe 

Something 
New  in 
Motor  Boats 


316  Cordova  Street  West,  (5j 

VANCOUVER,  B.  C. 


R.   A   .OSWALD, 


WIL50H5II1VALID5  PORJ 


(a   a  Qu  na  du  Perou 


Pays  daily  dividends 
in  healtii,  strength  and 
vigor,  by  increasing 
appetite,  helping  di- 
gestion, and  mildly 
toning  the  entire 
system 


A  healthy  Stimulant 
An  Invigorating  Drink 
A  Delightful  Appetizer 

Big  Bottle 

All  Druggists 

Everywhere 


:4-:ooK)iac!coc<c40ic<QiCM.t.iv<:i  a  aj  jaj 
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The  average   man,  buying  a  motor 
boat  at  a  reasonable  price,  wants  four    - 
things: —  safety  —  comfort —  freedom    I 
from  trouble — speed. 

As  to  the  last  of  the  four,  don't  ; 
fool  yourself — or  let  others  fool  you.  - 
If  you  are  jollying  yourself  with  the  ■ 
idea  that  you  don't  want  speed,  you  ] 
have  had  mighty  little  experience  in 
the  great  joy  of  motor  boating. 

You  can't  get  a  35-miler  and  have 
comfort,  but  on  the  other  hand  don't 
be  satisfied  with  a  tub.  You  would 
rather  ride  at  11  or  15  or  20  miles  per 
hour  than  to  drift  cdong  at  six. 

We  have  the  designs  and  the  plant, 
and  are  turning  out  something  dif- 
ferent from  the  ordinary  launch — dif- 
ferent in  design — different  in  con- 
struction— different  in  arrangement — 
:  embodying  the  latest  ideas  shown  at 
;  this  year's  Chicago  and  New  York 
shows. 

Such  are  "KOOTENAY  FLYERS,  ' 
making  from  9  to  28  miles  per  60 
minutes,  depending  on  size  and  power. 

These  boats  are  not  mere  racing 
machines  either  —  heavy,  well  con- 
structed hulls  —  strong,  substantial 
power  plants — every  inch  of  material 
the  best  the  market  affords. 

And  prices  no  more  than  ordinary 
launches. 


Send  for  plans  and  descriptions.  4. 

The  Kootenay  Motor 
Boat  Company,  Ltd. 

NELSON,  B.  C. 
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Inyestments&Securities 

c/^  Lands,Bonds,5tocks,Etc.6v> 


THE  SOUTH-WEST  ALBERTA  LAND  CO.,  Limited 

(INCORPORATED   IN   PROVINCE   OF   ALBERTA), 

Invests  funds  on  first  mortgages  on  Albertan  Wheat  Farms  at  Eight  to  Ten  per  Cent: 
per  annum.  The  Large  margins  and  the  upward  trend  of  values  make  these  lands  the 
best  secured  investments  at  the  highest  interest  for  both   home  and  British  Capital. 

ARTHUR  C.  KEMMIS,  PINCHER  CREEK,  ALBERTA,  CAN. 

Refer  to  UNION  BANK  OF  CANADA.  Solicitor  for  S.  W.  Alberta  Land  Co.,  Ltd. 


HAROLD    MAYNE    DALY 

MEMBER  VANCOUVER  STOCK  EXCHANGE 

STOCKS,  LOANS  AND  INSURANCE 

103  Crown  Building  615  Pender  St.,  VANCOUVER,  B.  C. 


MONEY  J0HN  J.  BANFIELO  estd 

TO                                         REAL  ESTATE,  IK 

LOHN                        INSURANCE,    INVESTMENTS.  |§^| 

607  Hastings  St.  W.,  Vancouver,  B.C. 


Yorkshire  Guarantee  & 
Securities   Corporation, 

Limited,  of  Huddersfield,  England 

CAPITAL        -        -        -        $2,500,000. 

MORTGAGES     ON     REAL     PROPERTY 

MUNICIPAL     BONDS     BOUGHT     AND     SOLD 

ESTATES  MANAGED,  FINANCIAL  AGENTS. 

Vacant    and    Improved    Properties    for    Sale    in    Vancouver,    North    Vancouver, 
Victoria,  and  New  Westminster 

Also  SUBURBAN  AND  FARM  LANDS  in  Lower  Fraser  Valley. 

General  Agents  in  B.  C.  for 

YORKSHIRE    FIRE    AND     LIFE    INSURANCE    COMPANY,     LIMITED, 

OF  YORK,  ENGLAND   (Established  1824,  Assets  $10,000,000). 

R.  KERR  HOULGATE,  Manager 

440  SEYMOUR  STREET  ....  VANCOUVER,  B.C. 
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A  Choice 
Investment 


12  Per  Cent 

DIVIDENDS    LAST    YEAR. 
The   stock   of   the 
PBXTDENTIAi;    INVESTMENT 

coMFAinr,  i.imiti:d, 

is    now    offered    to    tlie    public    on    easy- 
terms  of  payment. 

Subscribed  Capital    $155,000.00 

Paid-up    Capital     68,000.00 

Reserve   and  Surplus    $        9,246.67 

TKOS.    T.    I.ANai.OIS, 

President   and   Managrer. 

JAS.   BAMSA7, 

Vice-President. 

Office:    Cor.   Pender   and   Homer   Streets, 
VANCOTTVEB,   B.C. 

Write   for   literature. 


Uncultivated  Land ; 
Cultivated  Land  I 


$16 
The  Acre 

$30 
The  Acre 


These  prices  still  hold  good  for 
what  little  land  that  we  have  left  in 
the   famous 

NECHACO  VALLEY. 

We  offer  you  a  perfect  investment. 
You  should  make  lOo  per  cent,  on 
your  investment — we  guarantee  24 
per  cent. 

Write  us  today. 


Appleton  Investment  Corp.   Ltd. 


WHITE    BI.DO.,    SEATTLE, 


FAIBFIEI.D   BZ.DO.,   VANCOUVEB,  B.C. 
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Fishing 
Tackle 


Before  selecting  your  fishing  outfit 
for  this  season  inspect  our  complete 
stock  of  Mallock  Reels.  English  and 
American  jointed  rods,  steel,  split 
bamboo,    greenheart. 


Complete  line  of  flies. 
We  carry  the  very  highest  grade  fishing  lines,  in  silk,  linen  and  cotton. 
Landing  nets,   gaffs  and   fish   baskets. 

J.  A    FLETT,  LTD.,   Ill  Hastings  St.,  Vancouver,  B.C. 


««•»«•: 


ADVERTISING  SECTION,  WESTWARD  HO!   MAGAZINE 


Are  You  Looking  for  a  Business  Opening  or  a 
Safe    Investment  ? 

THE  BULKLEY   VALLEY,  B.  C. 


with  its  vast  area  of  ricfi  agricultural  lands,  coal  fields,  and  adjacent 
mountain  ranges,  rich  with  precious  metals,  such  as  gold,  silver, 
copper,  lead,  etc.,  offers  most  unusual  opportunities  for  those  look- 
ing for  favorable  business  openings  and  investments. 

With  the  certain  construction  of  the  MAIN  LINE  of  the 
GRAND  TRUNK  PACIFIC  RAILWAY  through  this  valley,  it  is 
bound  to  become  one  of  the  richest  agricultural  and  mining  dis- 
tricts in  the  world,  and  its  development,  now  that  ample  transpor- 
tation facilities  are  assured  for  the  near  future,  will  be  marvel- 
lously rapid. 

IF  YOU  ARE  INTERESTED  IN  THIS  NEW  COUNTRY,  send 
me  a  postal  with  your  name  and  address,  and  I  will  send  you  full 
particulars  concerning  BULKLEY  VALLEY  LANDS  and 

TELK  W A 

The  Commercial  Centre  of  the  Bulkley  Valley. 

This  town  is  located  in  the  very  heart  of  the  BULKLEY  VAL- 
LEY, at  the  confluence  of  the  Bulkley  and  Telkwa  Rivers.  It  is 
now  the  distributing  point  for  the  Bulkley  and  Telkwa  Valleys  and 
is  destined  to  be  one  of  the  most  important  cities  in  Northern 
British  Columbia. 

To  those  de<iiring  to  purchase  property  in  TELKWA  with  the 
intention  of  entering  business  and  living  there,  special  induce- 
ments will  be  offered. 

J.  L.  FOREPAUQH,  Agent 

Jones  Block,  407  Hastings  St.,   Vancouver,  B.  C. 


ADVEKTISIXG   SECTION.    WKSTWAIM)    IK)!    MACA/IXE 


i:VER   YOUNG   AND   EVER    I- AIR. 


The  preservation  of  female  Ijeauty  and 
•>  enchantments  by  the  use  of  harmless 
'smetics,  are  duties  the  ladies  owe  to 
ihemselves,  and  to  those  who  value  their 
moral  qualities.  Unfortunately  unprin- 
cipled parties  too  frequently  take  advant- 
age of  the  natural  desire  to  be  ever  young 
and  ever  fair,  and  palm  upon  the  market 
'Icleterious  acid  and  mineral  poisons 
which  impart  a  momentary  lustre  at  the 
risk  of  future  sallowness  and  ruined 
health.  In  the  Oriental  Cream,  pre- 
pared by  Dr.  T.  Felix  Gouraud,  of  New 
\  ork  City,  the  ladies  have  a  harmless 
preparation  for  preserving  the  delicacy 
of  the  complexion,  and  obliterating 
blemishes,  which  has  become  the  favorite 
loilet  article  of  the  leading  professional 
artists,  who  owe  so  much  of  their  popu- 
larity to  their  personal  charms.  Scarcely 
a  star  dressing  room  in  opera  or  theatre 
throughout  our  land  is  without  the 
<  )riental  Cream.  It  stands  to-day  the 
most  harmless  and  perfect  beautifier 
known. 


IHll  I'RINCII  RLI'HRTRIiAl 
COM>\r:RCIAL  COMPANN, 


IN  & 

TI). 


is  orgaiii/td  fur  tl)c  purpose  of  buying 
for  its  stockholders  Prince  Rupert 
real  estate  when  it  is  put  on  the  mar- 
ket, and  affords  to  the  investing  public 
a  medium  throusli  which  to  make 
Prince    Rupert   investments. 

Autliorized  capital  $400,000. 

For  Prospectus  aufl  particulars  of 
plan    address 


HARRY  A.  JOHNSTON  CO.. 

430  Richard  St.. 
VANCOUVER.  B.  C. 


Valuable   Stallion   Died   Trom    Innamma- 
tion     of      Bowels — Sick      laess      tlian 
Twenty-four  Hours. 
To  Whom  It  May  Concern: — 

This  is  to  1  .Tlify  ili.it  on  February 
10th.  i:«o:i,  .Hir  <;i.v(iL's.lale  stallion 
"Chartestielil  Chief,"  wa.s  .sick  with  in- 
flammation of  the  bowl.s,  and  died  about 
ten  o'clock  the  next  day. 

Tluit  we  carried  a  policy  of  insurance 
nil  liiiii  with  The  British  American  Uve 
Stock  Association,  Iilmited,  of  Vancou- 
ver,   B.C. 

That  our  •■proof  of  Lus.s'  was  com- 
pleted and  niailed  to  them  on  February 
19th.  and  that  we  liave  thi-s  day  received 
their  cheque,  dated  February  23rd,  for 
One  Thousand  Dollars,  the  full  amount 
of  our  claim. 

(Sgd.)  WM.  A.  &  H.  C.  OTT. 

Dated  at  Lethbridge,  Alta..  .5th  of 
March,    1909. 


:-:*:':*:-:*:-^:-:^:-^:-:^K*:-r7K«K^:' 
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Fruit,  Farm  and 
Ranch  Lands. 


ik 


In  the  Southern  Interior  of  British  Columbia.  The  Kamloops  district  stands 
unrivalled  for  Climate,  Soil,  Water  and  Transportation  facilities.  I  have  for 
Exclusive  Sale  acreage  in  small  and  large  lots,  suitable  for  settlers  and  investors, 
and  back  by  24  years  of  practical  experience  in  the  district  can  advise  you  of  the 
best  opportunities  to  engage  in  poultry  raising,  fruit  growing,  mixed  farming 
and  ranching. 

W.  U.  HOMFRA  V 


P.   O.  Box  235 


KAMLOOPS,  B.  C. 


imi^ij^ii^ii^ii^^ims^'ii^:^^^^ 
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Western  Opportunities==Timber. 

Have  for  sale  one  to  loo  sections  of  640  acres — Pine,  Spruce,  Fir  and  Cedar — 
along  Fraser  or  Columbia  Rivers.     Write  Free  Information  Bureau. 

E.  AUGUST  BRADLEY 


p.  O.  Box  198 


BRITISH  COLUMBIA 

FRUIT  FARMS 

in  the  Glorious  Kootenay. 


I  have  for  sale  5,  10  and  20-acre  fruit  plots,  cleared  and  uncleared  and 
in  fruit.  Write  for  illustrated  literature,  maps  and  prices — sent  free  on 
request. 


S.  M.  BRYDGES, 

Imperial  Bank  Block, 

Nelson,  B.  C, 

Canada. 


S.  M.  BRYDGES, 

Effingham   House, 

Arundel  St.,  Strand, 

London,  W.C.,  England. 


PHONE 
1370 


cotvt>er, 

on<f  ^ELECTROnrPER. 


Incorporated  with  tlie  Vancouver  Photo  Engraving  Co. 


53  Granville  St.,  va  -    '  ■'    ER. 


PERPETUAL 

IN/<U>ME 


f^ 


fll'^iXi-^ 


//V 


$1,000 

A  YEAR 

As  Long  as  You 
Live 

SECURED     BY     SMAI.I.     MONTHLY 
PAYMENTS 

The  less  money  you  have,  the  grreater 
the    need    to    place    It    where    it    win 
work   hard  and  fast  for  you 

Fill  Out  and  Return   Coupon  Just  Now 


Do  you  want  an  income  of  from  $100.00  t(.  ?500  a  yeiir  for  life,  if  mi.  r.tiirii 
this  coupon  promptly.  You  take  absolutely  no  risk  of  any  kind.  If  upon  .-xam 
ination  you  are  not  thoroughly  convinced  that  this  is  one  of  the  OBEATEST 
OFFOBTUNITIES  of  your  life  to  secure  a  steady,  permanent  Income,  a.s  lonK 
a.s  yon  li\e,  you  are  under  no  obligation.  Our  first  Hcnii-aiinual  diviiii-nd  »a«  imid  Jan 
uary  1.').  I'.Mi'i,  aiiiounung  (o  21  per  cent,  per  annum.    As  the  bu.'iinc.>*s  >rni\v>  ilii-  dividi-iids  will 


Post  Office 

Province     

Please   reserve   for   me    Life-Income   Investment    Bonds 

(value  $100.00  each).  Send  £ull  Information.  If  I  am  convinced  thai  your  en 
terprise  is  one  of  the  Soundest  character,  and  will  prove  Enormonily  profit 
able,  I  will  pay  for  the  same  at  the  rate  of  $5.00  cash  and  $5.00  per  montl, 
on    eacli    $100.00    Bond    until    fully    paid.      No   more   than    l*^      Bonds   reserved   for 


any   one   per.son. 

THE  UNITED 


SECURITIES  COMPANY 


[63   EMPIRE  BUILDING.   SEATTLE,  WASHINGTON. 
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NEW  WESTMINSTER 


NEW  WESTMINSTER  is  the  centre  of  the  agriculture,  fishing,  and  lumber- 
ing industries  of  the  Fraser  Valley,  British  Columbia. 

NEW  WESTMINSTER  is  the  meeting  point  of  two  great  transcontinental 
railways — the  Canadian  Pacific  and  the  Great  Northern,  while  the  V.  V.  &  E. 
railway  now  under  construction  will  shortly  become  a  feeder  to  the  city's  trade 
and  industry.  A  network  of  inter-urban  electric  railways  connecting  with 
Vancouver,  Eburne,  Steveston,  Cloverdale  and  Chilliwack  are  so  laid  out  as  to 
converge  at  New  Westminster,  adding  considerably  to  the  commercial  prosperity 
of  the  city. 

NEW  WESTMINSTER  is  the  only  fresh  water  port  on  the  British  Pacific. 
Over  1,200  deep-sea  and  coasting  vessels  visited  the  port  last  year,  and  the 
Dominion  Government  has  just  decided  upon  plans  for  a  deep  water  channel  to 
enable  the  largest  ocean  going  steamers  to  navigate  the  river  at  all  stages  of  the 
tide.  The  G.  N.  railway,  Gulf-Car-Ferry  and  the  C.  P.  N.  Co."s  steamers  and 
passenger  vessels,  and  tugs  of  other  companies  make  the  "Royal  City"  their 
home  port. 


WHITE,  SHILES  &  CO. 

Fire  Insurance 
Real  Estate  and   Financial    Agents 


The  B.  C.  MILLS,  TIMBER 
AND  TRADING  CO. 

(Royal  City   Planing    Mills  Branch) 

Manufacturers  of  Doors,  Windows,  Fish  and 
Fruit  Boxes  and  all  Descriptions  of  Interior 

Finishings. 


Westminster  Iron  Works 

JOHN  REIU.  Proprietor 

Manufacturers  of  Wrought  Iron  Gates,  Fences 

Ornamental  Iron  Work,  Fire  Escapes, 

and  Iron  Stairs. 

OFFICE  AND  WORKS,  i«TH   STREET. 


Dominion  Trust  Co.,  Ltd. 

Real  Estate,  Insurance  and 
Financial  Brokers. 

FARM  AND  FRUIT  LANDS  A  SPECIALTY. 
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THE   ROYAL  CITY 


NEW  WESTMINSTER  is  tlic  Government  seat  for  the  Dunumon  i^ublic 
Works,  jail  and  asylum  as  well  as  the  Fisheries,  Land  and  Timber  aRencies, 
while  the  city  is  also  the  headquarters  of  the  Provincial  Government  Agent. 

NEW  WESTMINSTER  is  pre-eminently  the  home  of  industries— for  Iron 
Works,  Feed  Mills,  Fruit  and  Fish  Canneries,  Cigar  Factories,  Glass  Works, 
Lumber  Mills,  Tanneries,  Ship  Yards  and  Can  Factories. 

NEW  WESTMINSTER  boasts  ot  14  Churches,  2  Colleges,  4  Banks.  3 
Hospitals,  as  well  as  High  and  Graded  Schools  and  a  Public  Library.  There 
are  two  papers  published  daily  in  the  city. 

The  assessed  value  of  realty  is  estimated  at  $5,500,000  and  personal  property 
conservatively,  at  $1,000,000 

NEW  WESTMINSTER,  on  account  of  the  steady  growth  and  development 
of  the  resources  of  the  surrounding  territory  offers  desirable  openings  in  many 
manufacturing,  wholesale,  retail  and  professional  lines,  among  whirli  might  be 
mentioned  Wholesale  Grocery,  Woollen  Mills,  Furniture  Factories,  Potato. 
Starch  and  Beet-Sugar  Works,  a  Hemp  Factory,  Fruit  Canneries,  as  well  as  a 
plant  for  condensing  milk.  The  city  also  offers  advantageous  inducements  for 
the  location  of  new  industries.  Electric  power  and  light  are  cheap  and  t!ic 
supply  is  practically  unlimited.  For  further  information  write  to  any  New 
Westminster  advertiser  on  these  two  pages  who  will  cheerfully  supply  same. 


HALE  BROS.  &  CO.,  LTD. 

SPECIALIZE  IN 

S=ACRE  FRUIT  PLOTS 

Box  100  New  Westminster,  B.  C. 


Ihe  Settlers'  Association 
of  B.  C. 

Real    Estate,   Financial   &    Customs   Brokeri 
Auctioneers 

Opposite  Windsor    Hutel. 
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CAPITAL 

$2,000,000 


SUBSCRIBED 
CAPITAL 
5505.000 


PAID  VP 
CAPITAL 
5120.000 


~ 


^^ 


^i^ 


RESERVE 
$  160.000 


^ 


Safety  ^Deposit  Daults 


There  is  no  good  crying  over  spilt  milk.  It  is 
little  use  locking  the  stable  after  the  liorse  is 
stolen.  An  ounce  of  prevention  is  w-orth  a  pound 
of  cure. 

Our  burglar  and  fireproof  vaults  are  the  place 
to  keep  your  personal  valuables,  will,  deeds, 
mortgages,  life  and  fire  insurance  policies,  agree- 
ments and  other  important  documents.  A  safety 
deposit  box  with  sufficient  accommodation  for  ail 
reasonable  requirements  costs  from  $5.00  to  $10.00 
per  year  rent.  It  is  almost  as  important  that  all 
your  important  documents  should  be  in  one  place 
and  accessible  as  that  they  should  be  secure. 
You  combine  both  conditions  by  renting  a  deposit 
vault  box. 

Jfire  Jnsuiance 

There  is  little  need  of  urging  the  necessity  or 
protection  against  fire  in  this  country  of  wooden 
buildings.  What  condition  would  you  find  your- 
self in  in  case  you  were  burned  out  tomorrow?^ 
.•\sk  yourself  the  question  and  answer  it  fairly. 
It  IS  a  matter  of  the  greatest  importance  to  you. 

We  insure  buildings  of  all  kinds,  contents  of 
buildings,  plate  glass,  also  revenue  from  build- 
ings. Our  companies  are  unquestionable  so  far 
as  security  is  concerned.  You  get  the  protection 
you  pay  for.  If  you  are  putting  on  further  insur- 
ance, or  have  your  buildings  or  their  contents 
unprotected  call  or  drop  us  a  line  and  we  v/ill 
be  pleased  to  explain  our  position  on  the  insur- 
ance question,  and  to  quote  you  the  most 
lavorable   rates. 


TO  A 


MMJ.. 


7^^ 


DO/MNION  TRUST  COAPAW 

MEAD  OFFICE  MA6TIH05  51 W, VANCOUVER,  B.C. 

y  off/cE  yy£ry}yfjrM/r//J7'£/?  B.C. 
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"THE  TEST  OF  TIME" 


The 


OSTERMOOR 
MATTRESS 


Don't  think  that  Ostermoor  Mattresses  are  solely 
for  the  wealthy.  It  is  true  that  thousands  of  our 
wealthiest  Canadians  and  scores  of  our  best  Hotels 
and  Steamships  will  have  nothing  else,  because  they 
are  the  most  LUXURIOUS  and  the  most 
SANITARY  Mattress  made  at  any  price. 

But  they  are  also  the  CHEAPEST,  because  they 
are  an  actual  investment,  even  for  the  wage-earner, 
as  they  last  a  lifetime  and  never  cost  a  cent  for 
making  over.  A  $15.00  Ostermoor  Mattress  at  a 
cent  per  day  would  mean  less  than  three  years' 
service,  but  the  Ostermoor  Mattress  is  good  for 
fifty  years  of  SOLID  COMFORT  and  CLEANLI- 
NESS. 


Don't  be  satisfied  with  the  "just  as  good"  kind,  when  you  can  have  the 
"guaranteed"  kind  for  the  same  money.  The  genuine  Ostermoor  Mattress  has  a 
red  and  black  label  sewn  into  the  end  band,  with  the  name  "Ostermoor"  across 
it;    insist  on  seeing  this  before  you  buy. 

Write  us  for  catalogue  and  recommendations  of  well-known  people  who  know 
the  Ostermoor  Mattress — some  of  them  for  over  fifty  years. 

For  sale  by  one  dealer  in  every  good-sized  town  in  Canada,  or  direct. 


STAKDARS       SIZES 
PRICES: 

4  ft.  6  in.  wide,  4.5  n>i<.. 
4  ft.  0  in.  wide.  40  11. .s.. 
3  ft.  6  in.  wide,  35  lbs.. 
3  ft,  0  in.  wide,  30  lbs.. 
2  ft.   6  in.   wide,    25    lbs.. 

All    6    ft.    3    in.    long. 
Made   in    two   parts.    50c   extra. 

Transportation   paid. 


AND 

$15.00 
14.00 
12.50 
11.00 
9.50 


THE  ALASKA  FEATHER 
&  DOWN  CO.,  LIMITED 


MONTREAL 


orm 
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READ 

EMPIRE 

DEFENCE 

HON. 
C.  H.  MACKINTOSH 

IN  THIS  NUMBER 


PUBLISHED  BY  THE  WESTWARD  HO  PUBLISHING  CO.,  Limited 
AT  VANCOUVER,  B.  C,  FOR  10  CENTS  PER  COPY 


MAY 

WEDDING 

GIFTS 

We  cannot  recommend  to  wedding  present  buyers  a  more  useful  gift  than  our 
Queen  Anne  silverware.  We  make  it,  and  price  it  as  a  leader.  Each  piece  is 
heavy  in  weight,  beautiful  in  shape  and  of  the  best  workmanship. 

Kettle    $80.00  Our   catalogue   and   store    are   filled 

Coffee  Pot    40.00  with  desirable  wedding  gifts — articles 

Tea  Pot    30.00  to  please    every  bride,   and   the   price 

Sugar   11.00  question    of    the    buyer.      Remember. 

Cream      9.00  goods  bought  from   Birks  are   of  the 

first    quality.     It    is   worth    while    be- 
Complete                               $170.00  ing  represented  by  an  article  of.  such 

Without  kettle    90.00  quality  that  years  later  the  possessor 

Without  kettle  and  Coffee  Pot.      50.00  will  be  proud  of  your  gift. 

Our  beautiful   catalogue   is   mailed   free   upon   request. 

Henry  Birks  &  Sons,  Limited 

The  Jewellery  Mail  Order  House 

Geo.  E.  Trorey,  Man.  Dir.  VANCOUVER,  B.C. 
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TWO 

SPECIAL  NUMBERS 

FROM  DRYSDALE'S 

OF  INTEREST 

TO  THE  MOTHERS. 


The  following  two  excellent  lines  have  been  chosen  from  our  stocks,  on 
account  of  their  truly  extraordinary  values.  These  (should  they  interest 
you)  are  worth  your  while  to  investigate,  either  personally  or  through  our 
Mail  Order  Department.  Our  reputation  for  quality  goods  at  the  least 
possible  cost  is  clearly  demonstrated  by  the  following  two  numbers: — 

Children's  Spring  and  Summer  Dresses. 

Of  excellent  quality  print  or  gingham,  in  neat  check  or  stripe  effects,  made 
in  attractive  Buster  Brown  style,  with  round  yoke,  cuffs  and  belt  o." 
white  duck,  age  2  to  6  years,  very  special  values  at  75c  each. 

Children's  Rompers  or  Play  Suits. 

An  ideal  garment  that   every  child  from   i   to  6  years   of  age   should  have. 

A  great  saving  of  dresses.    These  play  suits  are  made  from  fine  quality 

Amoskeag  Ginghams,  in  fast  colors.    Worth  regular  85c.    Our  price  50c 
each. 


ALL  MAIL   ORDERS   PROMPTLY   AND   CAREFULLY   ATTENDED 
TO.     WHEN  WRITING  KINDLY  MENTION  THIS  MAGAZINE. 


Gordon  Drysdale,  Ltd. 


575  Granville  Street  VANCOUVER,  B.  C. 


J 


WriEREI 
TO  STAYi ' 


0SEE^|?.J!?»t| 


ROOMS  IN 
SUITES 


J.  C.Green  ,  prop 
GOLDEN.  B.C. 


Rates  $2  a  day  and  up. 

The 

King  Edward 

Hotel 


BEIiI.  85  MURBAV,  Proprietors. 
ENDERBY,    B.C. 


Newly  Built  and  Furnished. 
Rates  $2  per  day. 


Big'  Game  Sbootiug-.       Excellent  Fishlnir- 
A  Tourist's  Paradise. 


WOfiTONl^  HOTEL 


lifliMin^lillJIiJ    iinlHKMiiii 

1 5  Sfli  ""."!»»!!!!"■ 


A.  8.  NOETON.  Manager 


PORTLAND 
OREGON 

Modern  Comfort 

aiOUKKATE  PlilOES 

ONLY  ROOF 
GARDEN  IN 
PORTLAND 

ThcVouristhe.i''- 

(lunrlcrs  of 
Columljja    Vallc 
EntittKe  rooms  early 


Hotel  loEfll  Boyal 

BANFF,  ALTA. 

Electric   Lighted 
Steam   Heated 
Hot   and   Cold   Water 
Private    Baths 

Centre  of  the  National  Park. 
Rates   $2.50   per   day  and   up. 

D.  McDOUGALL        -  Proprietor 


ADVEirnslXd    SECTION,    WESTWARD    HO!    MAGAZINE 


Hotel  Winters 

Abbott  Street,     =    Vancouver,  B.  C. 


Hotel  Du/iSMum. 


TlK'   Ix-st    K;imily   and    Tourist   Hotel 
the  lieart  of  the  business  section. 
Send    for   illustrated    booklet. 

AMERICAN   FLAW,   $2.00   UP. 


E.    E.    KIKCHNEB,    Managrer. 

Hotel    Bus   meets  all    trains   and  boats. 


^"^""^■HVTVPV^&'^^BSSBl 

1 

WfT^     P    HOTEL  DOMINIO^'y*^';^ 
^    ^^      FREE    AUTO    |     f^ 

1 

Is 

■  o 

lia 
w 

Hotel  Dominion 

the   recognized    headquarters    in    Van 
uver,     B.C.,     for      visitors      from      tli 
airie  Provinces.     On  arrival  take  you 
SS^ge    to    the    large    Brown    Auto    Bu 
lich  carries  you  to  the  hotel   free. 

Bates — American,  $1.50  to  S2.00. 

European,   50c   and    up. 

3 

r 

A 

P.  BAYNES,   Proprietor. 
3bott   Street        -        VANCOUVEE,    B.C 

BADMINTON  HOTEL 

of  VANCOUVtk,  B.  C. 
The  Leading  Tourist  and  Family  Hotel 

Rates  $3.00  and  $2.50  per  day. 
Special    Kate.s   by   the  Week. 


Free  Bus  meets  all  trains  and  boats. 
GK.nltijK   K.   Putin.  Manntfor. 
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^6EQRe£  Hotel  i  \ 


The  '■*- 
Traveller^) 
Home   -  -      I 


A  J  h  K:cri 


Your  impressions  of  Vancouver— the  "Sunset  City'*— will  be 
made  all  the  more  lasting  by  seeing  the  City  and  Magnificent 
Stanley  Park  in  one  of  our  comfortable  Hacks,  Broughams, 
Victor  as,  Surreys  or  Carriages. 

STANLEY     PARK    STABLES 
niex.  Mitchell,  Mgr.  VaiVeOUYER,  B.   6. 


When  in 
The  Royal  City 


THE  WINDSOR  HOTEL 

(Next  to  the  Train  Oflice.) 
P.  O.  BZX.OOEAIT,  Proprietor. 


American     Plan 
European    Plan 


.$1.25  to  $2.00 
.     50c  to  $1.00 


NEW  WESTMINSTER,  B.  C. 


t'J    Cafe  Unsurpassed  Every  Attention 

7^         for  the  Menn  Shown  Guests 


* 


Poodle  Dog  Hotel 

EUROPEAN  PLAN 


^  Rooms  can  be  had  by  the  day,  week  or  month 

J^  at  reasonable  rates. 

P  A.  COOPEMAN,  Proprietor 

J  Yates  Street,            =            VICTORIA,   B.  C. 
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\m  CM  AsIlPI 
AM)  SCENIC 
RESORT    OF. 
THE  PACIFIC 
VEST 

OPEN      ALL      THE       YEAP^. 
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Write  for  Ulngtrated  booklet  and  rates. 


Visitors  to  Chilliwack 

Should  Make  This  Hotel  Their 
Headquarters. 


Bates  $2.00  to  92.50. 

Hot     Water     Heating,     Electric     Lights, 
Baths,    Private    Bus. 

B.  B.  Md^ENKAN,  -  Proprietor 

CHII.I.IWACX,    B.C. 


THE  GLUHIUUS  KOOTENAY 

TROUT  AND  SALMON 

BEAk,  SHEEP  AND  (iOAT 

CARIBOU.  Etc. 

If  yon   wish  lu  have  ikti    DiitiiiK    iiiiiid    ihi- 

(Incxt  .Kconery  iiixl    iirrouiidiiiKX  hi 

A  HUT  ca.  apply  for  piirticulare 

to 

QEO.   P.  WELLS 

I'ropriclor 

THE   HUME    HOTEL 

^    NELSON,  B.  C.    ^ 
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"Twelve  Stories  of 
Solid  Comfort" 

Buiiding,  concrete, 
t;teel  and  marble. 

Located,  most  fash- 
ionable shopping 
district. 

210  rooms,  13  5  baths. 

Library    and    bound 
magazines  in  read- 
ing rooms  for 
guests. 

Most  refined  hostelry 
in  Seattle. 

Absolutely  fireproof. 
Rates,  &1.00  ap     English  Grill. 


Canadians  Visiting 
Seattle  Should  Make 
Their  Headquarters  at  the 

HOTEL 
WASHINGTON 

ANNEX 


European  and  American  Flans. 
Al>solutely    Fireproof. 


Iiocated  Within  One  Block  of  Sboppingr 
District. 


New — Constructed   in    1907. 


Eleg-antly  Furnished,  Every  Modern 
Convenience. 


Adjoining-   Suites   for  Farties   Travellinflr 
Tog- ether. 


Sining--Rooui  Service  Ferfect. 
Music   Every  Evening*. 


ARE  YOU  GOING  TO  PRINCE  RUPERT 


Then  travel   on   the 


"RUPERT  CITY" 

The  largest  and  best  appointed  steamer  on  the  Northern  British  Columbia  run. 
Leaves  Vancouver  every  Monday  for  Prince  Rupert,  Port  Essington,  etc..  Write 
or  wire  reservations. 

MACKENZIE  BROS.,  Limited 


330    SEYMOUK    STREET  -  .  . 


-VANCOUVER,   B.C. 
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.^^ 


DOUBLE  TRIANGLE 

ROUTE 

DAILY  SERVICE 

FROM  VANCOUVER 


'^>c.. 


TO  SEATTLE:— Princess  Victoria  leaves  C.P.R.  wharf  daily  except  Monday  .^ 

at    ii:oo   p.m.     Princess    Charlotte    (the    new    Flyer),    via   Victoria,    leaves    daily  [:] 

except  Tuesday  and  Wednesday  at  io:oo  a.m.  ''} 

TO  VICTORIA:— Princess  Charlotte  leaves  C.P.R.  wharf  daily  except  Wed-  1^! 

nesday  at   io:oo  a.m.     SS.   Charmer  leaves  daily  at   i  :oo  p.m.  K 
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ATLflNTIC 


IPS' 


FKOn  TEE  fi^aWK 


EXrRESS 

TO  THE  MLiSMTK 


Unsurpassed   Accommodation.  Vestibuled   Throughout. 

Leaves  Vancouver  daily  at  3:15  p.m.,  carrying  the  most  up-to-date  Standard 
and  Tourist  Sleepers,  making  connections  with  Toronto,  New  York  and  ail 
points  East. 

See  that  your  ticket  reads  via  Canadian  Pacific  to  the 
ALASKA-YUKON-PACIFIC    EXPOSITION. 
For  further  particulars  call  on: 
J.  Moe,  City  Ticket  Agent,  C.  Millard,  Depot  Ticket  Agent, 

428  Hastings  Street,  Vancouver,  B.C. 

Or  write  to:        C.  B.  Foster.  A.G.P.A.,  Vancouver,  B.C. 
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E.  H.  Heaps,  President.  R.  P.  McLennan,  Vice-President. 

C.  E.  Berg,  Manager. 

Columbia  Fire  Insurance  Co.,  Ltd. 

VANCOUVER,  CANADA 

54,  Ha/.tag^f.'ree,  w  RcHable  InsuraHcc 

AGENTS  WANTED. 


WARNING  ! 

Dublin,    Ireland,    Dec.    30th,    1008. 
Mr.  E.  Chapman,       Vancouver,    B.C.  613  Hastings  St.,  W., 

Dea.-  Sir, — As  we  have  been  given  to  understand  that  certain  firms  in  Victoria 
and  Vancouver  are  advertising  themselves  our  agents,  we  shall  be  glad  if  you  will 
state  that  you  are  our  Sole  Agfents  for  Britisli  Columbia  for  our  "Boyal  Irish  Poplin 
Ties." 

Yours   faithfully, 

RICHARD   ATKINSON   &   CO. 


How  About  a  Flannel  Suit? 


The  man  who  wears  the  same  sombre  clothes  in  Summer  as  he  wears 
in  Winter  works  at  a  disadvantage. 

A  Flannel  Suit  and  a  Straw  or  Panama  Hat  makes  a  man  feel  "at  his 
best."     They  take  away  that  "Tired  Feeling"— you  know, 

ENGLISH  FLANNEL  SUITS,  in  neat  Stripes,  and  plain  greys,  $7.50  to  $14. 

STRAW  HATS,  all  new  styles,  75c  to  $3.50. 

REAL  PANAMAS,  $5.00  to  $50.00. 
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Vital  Problems  Of  Canafa 

^^BramThompsonMA  ^^ 


Canada's  Crux. 


Canada's  National  Existence,  the 
most    Vital    of    all    the    "Vital 
Problems  of  Canada,"  has  within 
the  past  few  weeks  been  forced 
11]  1.111  the  Canadian  people. 

Tis  strange,  'tis  passing  strange,  to 
1  template  the  apathy  to,  or  oblivions- 
'  1  ss  of,  a  problem  so  momentous,  until 
it^  sudden  projection  before  the  Dom- 
inion with  menacing  mien  ;  and  'tis  mel- 
ancholy to  record  the  fact  that  Canada 
was  awakened  to  the  N'itality  of  it  by  a 
culmination  of  circumstances,  extraneous 
til  her,  and  to  the  urgency  for  its  imme- 
•  liate  solution  by  a  movement  in  which 
slie  had  no  part,  though  it  is  a  move- 
ment begotten  of  two  cardinal  articles  of 
her  own  National  creed — patriotism,  the 
love  of  the  people  for  their  own  land 
and  Nation;  and  loyalty  to  the  Empire 
of  which  that  land  and  Nation  form  an 
integral  part. 

Patriotism  and  Loyalty!  Illustrious 
and  magnificent  parents  they  are  of  the 
glorious  twin  conception — National  in- 
tegrity and  Empire  solidarity;   but,  alas 


for  Canada  I  She  is,  so  far,  only  a  pro- 
claimer  of  a  faith,  and  an  applauding 
spectator  of  a  great  co-operative  work-- 
a  work  of  others — a  work  in  which  she 
was  not  only  entitled  to  participate,  but 
of  which  her  own  geographical  position, 
her  vastness,  wealth  and  resources,  and 
the  corresponding  instinctive  behests  of 
se]f-i)reservation,  might  well  have  made 
her  the  Leader. 

Canada  has  been  aroused  by  the  cry 
of  Great  Britain  in  danger;  but  so  pro- 
found was  her  slumber,  and  so  quick 
was  her  awakening,  that  at  first  she  was 
dazed  and  unable  to  appreciate  the  start- 
ling conditions  that  confront  her.  Like  a 
blind  man  suddenly  invested  with  sight, 
wonder  and  bewilderment  for  a  time 
transcended  every  other  emotion ;  and 
she  could  neither  form,  nor  give  adequatv- 
expression  to,  a  correct  idea  of  her  newly 
acquired  perspective. 

Canada  will  become  calm  and  com- 
posed, and  we  have  no  «loubt  that  the 
voice  of  her  people  will  be  clear,  em- 
phatic, and  irresistible  in  its  final  enun- 
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ciation.  But  as  this  is  only  an  opinion, 
or  rather  an  expression  of  faith,  the 
necessity  still  exists  of  unravelling  the 
entanglements  of  the  present  position. 

There  are  many  disseminators  of  false 
doctrine,  and  there  are  many  jarring 
voices  in  Canada  to-day. 

The  Truth  alone  can  saze  us;  and  the 
Truth  can  make  us  free. 

The  Truth  sometimes  is  unpalatable; 
but  as  long  as  it  is  the  Truth,  I  fear 
not  its  first  effect,  knowing  that  its  after 
eonsequences  completely  obliterate  all 
earlier  impressions,  and  bring  an  eternal 
relish  for  the  rectitude  of  reality,  and  a 
loathing  for  spuriousness  of  sentiment 
and  sophistry  of  speech. 

The  Truth  is  that  Canada  has  been 
so  intent  on  making  and  calculating  her 
wealth,  that  she  has  forgotten  the  means 
of  protecting  it.  This  conduct  is  the 
quintessence  of  folly.  Similar  conduct 
in  an  individual,  or  an  enterprising  busi- 
ness concern  would  be  reckoned  as  in- 
sanity or  madness ;  and  is  the  Nation  to 
be  reckoned  as  wise,  that  rejects  precau- 
tions which  are  universally  employed  by 
individuals  and  regarded  b}-  them  as  ab- 
solutely  indispensable  ? 

Will  any  Millionaire  count  out  his 
hoards  of  wealth  on  his  window  sill,  os- 
tentatiously displaying  them  before  the 
world,  and  there  leave  them  unprotected 
and  unguarded  in  the  belief  that  the  ad- 
miration of  the  spectator  will  stop  at  ad- 
miration and  will  overpower  every  im- 
pulse to  appropriate  at  least  a  part  of 
what  dazzles  his  vision?  If  any  Million- 
aire perpetrated  such  folly,  he  would 
soon  cease  to  be  a  Millionaire.  He 
would  find  that  a  dazzled  admiration 
quickly  becomes  covetous,  and  lustful  for 
the  possession  of  the  thing  that  excites 
it;  he  would  find  that  he  had  no  alterna- 
tive but  to  guard  his  treasure,  and  that 
if  he  could  not  guard  it  or  protect  it, 
he  would  have  to  surrender  it.  After 
its  surrender  he  could  remember  the 
remonstrances  of  his  friends,  and  lament 
his  infatuated  credulity.  But  he  could 
never  recover  what  he  had  lost — what  he 
had,  himself,  enticed  others  to  admire, 
and  seduced  them  by  temptation  to  ap- 
propriate.'^ 

l:''      ■^'.'. 


The  arrant  folly  of  such  a  man  is 
the  arrant  folly  of  Canada  to-day.  That 
is  the  Truth,  let  him  who  will  grin, 
writhe  and  twist  as  he  tries  to  swallow  it. 

Will  Canada^  or  will  she  not,  set 
about  guarding  her  treasure  before 

IT  IS  TOO  LATE  ?      ThAT  IS  THE  QUESTION 
OF  QUESTIONS. 

To  clear  our  view  we  must  demolish 
some  delusions. 

Canada  is  a  Maratime  Power,  and  she 
aspires  to  become  a  Nation  of  World- 
wide Commerce ;  yet  she  has  not  even 
the  nucleus  of  a  Navy ;  and  what  is 
more,  she  does  not  admit  any  necessity 
for  a  Navy. 

Are  the  people  of  all  the  other  great 
Commercial  and  Maratime  Nations  fools 
— the  people  of  Great  Britain,  Germany, 
France,  Russia,  Japan,  Spain,  Italy,  the 
United  States  of  Ainerica  and  numerous 
others?  Those  Nations,  perceiving  that 
Commerce  follows  the  Flag,  and  that  the 
Flag  must  be  protected  even  when  it 
floats  on  the  Mercantile  Marine,  have 
constructed  and  maintained  National 
Navies.  They  have  grown  to  greatness 
by  doing  so.  Can  Canada  grow  to  great- 
ness by  ignoring  the  experience  of  the 
World,  and  by  defying  the  lessons  of 
history  ? 

We  are  told  that  "Canada  is  part  of 
the  British  Empire  and  the  Imperial 
Navy,  protects  us."  This  assertion  when 
analysed  will  be  found  to  be  untenable. 

In  the  first  place,  there  is  no  Imperial 
Navy. 

There  is  a  British  Navy  sustained  al- 
most entirely  by  the  people  of  the  United 
Kingdom ;  but  Canada  has  neither  lot 
nor  part  in  it.  I  do  not  say  she  should 
have  lot  or  part  in  it,  I  simply  state  the 
incontrovertible  fact  that  she  has  not. 

In  the  next  place  I  ask :  Is  there  a 
British  Empire?    Let  us  see. 

There  was  a  British  Empire  when  the 
Colonies  were  Colonies  simpliciter,  and 
the  Over-sea  Dominions  were  out- 
growths, or  expansions  of  the  United 
Kingdom.  Then  the  Colony  of  Canada 
was  entitled  to  the  defence  and  protec- 
tion of  the  British  Navy,  irrespective  of 
the  question,  how  or  where  the  Naval 
Revenue  was  raised.        . , 

.'■  -a     \f.     ... -.  .'.   •  i;  .;::._.;. »^;^;::>    ::v-ti . 
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But,  that  time,  apparently,  has  passed. 
for  Canada  repudiates  the  name  and  the 
status  of  a  Colony. 

Constitutionally,  I  believe,  there  is  no 
intermediate  condition  between  the  status 
of  the  self-governing  Colony  and  that  of 
tlie  Nation.  But  assuming,  for  the  pur- 
I  pose  of  meeting  any  contrary  ojjinion, 
that  there  was  a  transitionary  period 
when  Canada,  ceasing  to  he  a  Colony, 
was  advancing  to  Nationhood.  During 
that  period  I  admit  that  the  '  '.uted 
Kingdom  was  under  an  obligation  to  co- 
operate with  the  embryo,  or  evolving 
nation  in  maintaining  its  necessary  Naval 
defence ;  but  the  obligation  was.  second- 
ary to  that  of  the  new  Nation  itself,  and 
it  should  have  relatively  diminished  as 
the  adolescent  nation  became  more  and 
more  self  dependent.  At  best  the  tran- 
sition was  a  semi-dependent  condition. 
and  if  it  ever  existed,  it  exists  no  more, 
even  in  the  opinion  of  Canada  herself. 

On  the  Colony  b.xsis  there  is  no 
British  Empire,  nor  is  there  any  obliga- 
tion on  Great  Britain  to  protect  Canada. 
This  is  Canada's  own  decision,  and  let 
her  be  the  supreme  judge. 

What  then  is  Canada,  and  how  does 
she  stand  in  the  world  of  Nations  ?  She 
is  not  Independent,  nor  does  she  aspire  to 
Independence. 

It  is  said  she  is  a  "Nation  zvithin  the 
Empire."  I  believe  the  phrase  is  my 
own,  framed  several  years  ago,  and  used 
in  some  recent  articles  of  this  series,  to 
indicate  in  contrast  to  the  idea  of  Na- 
tional Independence,  the  greater  and 
more  glorious  future  that  must  await 
this  Country  by  simultaneously  attaining 
to  Nationhood  and  co-operating  with  the 
Empire. 

Is  there  then  a  British  E.mpike 
Co-ordinate  Nations;    and  is  Ca- 

.uA  one  of  these  Nations? 

Canada's  highest  destiny  would  be 
within  such  an  Empire.  Great  Britain 
has  done  all  in  her  power  to  establish 
such  an  Empire.  Canada  has  all  the 
attributes  of  Nationhood  except  those 
powers  and  prerogatives  wliich  cannot 
be  conferred  until  the  responsibilities  ap- 
pertaining to  theiii  are  fulfy.  fecognize|l 
and  undertaken  b\-  ttie  Catiadlan  'people. 

The  British  Empire  ca^  be  i^9bii?4,^"^'^ 


consolidated  by  Canada,  and  the  other 
self-governing  States,  undertaking  those 
responsibilities. 

if  Canada  had  undertaken  tliem  vol- 
untarily, she  would  not  be  in  the  humil- 
iating and  anomalous  position  she  occu- 
pies to-day — a  position  analagous  to  that 
of  the  wayward  son,  who  persistently 
asserted  his  independence,  except  in  the 
matter  of  his  means  of  subsistence,  which 
he  continued  to  j)ermit  the  "Old  Man"  to 
provide  for  him  as  a  matter  of  honour 
and  glory,  and  as  a  memento  of  the 
otherwise  repudiated  paternal  relation- 
ship. 

if  Canada  undertakes  her  duties  and 
responsibilities  of  Nationhood,  and  co- 
operates with  the  other  Self-governing 
States,  the  British  Empire  will,  so  far 
as  she  is  concerned,  be  formed ;  and  she 
will  be  a  Nation  within  the  Empire. 

The  act  and  the  choice  must  be  her's 
alone. 

The  present  deplorable  predicament  is 
the  necessary  and  natural  sequence  of 
pusillanimous  procrastination,  and  puer- 
ile prevarication  on  the  part  of  the 
Leaders  of  Canadian  thought  in  grap- 
pling with  the  problems  of  Canadian  Na- 
tionhood— problems  that  for  years  have 
been  rolling  up  accumulating  complexi- 
ties and  dangers.  These  complexities 
and  dangers  were  concealed  from  the 
people  who  were  allured  or  deluded  by 
the  Siren  Song  of  Wealth  without  re- 
sponsibility, of  Nationhood  without  the 
attribute  of  Nationhood,  until  the  Coun- 
try was  well  nigh  within  the  talons  of 
relentless  destruction. 

Now  that  the  awakening  has  come,  I 
am  happy  to  think  the  Vox  Ducum,  the 
\'oice  of  the  Leaders,  is  not  the  Vox 
Populi.  the  Voice  of  the  People. 

The  warning  that  the  Naval  Supre- 
macy of  Great  Britain  is  menaced ;  that 
the  Fate  of  the  Empire  is  in  the  balance ; 
and  that  the  destiny  of  the  self-govern- 
ing States  is  at  stake,  has  come  with  a 
strange  simultaneousness — almost  with  a 
united  voice— from  Whig  and  Tory, 
from  Liberal  and  Conservative,  from 
Labourite  and  SociaHst,  from  the  I-ittle 
Englander  and  the  Greater  Britainitc. 
\\ho  .9an  doubt  its  authenticity '  when 
'"'§uch   men   as   Lord    Rosebery,    Frederic 


274 


WESTWAED    ho:    MAGAZIXE 


Harrison,  and  William  T.  Stead  — 
sublime  altruistic  heralds  of  peace,  affirm 
it,  and  proclaim  to  the  people  what  men 
like  A.  J.  Balfour  and  Lord  Roberts  had 
previously  declared,  and  what  the  Liberal 
Premier  of  the  United  Kingdom  has  now 
accepted  as  an  indubitable  fact?  Clearly 
it  is  no  political  or  party  manoeuvre,  nor 
is  it  a  Jingo  Scare. 

The  fate  of  the  United  Kingdom  is  the 
fate  of  the  Empire.  How  often  have  we 
proclaimed  it,  and  how  often  has  the 
echo  of  our  words  been  the  only  re- 
sponse? Xow,  at  all  events,  the  fact  is 
recognized ;  and  once  again  Truth  has 
triumphed. 

Canada  must  now  definitely  as- 
sume HER  POSITION  with  ITS  RESPONSI- 
BILITIES. Her  action  must  be  the  action 
of  a  self-respecting  member  of  the  great 
Confraternity  of  Nations  that  constitute 
the  liritish  Empire.  We  have  had 
enough  of  the  sophistry,  the  polite  pal- 
aver, and  the  unwept  tears  of  sentimental 
devotion  and  love  to  the  Mother-Country 
that  have  so  long  characterized  the  Im- 
perial utterances  in  our  National  Parlia- 
ment, while  we  witnessed  that  same 
Mother-Country  drooping  in  strength, 
though  still  unaided,  shouldering  the  bur- 
dens that  we  ourselves  should  have 
helped  her  to  carry. 

The  Mother-Country,  the  Mother  of 
our  Parliament,  the  Mother  of  our  Free- 
dom, deserves  no  doubt  our  gratitude 
for  the  magnificent  heritage  she  has 
donated  us.  as  she  deserves  and  receives 
the  applause  of  the  World  for  the  bene- 
ficent influence  she  has  exerted  in  the 
cause  of  humanity  and  civilization, 
through  her  Naval  Predominance. 

But  shame,  a  craven's  shame  must 
stigmatize  the  Canadian  name,  if  the 
people  of  this  Land  continue  to  suck  the 
Vitals  of  our  kinsmen  in  the  old  world 
— the  depopulated  Irish,  the  impover- 
ished Scotch,  and  the  financially  op- 
pressed English— while  we  swell  in  num- 
ber, year  by  \ear.  and  revel,  some  in  ab- 
solute, others  in  comparative  lu.xury,  and 
all  enjoy  an  atmosphere  utterly  oblivious 
of  want  or  (jf  financial  care. 

The  Canadian  people  will  not  incur 
this  odium  :  and  they  will  not  transmit  it 
to  their  children. 


I  know  them  too  well  to  doubt  their 
manhood.  But  they  must  not  be  drawn 
into  a  wrongful  apprehension  of  what  is 
required  of  them  ;  and  they  must  care- 
fully discriminate  between  gratitude  and 
duty,  between  generosity  and  the  acquit- 
tance of  an  obligation. 

TIic  Canadian  people  must  dra\''  an 
acute  line  betzi'eeu  duty  to  themselves 
and  generosity  to  others,  between  their 
obligations  to  the  Empire,  and  gratitude 
to  the  Mother-Land,  no  matter  how 
strong  may  be  the  impulses  of  devotion, 
and  loyalty  and  love. 

If  they  will  do  this  in  the  Light  of 
Truth  ;  and  if  their  acts  correspond  with, 
and  conform  to  that  Light,  then  Canada 
will  be  at  once  transfigured  before  our 
very  eyes.  We  will  then  behoid  in  real- 
ity, what  is  now  only  an  imaginative  cre- 
ation and  a  figment — a  British  Empire 
with  Canada  a  Nation  within  the  Em- 
pire, self-reliantly  discharging  her  own 
obligations. 

What  could  Canada  ask  for  more ;  and 
what  higher  tribute  could  be  paid  to  our 
dear  Old  Mother-Country  than  to  say 
that  this  is  all  she  expects  from  her 
daughter  people,  and  from  her  sister 
Nations  ? 

How  beautiful  is  this  thought,  this  elu- 
cidation of  our  present  complexity,  com- 
pared with  the  attitude  assumed  by  so 
many  aspirants  to  the  Leadership  of  the 
public  sentiments  of  Canada? 

]\Iy  complaint  is  against  these  so-called 
Leaders,  and  not  against  the  People ;  and 
my  efforts  are  not  designed  to  direct  the 
people  whose  own  inherent  appreciation 
of  right  and  wrong,  and  whose  own  in- 
stincts of  self-interest  and  self-preserva- 
tion, will  if  left  to  themselves,  inevitably 
find  the  proper  path ;  but  my  efforts  are 
designed  to  demolish  the  spurious  pre- 
texts by  which  the  self-constituted 
Leaders  have  decoyed  and  deceived  the 
people  in  the  past :  to  demolish  them  so 
completely  that  they  can  never  again  be 
resurrected  from  the  rubbish  heap  of  dis- 
carded and  disgraced  shibboleths. 

I  am  not  speaking  here  as  a  party 
politician.  I  draw  no  distinction  between 
the  Leaders  of  one  party,  and  another. 
Both  of  them  appear  to  me  equally  cul- 
pable ;   for  while  those  of  one  party  pur- 
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sued  the  path  of  tolly,  those  ot  tiie  other 
either  concurred  in  or  made  little  or  no 
effort  to  counteract  that  tolly ;  and  cer- 
tainly both  failed  to  bring  before  the 
people  at  the  General  election,  the 
Country's  unprotected  condition,  its  utter 
dependence  upon  the  United  Kingdom, 
and  the  continual  and  ever  augmenting 
menace  that  exists  to  our  integrity  as  a 
Nation  thrtmgh  the  growing  inability 
of  Great  liritain  to  maintain  and  sustain 
an  Imperial  Xavy  Force  commensurate 
with  the  requirements  of  the  Empire, 
without  the  co-operation  of  the  other 
sections  of  the  Empire. 

"AH  roads  lead  to  Rome'" ;  and  ail 
these  propositions  were  approachable 
from  our  own  immediate  affairs,  as  well 
as  through  the  intricacies  of  the  Tariff 
Reform  movement  in  Great  Britain  and 
the  Intra-Empire  Tariff  proposals  which 
are  a  corollary,  or  natural  sequence  of 
its  success.  But  none  of  these  themes 
were  admitted  to  the  propaganda  of 
either  party  during  the  recent  Election  to 
Canada's  National  Parliament.  And 
what  is  more,  the  man  who  attempted  to 
introduce  or  speak  on  any  of  them,  was 
peremptorily  tabooed,  or  politely  told 
that  while  he  might  thunder  and  philo- 
sophise like  a  Burke,  or  arouse  enthu- 
siasm like  a  Demosthenes,  or  a  Pitt,  a 
Gladstone  or  a  Beaconsfield,  he  was  stir- 
ring up  controversies  that  had  better  be 
allowed  to  slumber  for  the  next  half 
century  or  so.  This  was  the  caucus  man- 
date; and  it  could  not  be  contravened. 
Silence  is  sometimes  as  elociuent  as 
words;  and  no  silence  is  more  eloquent 
than  the  silence  of  cowardice. 

The  Eloquent  Silence  of  Cow- 
ardice during  the  Election  is  one  of  the 
charges  that  I  bring  against  the  Leaders 
of  the  people,  concerning  the  question 
that  has  now  so  rapidly  unfolded,  and 
overtopped  every  other  question. 

Eloquent  silence  is  not,  however,  their 
oniv  offence. 

Some  of  these  Leaders  availed  them- 
selves of  other  times  and  opportunities, 
when  the  Vox  Populi.  the  Voice  of  the 
People,  could  not  be  heard,  to  secure  the 
Auris  Populi.  the  Ear  of  the  People,  and 
to  inculcate  as  pernicious,  and  as  fatal 
doctrines  as  ever  were  enunciated.    Even 


in  the  midst  of  the  present  commotion, 
these  doctrines  are  being  rung  in  our 
ears. 

We  are  told  by  'iergiversators,  in  the 
form  of  Politicians,  and  by  narr«jw- 
minded  Egoists,  in  the  form  of  Journal- 
ists, that  tliough  Canada  is  a  Nation,  she 
is  in  no  need  of  a  Navy  ;  that  she  is  a 
peace-loving  Country,  without  aggran- 
dizing ambition ;  that  she  is  perfectly 
safe  and  absolutely  secure ;  and  that  she 
is  less  an  object  of  envious  aggression 
in  her  t.efencelessness  tiian  if  she  were 
armed  and  fuhy  protected  both  by  land 
and  sea.  Some  of  them  even  say  that, 
supposing  a  hostile  attack  were  contem- 
plated on  Canada,  Canada  has  an  ade- 
quate guarantee  of  her  safety  in  the 
Monroe  doctrine. 

These  insane  declarations  uould  be 
dangerous  indeed  if  those  who  enunciate 
them  really  believed  them.  But  they 
do  not  believe  them.  '1  hey  use  them  for 
temporizing  purposes ;  and  they  fulmin- 
ate them  for  the  sake  of  bluster.  These 
declarations  are  contradictory  of  the 
most  self-evident  facts,  both  of  history 
and  of  actual  conditions. 

Because  we  are  a  peace-loving  Coun- 
try and  devoid  of  aggrandizing  ambition, 
is  no  deterrent  to  the  warlike  and  aggres- 
sive propensities  of  others.  If  it  were, 
then  the  United  States,  in  their  Naval 
and  Military  expenditure,  must  be  colos 
sal  fools.  The  Monroe  doctrine  is  their 
doctrine ;  it  is  a  doctrine  of  non-aggres- 
sion ;  but  it  has  never  been  a  doctrine 
of  passive  resistance.  The  astute  "Yan- 
kee" of  the  days  of  Monroe,  extreme 
puritan  though  he  may  have  been,  did 
not  sport  with  his  Country's  destiny. 
The  United  States  of  to-day  have  only 
recentlv  been  brought  face  to  face  with 
a  condition  that  ratified  the  wisdom  of 
iliose  who,  while  i)reaching  peace,  pre- 
])ared  vigorously  for  war.  The  Monroe 
doctrine,  in  fact,  was  not  what  these 
praters  in  Canada  say  it  was.  It  was 
essentially  a  challenge  to  the  World  ;  and 
the  States,  from  the  start  of  their  Na- 
tional existence,  prepared  to  i)Ut  the 
World  at  defiance. 

If  they  had  been  content  to  act  in  ac- 
cordance with  the  interpretation  of  the 
Monroe    doctrine    now    made    by    these 
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Canadian  ranters,  they  would  have  van- 
ished before  now,  off  the  map  of  Na- 
tions ;  or  they  would  have  been  obliged 
to  hoist  the  White  Flag  and  surrender 
the  Keys  of  their  Country  to  the  trucu- 
lent Jap,  when  very  recently  he  stood 
with  a  menacing  aspect  at  their  gate  and 
demanded  admittance.  That  was  an  in- 
structive spectacle — ferocious  defiance  in 
the  eye  of  both ;  a  succession  of  fierce 
growls ;  a  curl  or  two  of  the  nose ;  and 
a  deep  wrinkle  and  quick  recission  of  the 
lip  from  the  glittering  teeth,  firmly  set, 
and  savage  in  size  and  strength.  Then 
a  subconscious  conviction  stole  over  both 
and  reflected  itself  gradually  in  the  eye 
of  each,  that  the  match  was  too  equal 
for  certain  victory ;  and,  as  if  by  mutual 
consent,  they  mutually  withdrew.  With- 
drew to  what?  The  one  to  deplore,  and 
the  other  to  eulogise  the  peaceful  effi- 
cacy of  the  Monroe  doctrine  ?  Xo  ;  they 
withdrew  to  prepare  for  war ;  for  pre- 
paredness for  war,  they  saw.  is  the  only 
guarantee  of  peace. 

If  now  the  Japanese  were  thus  defiant 
with  the  peace-loving  Americans — the 
inventors  of  the  ]\lonroe  doctrine — what 
would  they  be  with  Canada  if  it  were  not 
for  one  thing — that  Canada  has  Great 
Britain  and  Ireland  behind  her  '1 

The  Japanese  w^ant  ax  entrance 
UPON  THE  Pacific  Coast. 

Why  should  they  fight  the  United 
States,  if  they  could  gain  a  peaceful  en- 
trance on  the  Coast  of  British  Columbia  ? 

To  the  Jap  one  part  of  the  Coast  line 
is  as  good  as  another. 

Does  any  one  believe  in  face  of  the 
avowed  determination  of  the  Japs,  to 
dominate  the  Pacific,  that  the  Govern- 
ment of  Canada  could  negotiate  with 
them  on  paper  about  the  limitation  of 
their  numbers  coming  to  this  Country, 
if  it  were  not  for  the  existence  of  the 
British  Navy? 

Does  any  one  believe  that  without  the 
British  Navy,  any  Oriental  exclusion 
Act  passed  by  British  Columbia,  would 
have  any  effect  whatsoever ;  that  it 
would  not  be  a  wretched  fiasco  and  an 
invitation  to  certain  destruction? 

And  does  any  one  believe  that  the 
United  States  who  were  not  strong 
enough  to  kick  the  aggressive  Jap  from 


their  own  door  recently,  but  by  a  simu- 
lated truce,  coaxed  him  away,  wouid,  for 
the  sake  of  the  Monroe  doctrine  alone, 
recklessiy  put  to  hazard  their  own  Coun- 
try by  trying  to  drive  off  the  Jap  from 
Canada  if  he  tried  to  effect  an  entrance 
there  'l 

They  migiit ;  nay,  1  am  sure  they 
would,  whether  the  2^ionroe  doctrine  is 
dead  or  alive,  co-operate  with  Great 
Britain's  Navy  or  Canada's  Navy  to  re- 
sist the  Jap  and  administer  to  him  a 
sound  chastisement — even  to  annihilate 
him.  But  they  would  not  try  to  do  it 
alone ;  or  if  they  did,  and  if  they  suc- 
ceeded, does  any  one  believe  they  would 
renounce  their  right  to  the  Spoils  which 
always  belong  to  the  \'ictor?  Certainly 
not :  for  the  United  States  that  contest- 
ed so  strongly  the  question  of  the  Alaska 
frontier,  know  full  well  that  the  Pacific 
Coast  line  of  British  Columbia  is  the 
greatest  of  Canada's  great  heritages — 
one  of  the  most  valuable  assets  of  the 
British  Empire — all  important  in  Com- 
merce ;    indispensable  in  War. 

So  much  for  the  protection  of  the 
Monroe  doctrine. 

Now  as  to  tfe  need  of  protecting 

OURSELVES. 

This  surely  is  a  Canadian  problem,  and 
very  far  removed  from  the  Vortex  of 
European  Politics  against  which  Cana- 
dians are  warned. 

We  have  not  reached  the  Era  of  Uni- 
versal Peace,  and  it  is  not  likely  to  arrive 
for  several  centuries — not  at  all  events, 
while  the  Oriental  Nations  are  growing 
resurgent  and  becoming  aggressive,  not 
while  the  aggressive  German  is  bent  up- 
on a  Military  and  Naval  dominance,  and 
upon  finding  an  outlet  for  an  expanding 
population  that  can  no  longer  find  space 
for  their  foot  in  their  homeland. 

Canada  is  as  likely  to  be  the  scene  of 
attack  by  Gcnnaiiy.  as  is  Great  Britain. 
Canada  is  more  likely  to  be  invaded  by 
Japan  than  by  any  other  country  under 
the  Sun. 

Whether  at  all  events,  an  attack  were 
made  upon  Great  Britain,  or  upon  Ca- 
nada itself,  the  destiny  of  Canada  would 
be  involved  in  any  contest  by  the  United 
Kingrdom. 
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If  Great  Lritaiii  went  down  in  a  con- 
test, the  Empire  would  fall  asunder.  If 
Great  Britain  won,  it  would  be  with  such 
a  depletion  of  her  strength,  such  an  ex- 
haustion of  her  resources  such  an  ini- 
pairnient  of  her  Commerce,  and  such  a 
drain  for  many  \ears  to  come  upon  her 
treasury,  that  siie  would  be  obliged  to 
relinquish  her  altruistic  policy  of  sup- 
porting an  Empire  Xavy ;  and  she  would 
be  obliged  to  abandon  the  Over-Seas 
possessions  to  their  own  Fate.  Another 
Empire  would  have  fallen ! 

In  face  of  all  this  Canada,  who  boasts 
so  vehemently  of  the  British  Empire,  and 
of  her  imposing  place  in  it,  is  told  that 
she  has  no  obligations  to  provide  her 
own  protection,  or  to  support  in  any  way, 
the  Xavy  that  now  holds  the  Empire 
together  and  imparts  to  it  much  of  its 
prestige,  tier  would-be  Leaders,  1  pre- 
fer to  call  them  her  blatant  deceivers, 
invoke  her  against  taking  any  step  that 
might  render  more  difficult  a  commer- 
cial negotiation  about  the  admission  of 
some  Foreigner's  Merchandise  and  warn 
her,  with  an  uplifted  finger  of  ominous 
portent,  not  to  be  drawn  into  the  X'ortex 
of  European  Alilitarism. 

They  say,  however,  after  gallant  Aus- 
tralia, and  heroic  New  Zealand  have 
shamed  them  out  of  their  poltroon  pas- 
siveness,  that  springing  from  a  sense  of 
gratitude  and  generosity,  Canada  is  will- 
ing, when  the  emergency  arises,  to  make 
any  reasonable  "Sacrifice"  for  the  honour 
and  aid  of  the  Mother  Country.  They 
do  not  admit  that  the  emergency  has 
arisen  or  that  it  now  exists. 

All  I  can  say  is  what  I  recently  said  at 
a  meeting  of  Vancouver  Citizens,  when  I 
was  the  means  of  preventing  the  passing 
of  a  stultifying  resolution  to  this  etfect — 
how-ever  much  the  boast  may  smack  of 
loyalty  and  devotion,  it  is  a  three-fold  in- 
sult. It  is  an  insult  to  the  people  of 
the  United  Kingdom,  it  is  an  insult  to 
the  people  of  Canada,  and  it  is  an  insult 
to  the  Empire. 

The  Laiisc  that  is  at  stake  is  a  caiisr 
in  tvhich  Canada  is  z-itally  coiccnicd.  It 
is,  in  fact,  her  ozcn. 

If  the  people  of  Canada  admit  this  as- 
sertion, then  Canada  owes  a  duty  to  her- 
self,  and   an   obligation    to   the   Emi)ire. 


How  can  they  in  performing  that  duty 
and  that  obligation,  left  so  long  undis- 
charged, and  so  long  a  burden  on  one 
portion  of  the  Empire  alone,  assume  the 
attitude  of  benefactors  and  designate 
their  act  as  a  "Sacrifice"  on  their  part, 
for  the  honour  and  glory  of  the  Mother- 
land f  This  is  making  a  virtue  of  a 
necessity  with  a  vengeance. 

If  Canada  does  not  admit  the  hypothe- 
sis that  the  cause  before  us  to-day,  i.s  a 
cause  of  vital  concern  to  herself ;  if  it 
is  not  necessary  for  her  either  to  have 
a  Xavy  of  her  own  for  Xational  defence, 
or  to  Imperialize  Great  Britain's  Xaval 
l-'orce  by  contributing  to  it,  and  making 
it  adequate  for  Empire  purposes,  then 
seeing  the  many  requirements  she  has 
for  capital  to  develop  her  resources,  the 
proposal  to  allocate  any  part  of  her 
Public  Revenue,  either  to  found  a  Xa- 
tional Xavy  Force,  or  to  subsidize  the 
Xavy  of  Great  Britain  is  reckless  mad- 
ness and  rank  extravagance.  It  is  Ultra- 
Vires  of  any  Elective  Government ;  for 
necessity  and  utilitarian  advantage  are 
the  only  justifications  for  Governmental 
expenditure. 

Is  there,  then,  any  present  necessity 
or  prospective  utility  in  Canada  now  ini- 
tiating the  nucleus  of  a  Xational  Navy, 
or  pending  her  doing  so,  of  her  con- 
tributing in  any  way  to  the  maintenance 
of  the  Standard  of  the  British  Xavy,  so 
as  to  make  it,  in  the  meantime,  adequate 
for  the  needs  of  the  Empire?  Assured- 
ly there  are  both  a  present  advantage, 
and  a  jirospoctive  utilitv  to  Canada  her- 
self. 

The  act  would  make  Canada  a  Xation 
among  the  world  of  Xations — incalcul- 
able present  prestige ;  and  a  Xation 
within  the  Empire — intestimable  future 
splendour ! 

The  Empire,  not  Great  IJritain,  needs 
Canada's  co-operation. 

The  luiipire  needs  Canada's  co-oper- 
ation because  Caiiada  is  a  part  of  the 
I'jnpire,  and  the  brightest  star  in  the 
Anglo-Saxon  -  Lang^iage  -  speaking  con- 
stellation of  Xations  now  under  the 
British  Crown. 

Can  Canada  remain  indifferent  to  any- 
thing that  pertains  to  the  Empire?  Is 
she   so  absolutelv  besotted   witli   selfish- 
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ncss,  with  self-concentration,  that  she  is 
wilhng  to  be  a  part  of  the  Empire  only 
un  the  condition  that  the  prestige  derived 
from  it  and  the  protection  afforded  b\ 
the  Navy  whicn  guards  it,  cost  her  noth- 
ing— only  on  the  condition  that  the  up- 
keep of  that  Xavy  should  be  borne  by 
others  ? 

If  that  is  Canada's  attitude  let  her  re- 
nounce her  adhesion  to  the  Empire,  and 
in  the  words  of  her  own  vernacular  "Get 
Out" ;  and  as  soon  as  she  has  done  so, 
she  will  find  very  quickly  whether  the 
Singers  of  the  Siren  Song  of  Nationhood 
without  the  responsibility  of  Nationhood, 
are  friends  or  foes. 

But  I  know  this  is  not  the  attitude  of 
Canadian  People  however  much  it  may 
be  the  attitude  of  their  temporizing 
Leaders. 

/  say,  then,  Oh  Canadian  People,  ye 
are  a  Nation,  a  free  Nation,  let  quibblers 
and  ranters  descant  as  they  may.  Ye 
may,  by  one  single  resolution  of  your 
own,  emerge  from,  or  remain  within  the 
Empire.  In  either  case  ye  cannot  exist 
or  attain  your  greatness  or  fulfil  your 
destiny  without  performing  the  duties  of 
Nationhood.  Forever  ye  owe  them  to 
yourselves.  They  are  all  that  are  re- 
quired from  you  by  the  Lazvs  of  God 
or  man;  all  that  your  Great  Sister  Na- 
tion,  the  United  Kingdom  of  Great 
Britain  and  Ireland,  .expects  at  your 
hands.  By  rendering  them  to  yourselves, 
ye  acquit  your  obligations  to  the  Empire, 


within  which  your  amplest  scope  and 
most  glorious  future  lie.  Render  them 
in  whatever  way  your  wisdom  and  pru- 
dence may  dictate  as  being  most  con- 
ducive to  your  National  well-being  and 
safet}-.  But  render  them;  tlo  not  shirk 
them ;  do  not  deny  them ;  and  do  not 
be  deceived  longer  into  the  blind  belief 
that  tney  do  not  exist. 

Render  them !  Be  Men  worthy  of 
yourselves,  worthy  of  your  great  Coun- 
try, and  worthy  of  the  Empire  of  which 
ye  are  a  part,  whose  continued  rise  must 
bring  you  corresponding  glory,  and 
whose  decline  or  fall  would  inevitably 
efface  your  Nationhood  or  project  you 
and  your  children  into  a  Vortex  of  Strife 
and  Bloodshed  more  revolting  and  more 
disastrous  by  far  than  all  the  Militarism 
that  Europe  has  witnessed  for  Centruies. 

In   our   strong  right  we  bid  aggression 
halt, 
And   treason   fear  our   British  bugle 
call; 
Our    bond    of    Empire    brooks    no    vile 
assault, 
We  rise  with  Britain  or  with  Britain 
fall. 

Thus  shall  we  take  our  high  and  sover- 
eign place. 
And    Canada    for   truth    and   honour 
stand ; 
A  loyal  people,  a  united  race, 

A  happy  nation  in  a  glorious  land. 


A  Song  of  Empire 

Blanche  E.  Holt  Murison 


For  God,  and  King,  and  Empire, 
We  raise  the  patriot  song; 
For  God,  and  King,  and  Empire. 
We  rally  and  grow  strong. 
Defence,   but  not  Aggression, — 
We  send  the  challenge  back : 
Where'er  in  proud  possession. 
We  fly  the   I'nion  Jack. 

For  God,  and  King,  and  Empire. 
For  grander  ends  of  Good  : 
For  God,  and  King,  and  Empire, 
And  nobler  nationhood. 
For  laws  that  know  no  barter, 
For  Freedom's  sacred  fame ; 


The  glory  of  our  charter, 
The  honor  of  our  name. 

For  God,  and  King,  and  Empire, 
This  shall  our  watchword  be ; 
For  God,  and  King,  and  Empire, 
For    Peace    and    Equity : 
That  baser  thoughts  may  perish, 
And   no  decadence  mar 
The  heritage  we  cherish. 
Nor  dim  our  splendid  star. 

For  God,  and  King,  and  Empire, 
Our  covenant  shall  stand ; 
For  God.  and  King,  and  Empire, 
For  Home  and  Motherland. 


The  Story  of  a  Frock 

Agnes  Lockhart    Hughes 


PROLOGUE 

My  first  glimpse  of  city  life  1  caught 
irom  tiie  show  windows  of  a  fashionable 
dry  goods  shop  in  London,  where  I  re- 
mained only  a  few  days,  being  sent  from 
there  to  a  dressmaking  establishment, 
where  after  being  probed  with  innum- 
erable pins  and  needles — ,  my  long 
smooth  lengths  cut  into  all  kinds  of 
shapes  by  sharp  shears,  in  the  hands  of 
busy  women — ;  1  suddenly  found  myself 
pieced  together  again,  and  transformed 
into  a  beautiful  gown,  to  be  expressed  to 
the  rectory  in  tile  little  vidage  of  Wil- 
lowsmere.  several  miles  from  the  roar 
and  traffic  of  busy  London.  I  now  be- 
came the  property  of  the  rector's  eldest 
daughter,— Miss  Nancy  Wilmot :  and 
thus  began  the  first  chapter  in  the  his- 
tory of  the  frock  that  has  marched  stead- 
ily and  decorously  through  a  growing 
family  of  fourteen  charming  girls. 

SLX'H  a  pretty  frock,     said   Nancy, 
surveying  her   form   which    I   en- 
veloped,— "and  how  the  girls  will 
envy  me !     I  wonder  what  impres- 
sion I  will  make  on  the  new  curate,  in  my 
gown  of  gray." 

Then,  blushing,  she  murmured,  "How 
foolish  of  me."  And  donning  a  jaunty 
hat,  that  sat  well  on  her  pretty  head, 
she  was  soon  on  her  way  to  church, 
where  sitting  later  in  the  old  fashioned, 
high-backed  pew.  she  listened  to  the  new 
curate's  discourse  on  worldly  vanity. 
\'ery  charming  she  looked,  as  with  down- 
cast eyes  and  air  demure,  she  joined  in 
the  hymns,  or  bowed  her  head  in 
prayer. 

Evidently  the  Reverend  Walter  Ailing- 
ford,  the  new  curate,  thought  as  I  did, 
— for  often  I  found  his  gaze  wandering 
towards  the  gray-robed  figure,  whose 
face  was  sufifused  with  blushes  when 
she  caught  his  glance  of  admiration. 


After  services  were  over,  the  curate 
accompanied  the  rector  and  his  family 
home,  and  accepted  rea.lily  their  invita- 
tion to  lunch  at  the  rectory. 

Arthur  Dean  Wilmot,  rector  of  St. 
Giles  in  Willovvsmere,  was  a  quiet, 
methodical  old  clergyman,  living  in  the 
belief  of  the  "Lord's  tempering  the  wind 
to  the  shorn  lamb,"  but  the  winds  of  ad- 
versity howled  around  the  old  rectory, 
and  the  cupboard  was  oftener  empty  tiian 
full,  as  the  rector'c  ;ai>.>r>  in  tlie  vine- 
yard of  the  Lord  were  not  in  a  worldly 
sense,  remunerative.  The  rector's  wife', 
a  sad-eyed,  meek  little  woman,  aided  her 
husband  in  his  clerical  work,  and  si)ent 
many  weary  hours  planning  the  renova- 
tion of  the  threadbare  wardrobes  of  the 
fourteen  girls,  and  truly  thev  were  a 
pretty  flock,— but  "born  to  blush  unseen, 
and  waste  their  sweetness  on  the  desert 
air"  of  Willovvsmere,  where  lads  were 
scarce,  and  lassies  largely  in  the  ma- 
jority. 

Well,  to  return  to  Nancy, — for  over  a 
year  I  had  done  good  service  in  her 
wardrobe.  I  felt  her  heart  beat  when 
the  curate  singled  her  out  from  the  bevy 
of  fair  girls. 

I  listened  to  his  declaration  of  love, 
heard  her  soft,  shy  answer  and  knew 
the  whole  story,  before  it  was  announced 
in  the  family  circle,  that  Nancy  was  to 
become  Mrs.  Walter  Allingford. 

"Good,"  exclaimed  Maude,  "I  am  so 
glad  that  one  of  the  family  succeeded  in 
landing  this  new  fish,  for  which  every 
girl  in  the  village  has  angled.  Well 
Nance,  you  are  a  dear,"  siie  said,  kiss- 
ing her  sister.  "It  was  the  gray  frock, 
Maude,"  Nance  laughingly  answered, 
"and  I  think  instead  of  including  it  in 
Mrs.  .-Mlingford's  wardrobe,  I  had  better 
pass  it  along  to  you  for  luck." 

So  began  the  second  chapter  of  my 
existence — remodelled   for  Maude.      Six 
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nuntlis  of  wear  a...  church  sociabies,  re- 
ceptions and  concerts,  when  a  new  ar- 
rival in  the  form  of  a  young  M.  D.  made 
his  appearance  in  the  village.  I  was 
shocked  to  see  the  sly  flirtation  carried 
on  between  the  doctor  and  Maude.  He 
became  a  frequent  visitor  at  the  rectory, 
and  it  rather  amused  me  that  he  always 
looked  so  innocent  when  in  the  min- 
ister's presence,  who,  deeming  him  a 
paragon  of  excellence,  made  him  ever 
welcome.  Many  an  embrace  I  received 
from  the  M.  D.  as  his  arm  stole  around 
Maude's  waist,  and  my  serenity  was 
much  ruffled ;  but  the  flirtation  did  not 
last  long,  for  the  doctor  meeting  a  pretty 
face  with  a  substantial  income,  came  less 
often  to  the  rectory,  and  finally  his 
visits  ceased  altogether.  I  was  not  sorry. 
Maude  wore  a  dejected  air  for  a  few 
days,  then  straightway  forgot  all  about 
him.  I  have  since  heard  her  laugh  over 
ker  brief  romance  with  the  doctor,  and 
when  she  whispered  to  Hetty  of  her  en- 
gagement to  Deacon  Dodge,  who  had 
been  looked  upon  as  a  cynical  old  bache- 
lor,— I  smiled  at  the  fickleness  of  woman. 

"But  Maude,''  pleaded  Hetty,  "you 
don't  surely  love  that  old  man,  do  you  ?" 

"Love  him, — you  little  goose — why  no ! 
It's  not  necessary  to  love  a  man  to  marry 
him  from  Willowsmere ! — Oh,  no, — my 
dear,  there  are  too  many  Wilmot's  to 
feed,  clothe  and  house,  so  it  behooves 
me  to  accept  the  chance  of  lessening  the 
number,  and  I  cheerfully  pass  along  the 
faithful  gray  frock  to  you  dear.  You 
will  find  it  somewhat  mussed,  and  much 
wrinkled,  Hetty,  child,  just  as  I  should 
be  if  I  remained  much  longer  in  Wil- 
lowsmere." 

"But  Maude, " 

"No  arguments,  now,  sister  mine ;  run 
away  with  the  frock,  else  I  may  change 
my  mind.  I  must  be  off,  and  tell  the  rest 
of  the  girls  that  they  are  to  have  the 
adorable  deacon  for  a  brother-in-law. 
Ha— ha !" 

I  knew  her  laugh  was  a  forced  one, 
but  if  her  pride  was  ruffled  by  the  doc- 
tor's fickleness,  my  smoothness  certainly 
was,  and  many  days,  poor  patient  Mrs. 
Wilmot  spent  over  me,  before  I.  recov- 
ered from  the  effects  of  my  woupded 
feelings,;  ju|ficleii,tly,,tP  .bp  xpadq^Jnt^  ^. 


dress  for  Hetty,  the  madcap  of  the  vil- 
lage. 

"Now  Mammy,  dear,"  she  said,  as  her 
mother  was  putting  the  finishing  touch 
on  me,  "be  sure  and  make  me  look 
charming,  for  Major  Arnold  is  home 
on  a  furlough,  and  today  I  intend  calling 
on  his  sister,  Mattie." 

"For  what?"  asked  Mrs.  Wilmot. 

"Why,  to  see  the  Major's  sister,  to  be 
sure ;  but  really  to  catch  a  glimpse  of 
the  brave  soldier,  who  has  resolutely 
remained  away  ten  years,  fearing  to  face 
the  artillery  of  females  in  Willows- 
mere." 

"Why  Hetty,- — your  speech  is  shock- 
ing!" 

"Now, — now  Mammy, — don't  scold, 
with  thirteen  sainted  daughters,  surely 
you  can  afford  one  hoyden,  but  it's  all 
right,  for  father  is  going  to  make  some 
parish  calls,  and — here  he  comes  now 
with  the  gig,  so  a  kiss  Mammy,  and  I 
must  away." 

Off  she  tripped,  and  I  felt  quite  proud 
to  be  worn  by  such  a  pretty  miss.  She 
jumped  into  the  gig  beside  her  father, 
and  soon  the  old  mare  was  trotting  down 
the  lane,  trying  to  appear  young,  for  at 
least  one  occupant  of  the  rickety  gig. 

We  had  gotten  out  on  the  broad  road, 
when  suddenly  the  mare  took  a  notion 
to  run, — and  horrors  ! — she  would  not 
stop.  The  old  gig  swayed  and  lurched, 
creaked  and  groaned;  the  rector  hang- 
ing on  to  the  reins,  coaxed  and  pleaded, 
but  all  to  no  purpose ;  we  were  bowled 
along  at  a  dizzy  pace,  when  lo ! — a 
wheel  rolled  off'  the  gig;  the  rector  was 
shot  through  the  air,  and  landed  in  a 
ditch.  Hetty  and  I  were  thrown  in  the 
roadway,  where  we  lay  covered  with 
dust.  The  old  mare  fell  with  a  thud, 
gave  two  or  three  convulsive  gasps,  and 
breathed  her  last.  Her  mission  was  ac- 
complished ;  she  had  run  her  last  heat, 
leaving  us  though,  in  rather  an  undig- 
nified position,  at  the  very  gate  of  Major 
Arnold's  home  ; — and  yes, — it  was  he 
who,  rushing  out,  stooped  jver  Hetty, 
with  an  air  of  great  concern,  to  find  her, 
not  in  a  faint  as  he  had  probably  ex- 
pected, but  laughing  immoderately  be- 
hind, her  poke  bonnet.. 
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"Aren't  you  hurt?"  he  asked,  lifting 
her  to  a  sitting  posture,  with  her  head 
resting  against  his  shoulder.  (Then  I 
felt  her  heart  give  a  great  leap).  "Are 
you  able  to  walk  to  my  house  with  assist- 
ance, or  shall  I  carry  you  there?" 

"Uh !  please  don't  trouble  about  nie,  " 
she  answered ;  "I  am  all  right,  but  see 
to  my  father,  for  I  fear  he  is  hurt." 

Looking  up  they  beheld  the  rector,  hat- 
less  and  muddy,  standing  before  them 
with  a  dazed  expression  in  his  eyes,  and 
the  slime  of  the  ditch  oozing  from  his 
shabby  broadcloth.  Another  tit  of  laugh- 
ing seized  Hetty  ;  then,  recovering  her- 
self, she  said:  "Forgive  me,  dear  Dad, 
but  you  look  so  funny,  1  cannot  help 
laughing.     Tell  me,  are  you  hurt?" 

"No,  child,"  he  answered,  "are  you?" 
"Only  shaken  up  a  bit,  that  is  all,"  she 
cried,  jumping  to  her  feet.  Then,  catch- 
ing sight  of  the  prostrate  mare,  the  rec- 
tor groaned  aloud,  but  Hetty  with  a  de- 
mure air,  said,  "Never  mind  Dad.  The 
Lord  giveth  and  the  Lord  taketh  away." 

This  was  too  much  for  the  major's 
equanimity,  and  even  the  rector  was 
forced  to  laugh.  Then  the  Major  led  the 
way  to  the  house,  saying:  "If  you  will 
accept  the  hospitality  of  our  home,  sister 
and  I  will  do  our  best  to  make  you  com- 
fortable ;  and  if  I  mistake  not,  you  are 
my  old  friend,  the  rector  of  St.  Giles." 

"Thank  you,  Major,  I  am  glad  you 
have  not  forgotten  your  old  friends ;  this 
is  our  little  Hetty,  grown  to  woman- 
hood. We  were  on  our  way  to  call  on 
your  sister,  but  poor  old  Joan  was  in  a 
hurry,  and  announced  us  rather  abrupt- 
ly. It  will  indeed  give  us  pleasure  to 
renew  the  acquaintanceship,"  and,  cross- 
ing the  rose-covered  porch,  we  were  soon 
resting  comfortably.  An  enjoyable  day 
was  spent  at  the  Major's,  and  I  saw  that 
Hetty  had  already  made  a  deep  impres- 
sion on  the  soldier's  heart.  In  the  even- 
ing he  drove  them  home  in  his  smart 
trap,  and  though  the  village  gossips  won- 
dered why  the  Major's  furlough  was  ex- 
tended from  one  week  to  a  month,  I  knew 
why,  and  so  did  Hetty.  Then  came  a 
parting  of  six  months,  but  the  Major 
again  reti^rned  to  the  attack  and  carried 
Hetty  ofT, — a  willing -captive,  to  reside  in 
London,  as-  Mrs.  Arnold, 


letters  as  passed  between  them  during  the 
Major's  absence,  cause  me  to  wonder 
that  1  was  not  severely  scorched  in  the 
region  of  Hetty's  heart,  for  after  kiss- 
ing each  missive,  after  several  readings, 
siie  would  hide  them  in  my  folds,  then 
she  would  read  and  re-read  until  every 
word  must  have  been  forever  fixed  on 
her  memory ;  but  when  she  left  for  her 
London  home,  she  gave  not  a  glance 
toward  the  discarded  gown,  that  had 
clung  so  closely  to  her  in  all  her  happy 
moments.  1  was  tossed  aside,  only  to 
be  brought  to  light  again  by  the  thrifty 
mother,  who  fashioned  me  into  a  frock 
for  Gertrude—;  docile,  faithful  Gert- 
rude, who  could  draw  the  most  wonder- 
ful sounds  from  her  violin,  and  for  four 
months  I  was  her  close  companion,  my 
sombreness  always  brightened  by  a 
tlower,  a  colored  ribbon,  or  a  knot  of 
lace,  until  I  began  to  feel  quite  proud 
of  my  appearance ;  then  as  she  outgrew 
my  limits,  with  a  sigh  of  regret  she 
handed  me  over  to  Lucile,  the  studious 
one.  who  so  long  as  she  had  a  book,  gave 
no  heed  to  the  color  nor  fashion  of  her 
frock.  Each  day  matters  were  growing 
worse  at  the  rectory.  With  the  old 
mare's  death,  the  rector's  work  increas- 
ed, as  he  had  much  walking  to  do,  visit- 
ing his  flock,  and  laboring  hard  to  feed 
the  hungry  mouths  at  home ;  there  was 
little  with  which  to  feed,  much  less 
clothe,  these  healthy  English  girls,  with 
increasing  appetites  and  growing  limbs. 

"You  great  bookworm,"  said  Edith; 
"you  don't  care  a  jot  whether  or  not 
you  eat,  and  I  am  starved ;  then,  too,  I 
am  invited  to  sing  on  Thursday  evening 
at  the  Werner's  home,  but  the  same  old 
cry  is  echoed,  "Nothing  to  wear." 

"Why  I  wonder,  is  it  that  ministers' 
families  are  so  poor?  I'd  like  to  do 
something  to  shock  this  conservative  vil- 
lage." 

"For  shame,  Edith,  "  said  Lucile. 

"Oh!  for  shame,"  says  Miss  Prudence. 
Well  I  would,  just  the  same,  only  there 
isn't  a  man  to  even  flirt  with  in  this 
humdrum  place." 

"Whv     Edith,     what     would     mother 
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here  for.  Now  like  a  good  little  sister, 
wont  you  lend  nie  your  gray  frock?  i 
must  go  to  tl'iat  party,  it  only  to  spite 
that  horrid  Kate  Aierrid,  who  thinks 
Jack  \\  erner  has  eyes  lor  her  alone. 
\\  nat  do  you  say,  Lucile?  There's  a 
dear;     1   know  you  will  say  yes." 

"[  will  say  "yes'  Edith  and  will  give 
the  (.re:,s  to  you,  as  my  merino  will  last 
me  a  while  longer,  and  should  I  receive 
the  kindergarten  appointment  for  wnich 
I  have  applied,  I  shall  be  able  to  buy  a 
new  frock,  and  I  assure  you  its  color  will 
not  be  gray." 

"The  nasty  thing,"  I  thought.  Well,  1 
wanted  to  see  more  of  life,  so  felt  glad 
when  Edith  began  to  transform  me  into 
what  she  phrased  "a  dream." 

A  soft  chiffon  covered  the  rents  in  my 
sleeves,  and  formed  a  rulfie  for  my  neck, 
and  truly  Edith  made  a  sweet  picture, 
as  dressed  in  the  much  ridiculed  gray 
frock,  with  a  scarlet  blossom  in  her  dark 
hair,  arrayed  for  conquest,  she  sallied 
forth  to  the  Werner  house. 

So  much  for  that  evening's  triumph. 
Edith  is  now  Mrs.  Jack  Werner,  and 
I  was  transferred  to  Janet,  who  did  not 
keep  me  very  long  in  her  possession. 
Growth  is  no  respecter  of  persons,  even 
of  minister's  families,  and  I  soon  realized 
that  Janet  was  growing  aw^ay  beyond  my 
means  to  cover  her  long  limbs,  so  that 
ere  long  Kate  claimed  me  as  her  ow^n. 
Then  the  village  school-master  came  a- 
courting,  and  again  I  listened  to  the  oft- 
told  tale  until  one  bright  morning  Ray- 
mond Sinclair  led  bonny  Kate  to  the 
altar,  and  seeing  her  pretty  gown  so 
dainty  and  white,  I  did  not  marvel  that 
she  had  no  further  use  for  poor,  shabby 
me.  However,  thought  I,  it  will  not 
wear  as  well  as  I,  nor  reign  as  long  at 
Willowsmere  as  has  the  oid  gray  frock. 

Constance — the  loving  and  loveable 
Constance,  then  became  my  possessor, 
and  many  a  sly  hug  I  gave  her,  for 
which  the  poor  hooks  and  eyes  were 
blamed.  I  fell  in  love  with  Constance 
at  once,  and  so  did  all  who  met  her.  The 
crude  village  folk  called  her  an  idle 
dreamer,  but  I  knew  better.  She  was  a 
poet  to  her  finger  tips,  and  of  course  I 
could  not  help  seeing  the  many  charming 
verses  that  went  under  a  non  de  plume 


to  trie  London  papers,  for  be  it  under- 
stood, the  rector  would  allow  no  contact 
betw  een  the  rectory  members,  and  world- 
ly literature.  In  ner  rose  garden  many 
happy  hours  we  spent  together,  she  put- 
ting ner  sweet  thoughts  into  w^ords  while 
the  flowers  and  I  listened.  I  envied  the 
flowers  when  she  stooped  to  kiss  their 
sweet  faces. 

ihe  new  music  master  who  had  lately 
come  to  the  village,  soon  found  his  way 
to  the  rectory,  bringing  his  friend,  Ar- 
thur Wallace,  with  him,  and  many  pleas- 
ant evenings  we  passed  together  with 
Fred  Lincoln  at  the  piano,  which  though 
quite  antique,  gave  out  many  sweet 
sounds  beneath  his  musical  touch.  Con- 
stance listened,  and  I  thought  was  fast 
losing  her  heart  under  the  influence  of 
the  music,  when  an  interruption  rather 
made  me  doubt  her.  Arthur  Wallace 
became  a  regular  caller,  and  made  him- 
self so  attentive  to  Constance  that  it 
really  set  me  wondering.  Here,  thought 
I,  is  a  pretty  how-do-you-tlo.  There 
are  plenty  more  flowers  in  the  Wilmot 
family,  why  then  should  he  not  choose 
another  one,  rather  than  seek  to  snatch 
this  blossom  from  his  friend  ?  To  con- 
certs and  parties  they  went  together,  un- 
til I  was  losing  all  patience  with  Con- 
stance, when  Fred  Lincoln  remonstrated 
with  her ;  then  matters  went  smoothly 
for  the  music  master,  and  many  a  rose- 
bud that  had  lain  against  my  folds,  went 
away  in  the  lapel  of  Fred's  coat. 

The  roses  are  still  blooming  in  the  old 
garden,  but  Constance  comes  here  no 
more — I  wdsh  I  knew  why — though  I 
have  heard  it  whispered  that  she  is  a 
journalist  in  London,  and  I  am  not  the 
only  one  who  longs  for  her  return,  where 
the  flowers  wait  her  coming.  I  wish  she 
had  taken  me  with  her,  for  Ida  despises 
my  shabbiness,  as  though  I  could  help  it 
after  my  faithful  service  with  ten  of  the 
Wilmot  girls. 

Three  months  only  I  stayed  with  her. 
when  an  invitation  from  Hetty  for  Ida 
to  pay  her  a  visit,  brought  with  it  a  new 
dress,  and  this  injunction  on  the  part  of 
Hetty, — "Above  all  do  not  bring  the 
antediluvian  gray  frock,  else  my  friends 
will  mistake  you  for  a  page  from  ancient 
historv  that  came  over  in  the  ark."  How 
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girls  laughed  when  Ida  read  this 
itence,  but  1  felt  hurt  at  the  ingrati- 
e.  though  1  was  somewhat  niollitied 
iLii  Caroline  said :  "1  will  take  the  gray 
frock,  for  it  deserves  better  at  our  hands 
than  abuse."  1  had  an  agreeable  exist- 
ence with  Caroline,  who  taught  a  class  of 
boys  in  the  village  school.  The  experi- 
ence was  a  novel  one  to  me,  as  day  after 
day  1  went  with  Caroline  to  school,  and 
noted  iier  patience  with  her  trying  pupiis. 
How  her  poor  tired  head  would  ache, 
but  no  complaint  escaped  her  lips ;  so 
when  the  village  dentist  asked  her  to 
give  up  teaching  the  small  boys,  and  take 
one  big  boy  as  her  life's  companion,  I 
felt  glad  when  I  heard  her  answer  in 
the  affirmative,  and  then  began  my  short 
reign  with  Alice. 

■'What  a  strange  lot  of  girls  we  W'il- 
niots  are,"  Alice  exclaimed  to  the  con- 
clave gathered  together  in  the  rectory 
garden.  "Here  we  are  all  living  in  mor- 
tal dread  of  being  dubbed  "old  maids"  if 
no  "Prince  Charming"  comes  our  way. 
Well.  I  for  my  part,  am  going  to  strike 
out  boldly  and  forswear  marriage.  I  will 
henceforth  and  forever,  be  known  as  the 
"Bachelor  Maid!" 

"What  nonsense,"  answered  Florence. 
"You  know  you  are  the  best  looking 
girl  in  the  village,  and  just  wait,  my 
lady,  until  the  chance  presents  itself, 
you  won't  say  "Nay." 

"I  shall  indeed  ;  I  hate  man,  he  is  such 
a  conceited  creature;  he  thinks  all  that 
is  necessary  is  to  ask  a  girl  to  marry 
him.  and  she  will  jump  at  the  chance." 

"Now  don't  be  hard,  Alice,"  Florence 
answered.  "They  are  not  all  alike.  You 
must  admit  that  woman  has  her  full 
share  of  conceit,  and  your  views  are 
gathered  from  the  narrow  limits  of  Wil- 
lowsmere,  where  men  are  such  a  rara 
avis  that  there  is  small  wonder  that  they 
deem  they  have  but  to  ask,  and  they  shall 
receive  favor,  from  our  sex." 

"You  are  a  dear  old  wiseacre.  Floss, 
but  you  haven't  changed  my  opinion  one 
whit,  and  I  again  assert  I  would  not 
marry — not  if — " 

"Oh !"  With  a  little  shriek  Alice  drew 
back,  her  eyes  riveted  on  the  hedge. 
Following  the  direction  of  her  gaze,  they 
saw    a    man — yes.    actually,    a    real    live 


man — leaning  over  the  hedge,  his  arms 
foiled,  and  a  roguish  look  in  his  eyes,  as 
he  gazed  on  the  surprised  group  before 
him.  Then  leaping  over  the  low  parti- 
tion he  approached  them,  and  doffing  his 
cap  said,  "Ladies,  your  pardon ;  permit 
me  to  introduce  and  explain  myself,  as 
you  have  caught  me  in  the  act  of  eaves- 
dropping. I  am  Maynard  Chisholm, 
nephew  of  the  late  owner  of  the  pro- 
perty adj<nning  your  grounds.  I  was 
told  the  village  held  many  charms,  but 
was  not  aware  that  they  were  in  such 
close  proximity  to  my  lands,  else  should 
1  have  made  an  earlier  advent  into  Wil- 
lowsmere.  Strolling  close  by  the  hedge, 
and  hearing  a  "Bachelor  Maid's  vow  to 
celibacy,  1  stopped  to  listen,  with  what 
result  you  all  see, — a  shamefaced  peni- 
tent, who  humbly  craves  your  pardon, 
ladies." 

"Our  pardon  we  cheerfully  grant," 
said  Alice,  "because  since  you  have  lis- 
tened, you  have  heard  no  good  of  your 
sex  in  general." 

With  the  greatest  nonchalance  he 
threw  himself  down  on  the  sward,  and 
was  soon  joining  in  the  debate.  After 
that  his  visits  to  the  rectory  beacme  quite 
frequent,  and  a  general  laugh  arose  when 
Alice  confessed  to  her  sisters  that  she 
had  broken  the  "Bachelor's  Maid's  vow, 
and  had  become  the  affianced  of  May- 
nard Chisholm. 

Then  came  a  change  for  me.  I  had 
grown  very  shabby,  and  all  my  past 
giory  seemed  faded  and  gone ;  yet  the 
rector's  family  could  not  afford  to  part 
with  me,  there  being  two  more  girls  to 
be  gowned,  and  little  money  with  which 
to  buy  the  wherewithal.  That  last  re- 
mark relative  to  the  "eternal  gray  frock, ' 
rather  upset  me,  as  well  as  my  prospec- 
tive wearers.  Finally  a  council  was  held 
by  the  family,  and  it  was  decided  that 
I,  the  old  gray  frock,  which  had  done 
service  for  twelve  members  of  the  fam- 
ily, should  be  dyed.  I  was  put  under 
a  process  in  which  I  turned  blue,  and 
then  I  was  fashioned  over  for  Florence. 
For  a  few  months  I  was  her  best  frock, 
then  came  the  gift  of  a  new  one.  and 
with  not  one  sigh  of  regret,  I  was  shut 
into  a  dark  wardrobe,  neglected  and 
forgotten.     On  a  shelf  in  the  comer  of 
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the  closet,  where  I  hid  from  dayhght, 
lay  an  old  poke  bonnet,  its  strings 
rumpled,  its  flowers  faded  and  its  gen- 
eral aspect  about  as  delapitlated  as  my 
own.  Suddenly,  however,  I  recognized 
it  as  having  played  a  part  in  my  career — 
it  having  been  handed  down  the  long 
line  of  thirteen  girls,  as  I  had  been,  so 
I  spoke  to  the  bonnet.  "Tell  me,"  I 
asked,  "are  we  to  be  condemned  to  utter 
oblivion  after  our  years  of  useful  servi- 
tude ?" 

"I  think  not,"  repHed  the  bonnet,  "for 
there  is  Hyacinthe,  who  will  yet  require 
us.  She  is  as  3-ou  know,  a  very  high- 
spirited  girl,  and  though  she  insists  that 
she  will  not  wear  the  bonnet  that  has 
travelled  steadily  over  the  road  with  the 
old  frock,  which  she  despises,  yet  she 
will  be  obliged  to  accept  our  services,  as 
there  is  nothing  better  for  her  at  pre- 
sent. Oh!  The  thoughts  that  have 
passed  through  the  pretty  heads  upon 
which  I  have  rested." 

"Yes,"  I  answered,  "and  the  hopes 
that  have  beaten  in  the  hearts  that  I 
have  covered !" 

"Ah!  But  I  framed  their  pretty  faces,'' 
quoth  the  bonnet. 

"And  I  clothed  their  graceful  forms," 
spoke  L 

"Yes,"  said  the  bonnet,  "but  you  lost 
your  originality  when  you  were  dyed — " 

"Not  at  all,  my  friend,  I  merely  took 
on  a  new  color,  to  vary  the  monotony." 

Then  the  door  opened  suddenly  and 
Hyacinthe  Wilmot  stood  on  the  thres- 
hold. "The  same  old  frock, — the  same 
old  bonnet, — the  same  old  story,  since 
my  existence  began  in  the  rectory ;  noth- 
ing to  eat, — nothing  to  wear;  oh!  the 
misery  of  it  all;  our  only  salvation,  a 
man,  and  they  are  as  scarce  as  raiment 
and  food  about  the  rectory.  Well,  eld 
frock,  it's  not  your  fault,  but  my  mis- 
fortune. I  am  going  out  in  the  world 
to  earn  a  livelihood,  so  you  must  help 
make  me  presentable."  Then  I  was  lift- 
ed from  the  peg.  Hyacinthe's  busy  lin- 
gers plied  the  needle  all  day,  and  be- 
hold !  when  arrayed  in  the  old  blue  frock, 
she  stood  before  the  mirror,  I  hardly 
knew  myself.  "Old  blue  frock,"  indeed! 
No  I  was  a  model  of  style,  as  I  clung 
to  the  graceful  form  beneath  my  folds. 


And  the  bonnet  that  I  had  laughed  at ! 
There  it  rested  on  her  goiden  hair,  and 
scarcely  did  I  recognize  my  companion 
of  the  closet,  as  I  looked  upon  the  co- 
quettish bow  replacing  the  faded  flower, 
and  the  dainty  ribbon  tied  under  the 
pretty  chin.  My  next  recollection  was 
opening  my  eyes  in  the  prettily  appointed 
library  of  Lindenvale,  where  Hyacinthe 
had  taken  up  her  duties  as  secretary  to 
John  Tremaine.  When  I  saw  the  beauti- 
ful gown  worn  by  Mrs.  Tremaine,  I  did 
not  blame  Hyacinthe  for  her  remarks 
about  my  shabbiness,  but  I  would  not 
have  exchanged  owners,  being  now  worn 
with  as  dainty  grace  as  though  I  were  a 
creation  of  elegance. 

Hyacinthe  was  a  clever  girl,  but  as 
she  gained  favor  with  Mr.  Tremaine, 
she  lost  in  the  sight  of  his  wife,  who 
was  extremely  jealous,  and  tyrannized 
over  him  by  her  ready  tears.  Still,  mat- 
ters went  smoothly  for  Hyacinthe,  until 
one  evening  when  Mr.  Tremaine  invited 
company  to  dinner,  among  them  Alfred 
Lombard.  Hyacinthe  wore  a  black  lace 
gown,  and  looked  charming,  as  with  her 
chin  resting  in  her  palm  she  smiled  de- 
murely up  at  Mr.  Leonard  from  her  desk 
in  Air.  Tremaine's  library.  "My  name," 
she  was  saying,  is  Hyacinthe.  I  was 
named  after  a  flower,  I  don't  know  why, 
I  am  one  of  a  family  of  fourteen  girls. 
My  father  is  rector  of  St.  Giles,  in  Wil- 
lowsmere.  I  got  tired  of  the  hum-drum 
existence  in  the  rectory,  sick  of  wearing 
shabby  clothes,  and  of  the  eternal  dish 
of  mutton — 

Mutton  roasted,  and  mutton  plain. 

What's  left  from  Sunday,  we'll  have 
Monday,  again ; 

Tuesda)-  we'll  eat  the  remnants,  cold, 

Wednesday  a  mutton  hash  tale  is  told. 

Thursday  we  pick  all  the  bones  so  clean,. 

That  Friday,  no  mutton  is  left, — I  ween. 

Then  Saturday  morning  with  hearts  de- 
vout. 

We  thank  the  good  Lord,  that  the 
mutton  is  out ; 

While  the  rector  asks  blessings  on  what 
we  eat,— 

Dear  Lord,  send  not  mutton  again. — we. 
entreat. 
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Uh !  dear  me,  niaii)  times  and  ott, 
have  we  girls  sung  these  words  to  the 
air  of  a  hymn,  while  dear  old  Dad,  not 
hearing  (iistinctly,  looked  smilingly,  at 
his  supposed  sanctihed  daughters.  Then 
the  old  frock,  and  the  ancient  bonnet. 
Ah!  I  wish  a  story  might  be  written  of 
the  hearts  that  have  beaten  beneath  the 
frock,  that  has  marched  faithfully 
through  the  ranks  of  fourteen  girls,  and 
the  thoughts  that  have  passed  under  the 
bonnet,  that  has  kept  religious  pace  with 
the  threadbare  dress.  Vou  asked  me  to 
tell  you  something  of  my  life;  1  have 
told  you  all,  but  1  don't  know  why.  Now 
pardon  me,  for  1  must  finish  my  work." 

Mr.  Lombard  made  a  few  remarks,  and 
dien  went  into  the  garden  to  join  the 
rest  of  the  party.  Hyacinthe  laid  down 
her  pen,  approached  the  mantel,  lifted 
from  thence,  .Mr.  Tremaine"s  photograph, 
carefully  flecked  off  some  specks  of  dust, 
with  her  dainty  handkerchief,  held  it  oft' 
at  arm's  length  for  several  seconds,  and 
then  bringing  it  nearer  her  face,  she 
imprinted  a  kiss  on  the  unresponsive 
card.  There  was  a  crash  of  china,  the 
picture  was  snatched  from  Hyacinthe's 
hand,  and  Mrs.  Tremaine,  her  eyes  blaz- 
ing with  wrath,  stood  before  her. 

"Impertinent  Hussy,"  she  gasped, 
"How  dare  you  r  So  you  are  the  mild- 
faced  hypocrite  who  is  stealing  my  hus- 
band's aft'ection  !  Not  another  day  shall 
you  remain  under  my  roof ;  there  is  a 
train  leaves  here  tomorrow  morning,  for 
Willowsmere.  and  you  will  go  from 
hence  then,  but  remember,  the  true  rea- 
son for  your  going  must  remain  a  secret, 
between  us  two — you  hear  me?" 

"T  hear,  but  as  I  am  engaged  by  your 
husband  to  do  his  work,  I  shall  not  take 
orders  from  you.  When  he  bids  me  go 
I  shall  do  so,  and  not  until  then !" 

Down  sat  Hyacinthe  at  the  desk,  pen 
in  hand,  and  began  writing  industriously. 

Gathering  up  the  fragments  of  the 
broken  teacup,  and  starting  for  the  door, 
Mrs.  Tremaine  said  :  "You  will  receive 
your  orders  in  a  very  short  while,  from 
my  husband." 

Just  then,  into  the  room  came  Mr. 
Tremaine.  Twining  her  arms  about  his 
neck,   ]\Irs.  Tremaine  said:  "John  dear. 


1  want  you  to  tell  Miss  Wihnot  that  you 
no  longer  re(|uire  her  services." 

A  look  of  surprise  crossed  his  face 
as  he  in(|uired:  "Vur  what  reason  Mil- 
dred, df)  you  ask  this  thing?" 

■'Well.  1  want  you  to  tell  her  to  go. 
Is  not  that  sufficient  reason?" 

"No,  it  is  not,  and  I  refuse  to  comply, 
until  some  just  reason  is  given." 

The  following  morning  Hyacinthe  was 
in  the  garden,  culling  roses.  She  looked  so 
sweet  and  dainty  in  her  soft  pink  frock, 
that  I  (lid  not  blame  Mr.  Lombard  for 
the  glance  of  admiration  which  he  cast 
upon  her,  while  he  pleaded  for  "just  one 
little  rose." 

"There  are  many  in  tiie  garden.  "  she 
answered,  pluck  one  for  yourself,"  and 
she  passed  on,  leaving  him  standing  with 
a  puzzled  expression  on  his  face.  She 
had  gone  but  a  short  distance  when  meet- 
ing Mr.  Tremaine  she  stopped,  and  tak- 
ing from  her  basket,  a  crimson  rose. 
"Allow  me,"  she  said,  and  forthwith 
placed  it  in  the  lai)el  of  his  coat ;  and 
there  at  a  distance,  glaring  through  the 
bushes  stood  Mrs.  Tremaine,  taking  in 
the  whole  scene.  She  waited  to  see  no 
more,  but  in  high  dudgeon  left  the  gar- 
den, and  darted  off  towards  her  lather's 
home.  Mr.  Tremaine  and  his  friend  had 
breakfasted  in  the  garden,  and  were  re- 
galing each  other  with  college  reminis- 
cences, when  the  butler  interru|)ted  their 
tete-a-tete. 

"Please  sir,  and  your  jjanlon  sir,  but 
the  servants  be  a-talkin',  an'  cook  says 
how  she  haint  be  goin'  to  Miss  W'ilmot, 
for  orders." 

"What  ?"  roared  Tremaine.  "they  are 
talking,  arc  they  ?  Well  you  tell  cook 
that  she  need  not  go  for  orders  but  she 
shall  take  them  from  me.  Now,  you 
hear,  and  listen:  any  more  talk,  and  you- 
will  all  leave  my  employ  for  good." 

Then  said  Tremaine  to  his  friend,  "I 
hadn't  thought  of  this  complication. 
Zounds  I  I  shall  not  send  for  my  wife. 
If  she  returns  she  must  do  so  of  her 
own  accord,  for  I  am  weary  of  her  eter- 
nal tyranny  of  tears  over  mere  trifles. 
I  will  find  Miss  Wilmot  though,  and  tell 
her  she  must  not  remain  here." 

Suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  he  was 
soon  in  conversation   with  his  secretary 
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at  the  other  end  of  the  garden.  "'Aliss 
Wihnot,  I  regret  to  say  that  under  exist- 
ing circumstances  you  cannot  well  re- 
main longer  at  Lindenvale,  as  the  mis- 
tress of  the  house  has  left  here  because 
of  my  decision  to  keep  you  in  my  employ. 
Your  remaining  longer  beneath  my  roof 
would  but  jeopardize  your  good  name." 

Hyacinthe  had  been  standing,  slowly 
pulling  a  rose  to  pieces,  its  red  petals 
falling  like  drops  of  blood  from  between 
her  white  fingers,  on  to  the  grass  at  her 
feet,  when  suddenly  she  knelt  beside  the 
table,  and  burying  her  face  in  her  hands, 
burst  into  tears. 

"Listen,  child,  to  me.  I  would  be  a 
brother  to  you,  and  as  such  counsel 
you.  Mrs.  Tremaine  has  said  that  while 
you  remained  under  my  roof,  she  would 
not  remain.  I,  deeming  her  petuiance 
but  a  whim,  insisted  on  retaining  your 
services,  and  allowed  her  to  depart, 
thinking  she  would  return  penitent  this 
morning.  She  has  not  done  so,  and  now 
knowing  fully  the  circumstances,  I  owe 
her  an  explanation,  as  well  as  an  apolog}- 
which  I  shall  make  without  delay.  Even 
now,  should  she  return,  it  would  not 
be  possible  for  you  to  remain  here.  I 
will  provide  you  with  good  references, 
and  your  salary  will  continue  until  you 
are  established  in  another  position,  but 
until  then,  no  roof  is  as  safe  to  shelter 
you  as  that  of  your  parents.  Airs.  Tre- 
maine will  probably  return  today,  so  you 
must  prepare  to  leave  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible.'" 

He  was  gone,  and  still  Hyacinthe  sat 
where  he  had  left  her,  her  chin  resting 
on  her  hand,  and  a  look  of  defiance  in 
her  eyes. 

"Of  what  are  you  dreaming.  Miss 
Wilmot?"  asked  Alfred  Lombard,  as  he 
stood  before  her. 

"Of  the  hopelessness  of  life,"  she  an- 
swered. "  Mr.  Tremaine  says  it  is  no 
longer  possible  for  me  to  remain  here, 
and  advises  my  return  to  Willowsmere. 
Oh!  I'd  rather  die  than  return  to  that 
poverty  again." 

"Why  go  back?" 

"There  is  nothing  else  for  me  to  do,  ' 
she  answered. 

"Hyacinthe,"  he  said,  "I  have  not 
known  you  for  long,  nor  do  you  know 
me.  but  in  the  short  space  of  a  day  I 


have  learned  to  love  you.  Will  you  not  <> 
give  me  the  right  to  look  after  your  fu-  | 
ture.  and  share  with  me  my  home  in  f 
Landsmere?"  i. 

■'But  I  do  not  love  you!" 

"Will  you  not  try  to  do  so?" 

"Oh.  yes !  I  can  try,  and  it  will  not 
prove  nmch  of  an  effort,  for  I  admire 
you  greatly  now." 

"Ah !  Here  comes  Jack  Tremaine,  and 
I  declare,  his  wife  is  with  him! — Just 
in  time  old  fellow ;  allow  me  to  present 
you  and  Mrs.  Tremaine  to  my  intended 
wife — Hyacinthe  Wilmot." 

An  expression  of  surprise  showed  in 
Airs.  Tremaine's  face,  but  making  the 
best  of  the  situation  she  extended  her 
hand  to  Hyacinthe,  while  Jack  Tremaine 
and  Alfred  Lombard,  strolled  away  to- 
gether. 

"So  you  have  engaged  yourself  to  Mr. 
Lombard,  have  you  ?"  she  asked  suavly. 

"Yes,  I  have,'"  answered  Hyacinthe. 
Do  you  object?  Y^our  husband  no  longer 
required  my  services,  therefore  I  was 
obliged  to  seek  another  position,  and  Air. 
Lombard  happening  along,  offered  me 
one  as  his  wife,  so  I  accepted,  and  will 
now  relieve  you  of  the  disagreeable  duty 
of  advising  my  hasty  departure  from 
Lindenvale.  But  before  I  leave,  allow 
me  to  give  you  a  little  wholesome  advice. 
If  you  would  retain  your  husband's  af- 
fections, don't  tyrannize  over  him  with 
your  tears,  and  don't  smoothe  his  hair 
when  he  wants  it  rough,  nor  rough  it 
when  he  wants  it  smoothe." 

"And  so,  you  would  offer  me  advice? 
\\'ell  Aliss — mine  to  you  is.  if  you  would 
avoid  embarassments,  don't  go  through 
the  world  kissing  photographs  of  mar- 
ried men,  while  their  wives  are  liable  to 
catch  you  in  the  act.  And  now,  good- 
bye,— may  your  future  be  a  happy  one." 

Air.  and  Airs.  Tremaine  bridged  over 
their  differences,  and  Hyacinthe  became 
Mrs.  Lombard,  while  I — the  old  blue 
frock,  am  preserved  by  her  as  a  family 
joke. — the  poor  old  frock  that  marched 
steadily  and  faithfully  through  a  family 
of  fourteen  girls — knowing  their  follies, 
foibles,  and  virtues,  and  loving  them  all, 
— bless  their  sweet  hearts. 

"Bless  their  bonny  heads  too,"  echoes 
the  old  poke  bonnet :  and  I  fervently 
answer — "Amen." 
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EFITOMZ:    OF    FR£VZOUS    CKAFTERS. 

This  thrilling  and  pathetic  story  has  reached  a  stage  in  its  serial  publication  when, 
for  the  benefit  of  our  readers  who  have  missed  the  pleasure  of  reading  Its  Initial  chapters, 
it  is  desirable,  and  indeed  necessary,  to  epitomise  it  up  to  date,  and  thence-forward  from 
month  to  month  till  its  final  culmination. 

CHAPTER  I.  Is  the  revelation  of  a  financial  catastrophe  In  which  John  Reedham,  then 
about  44  years  of  age,  and  a  partner  in  the  firm  of  Lowther,  Currle  &  Co.,  standti  out  a* 
the  conspicuous  figure  and  the  culprit.  The  other  partners  are  Sir  Philip  Lowther.  Jame.s 
Currie,  and  George  Lidgate. 

Lidgate  is  the  only  partner  at  home  when  the  revelation  takes  place.  He  had  been 
the  friend  of  Reedham  for  20  years.  The  two  confront  each  other;  and  as  the  senior  part- 
ners, Lowther  and  Currie,  hard  relentless  men,  were  to  return  next  day.  Lidgate  deter- 
mines to  give  Reedham  a  chance  of  escape  and  an  18  hours'  start  of  the  hounds  of 
justice  and   retribution. 

Reedham  avails  himself  of  the  offer,  and  on  departing  implores  Lidgate  to  look  after 
"Bessie"  and  the  boy.  "Bessie"  was  his  wife,  a  beautiful  and  fascinating  woman,  34  years 
•old,  thoroughly  devoted  to  her  husband;  and  "the  boy,"  whose  name  was  Leslie,  was  his 
son,  then  14  years  old,  at  school. 

Lidgate  proceeds  to  Reedham's  home  and  discloses  the  defalcation  to  Mrs.  Reedham. 
whom  "he  had  loved  and  lost";  but  the  existence  of  his  love  seems  to  have  been  dis- 
closed  for   the  first    time  at   this   dire   and   disastrous   interview. 

CHAPTER  II.  James  Currie,  one  of  the  -stern  and  relentless  partners,  visits  Mrs. 
Reedham,  and  in  the  heat  of  his  inveighing  against  her  husband,  Leslie,  the  son.  suddenly 
enters,  and  having  heard  the  closing  words  of  the  animadversion  he  practically  orders  James 
Currie  to  retire.  This  was  the  first  declaration  of  the  fervent  faith  of  a  sanguine  boy 
either  that  his  father  was  innocent  or  that  he  would  return  and  remove  the  stain  on  his  life 
by  a  noble  retribution. 

From  the  first,  in  spite  of  an  apparent  kindness  and  an  evident  desire  for  conciliation 
on   Lidgate's   part,   Leslie  evinced   a  distrust  and   hostility  to  Lidgate. 

CHAPTERS  III  and  IV.  Reedham.  disguised  as  a  broken-down  clerk,  seeks  shelter  at 
the  house  of  an  old  servant  of  his  Mrs.  Mary  Anne  Webber.  She  did  not  recognize  him; 
but  he  reveals  himself  to  her,  rents  a  room  in  the  house;  and  thenceforth,  with  the  se<ret 
•of  his  identity  known  to  her  alone,  he  becomes  Thomas  Charlton.  The  Rev.  Mr.  Klelden. 
Vicar  of  St.  Ethelreds,  gives  him  a  card  of  introduction  to  Archibald  Currie.  the  brother 
•of  James  Currie,  his  former  partner.  Archibald  Currie  is  one  of  the  finest  types  of 
generous,  benevolent,  business  men;  Charlton  calls  on  him  at  his  home,  and  obtains  employ- 
ment  at   the   warehouse,    18    Old   Broad    Street,   London. 

Archibald  Currie  had  in  his  home  a  young  lady,  named  Katherine  Wrede.  an  orphan, 
■whom  he  regarded  as  his  ward  and  who  called  him  I'nde.  She  at  once  gets  Interested  In 
Charlton,  and  Archihuld  Currie  told  her.  in  taking  Charlton,  he  was  "drawing  a  large  cheque 
■on  the  Bank  of  Faith."  But  hearing  that  even  in  the  Intense  excitement  and  indignation 
at  his  fall,  all  loved  Reedham,  Katherine  Wrede  said  to  "her  I'ncle"  that  people  "don't  talk 
like    that    about    a   weak    or    merely    wicked    man." 

Stephen  Currie,  a  son  of  James  Currie.  now  appears  on  the  scene  and  makes  love  to 
Katherine    Wrede,    which    she    sternly    resents. 

Thomas  Charlton  works  along  In  the  ofBce  of  Archibald  Currie.  becomes  his  confidential 
clerk,  and  gains  position  and  influence  day  by  day  to  the  disgust  and  disappointment  of 
one  man   only — Richard   Turner. 

CH.\PTERS  V.  and  VI.      A  year  elapses.      Bessie    Reedham    is    keci  ' 
Burnham    for  paying  guests  or  boarders.      The    boy    leaves    school:      t 
book-keeper  which  he  forfeits  on  account  of  a  resented  remark  made    i 

Lidgate  at  this  juncture  returns  from  a  trip  to  America.  Int. 
•who  still  believes  her  husband  is  alive  and  will  clear  up  the  myst 
she  asked  Lidgate  the  amount  of  the  defalcation,  as  she  said:  "!.■ 
■his  debt  and  would  redeem  it."  This,  too,  was  the  boy's  ambition.  N. 
Lidgite  goes  to  .-Vrchibald  Currie.  and  gels  Leslie  a  position  In  hi.-  ••.;. 
to  Katherine  Wrede  his  love  for  Mrs.  Reedham  and  declares  he  would 
dare  not   propose  such  a  thing." 

Lidgate.  while  going  in  to  interview  Archibald  Currie  about  the  boy  Leslie,  encounters 
"Thomas  Charlton"  coming  out.  No  recognition  on  LIdgate's  part.  Agony  and  bloody  sweat 
to  Charlton. 
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Lidgate  and  Archibald  Currie  discuss  Reedham's  strange  case,  and  make  conjectures 
Katherine  Wrede  in  turn  discusses  Charlton  with  her  uncle,  and  affirms  a  growing  trust  and 
confidence  in   him. 

Stephen  Currie  again  appears  on  the  scene,  and  makes  new  declarations  of  love,  which 
Katherine  resents. 

Richard  Turner,  the  envious  employe  of  Archibald  Currie,  now  begins  to  display  his 
ferrety  instincts,  and  dogs  the  steps  of  Charlton  to  his  humble  abode.  This  is  the  beginning 
of  a  strange  revelation,  and  of  the  depicting  of  a  class  of  character  very  familiar  and  very 
revolting.  Turner  himself  was  an  utter  incompetent  and  was  retained  by  Archibald  Currie 
solelv   from  feelings   of  charity. 

CHAPTER  VII.  Leslie  Reedham  received  into  the  office  of  Archibald  Currie,  and  placed 
under  the  charge  of  Charlton!  Surely  at  that  moment  of  anguish  and  trial  the  latter  had 
fully  expiated  all  the  misery  he  had  wrought. 

Leslie  tells  Charlton  at  their  first  introduction  about  his  father  and  reasserts  his 
fervent  faith   that   he   will  one  day   vindicate  himself. 

Charlton    tells    Mary    Ann    Webber    of    his   new   boy-charge. 

Possibility  of  Charlton,  whose  position  and  influence  with  Archibald  Currie  were  now 
fully  assured,  going  abroad  to  disentangle  some  complications  connected  with  the  Colonial 
branch  of  Archibald  Currie's  business. 

CHAPTER  VIII.  Charlton  gains  the  entiie  confidence  of  his  employer,  and  business  of 
vast  importance  in  Africa,  requiring  eithei  the  principal,  or  a  trusted  representative,  it 
is  arranged  that  Charlton  should  assume  the  position  of  plenipotentiary,  and  proceed 
immediately. 

James  Currie  tries  to  get  Archibald  Currie  to  promote  the  love-suit  of  his  son,  Stephen, 
but  fails.  Then  he  tries  to  disparage  Charlton,  by  suggestion  and  innuendo;  but  Archi- 
bald adheres  to  his  opinion,  that  finds  ready  support  from  Miss  Wrede,  that  Charlton  is 
a  man   to  be  wholly   trusted. 

"If  you  engineer  this  business  success  I'uUy,  I'll  make  you  a  partner  when  you  come 
back." 

Great  prospect  of  Charlton's  quick  restoration.  But,  Richard  Turner,  himself  an  inanity, 
jealous,  unscrupulous,  ferrety  lurks  in  the  umlerground.     Oh!    accursed    brood. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  SPY. 

NEXT  morning  Charlton  was 
startled  to  find  on  his  desk  a 
letter  addressed  in  a  quite  fa- 
miliar handwriting.  It  bore  no 
stamp,  but  he  needed  no  telling  whence 
it  came.  Was  not  every  character  fa- 
miliar; how  many  times  he  had  joked 
and  teased  his  wife  about  her  dashing 
lines,  her  somewhat  fantastic  style.  Yet 
it  was  characteristic  too,  for  Bessie  Reed- 
ham with  all  her  sweetness  would  be 
very  determined  when  occasion  arose. 
He  toyed  with  the  letter,  not  immediate- 
ly opening  it.  He  could  guess  its  con- 
tents, and  also  surmised  that  the  boy 
had  brought  it.  He  had  nodded  to  him 
as  he  came  through  the  office  a  few  mo- 
ments before,  and  had  even  been  struck 
by  a  certain  wistfulness  in  his  expres- 
sion; a  look  that  put  into  words  might 
have  said:  "Why  do  you  go  awav?" 
He  looked  at  his  other  letters,  even  open- 
ed one  or  two,  but  so  languid  was  his 
interest  that  he  realised  his  wife's  letter 
must  be  opened  first.  He  did  not  break 
the  seal,  but  cut  it  open  very  carefully, 
even  with  a  lingering  touch  as  one 
handles  a  precious  thing.  There  were 
only  a  few  words  written  on  the  page. 


28,  Burnham  Road, 

Clapton,  N.E., 

May  14th. 

Dear  Sir, 

1  beg  that  you  will  excuse  my  intru- 
sion, but  I  have  heard  from  my  son  that 
you  are  about  to  leave  England  for  a 
considerable  period,  and  I  feel  I  should 
like  to  offer  you  before  you  go  my  heart- 
felt thanks  for  your  very  great  kindness 
to  the  boy.  He  is  never  tired  talking 
about  it,  and  I  can  easily  gather  how 
exceptionally  considerate  and  helpful  you 
have  been  to  him.  I  do  not  know  whe- 
ther you  are  aware  of  the  distressing 
circumstances  of  my  life,  of  how  little 
chance  there  is  that  I  shall  ever  be  able 
to  repay  you.  But  at  least  you  have 
won  the  lifelong  gratitude  of  a  woman 
who  has  suffered  beyond  the  common 
lot.  It  is  my  earnest  desire  and  prayer 
that  the  boy  himself  may  prove  grateful 
and  worthy  your  almost  fatherly  kind- 
ness. W^ishing  you  the  fullest  success 
in  your  undertaking,  and  a  speedy  re- 
turn. 

Believe  me,  yours  gratefully, 
Bessie  Alice  Reedham. 

Charlton  smiled  strangely  as  he  laid 
the  letter  down,  and  dropping  his  chin 
in  his  hands,  kept  his  eyes  fixed  on  the 
written  words.  But  it  was  not  of  them 
he  was  thinking  at  the  moment.  A  sud- 
den temptation  came  to  him  to  make  a 
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dean  breast  of  the  whole  circumstances, 
to  go  out  to  Bessie  and  take  her  to  his 
heart.  His  heart  beat  a  Httle  at  the 
thought,  but  he  tried  to  repress  the  ar- 
dour of  his  desire,  telling  himself  the 
time  was  not  yet  ripe.  This  journey  to 
tlie  Cape,  if  brought  to  a  successful  issue, 
would  certainly  so  consolidate  his  posi- 
tion that  it  would  be  safe  to  own  up. 
Even  the  money  might  then  be  restored, 
for  everything  is  forgiven  to  a  successful 
man.  "No,  no,  we  must  wait,  poor  old 
girl."  he  said  tenderly  as  he  folded  up 
the  letter,  "1  must  not  even  write  unless 
I  dictate  it.  I'll  send  a  message  by  the 
boy." 

He  replaced  the  letter  in  its  envelope 
and  slipped  it  into  an  inner  pocket.  It 
touched  something  there  that  impeded 
its  smooth  progress.  He  put  his  hand 
in  a  trifle  impatiently,  and  drew  out  a 
piece  of  tissue  paper  in  which  something 
was  wrapped.  Then  he  flushed  dully, 
for  it  was  the  rose  Katherine  Wrede  had 
given  him,  and  which  he  had  said  should 
be  his  talisman  of  success.  He  changed 
it  to  another  pocket,  and  then  with  a 
sudden  eflfort  of  the  will  took  it  out  again 
and  threw  it  in  the  small,  clear  fire,  which 
the  chill  of  May  mornings  rendered  ac- 
ceptable. It  was  the  right  thing  to  do, 
yet  he  did  not  like  to  hear  it  crackle. 
He  rose  and  stepped  out  into  the  office 
where  all  the  clerks'  pens  were  scratch- 
ing busily,  and  made  his  way  to  the 
particularly  high  stool  on  which  Leslie 
Reedham  was  perched.  He  spoke  a  few 
kind,  almost  tender  words  to  the  boy, 
and  while  he  was  speaking  the  head  of 
the  firm  came  in,  smiling  genially,  as 
was  his  wont,  on  one  and  all. 

"You  seem  very  fond  of  that  boy. 
Charlton,"  he  remarked,  as  Charlton  fol- 
lowed him  to  the  private  room.  "I  don't 
wonder  at  it;  he's  a  promising  lad,  and 
his  mother  will  be  grateful,  I  am  sure." 
"She  wrote  to  me  today,  thanking  me," 
said  Charlton,  with  some  difficulty.  "But 
its  a  very  trifling  thing,  after  all.  The 
initial  kindness,  the  great  service,  was 
rendered  by  you." 

"Ah,  yes.  that's  very  true ;  but  more 
even  depends  on  the  environment  after 
the  chance  is  given.  Now,  that  lad's 
spirit  would  be  easily  crushed.     Put  him 


under  Turner,  for  instance.  His  jeers 
and  jibes  would  soon  take  the  heart  out 
of  a  sensitive  lad  like  that.  I  wish  you'd 
tell  me  what  to  do  with  Turner,  Charlton. 
1  dont  like  him.  I've  tried  to  get  over 
it,  and  to  Ik-  just  to  him,  but  something 
tells  me  I  ought  to  get  rid  of  him.  He's 
merely  an  eye-servant,  and  a  poor  one  a* 
that.  But  1  think  of  his  wife  and  chil- 
dren ;  I  am  told  he  has  five  children, 
and  at  his  age  he  wouldn't  find  a  Ix-rth 
so  easily.  I  fear  I  must  endure  him  a 
little  longer. 

Charlton  made  no  reply.  He  did  not 
care  for  the  man,  and  could  easily  have 
proved  a  case  against  him.  But  grati- 
tude for  mercy  vouchsafed  to  himself 
made  him  generous  and  forbearing  to- 
wards others. 

"Keep  him  on,  sir,"  he  said  in  a  low 
voice,  "as  long  as  you  possibly  can.  As 
you  say,  he  will  not  easily  find  a  berth." 
"Well,  since  you  plead  his  cause,  I'll 
leave  him  in  the  meantime.  But  I  wish 
I  could  feel  more  certain  about  him.     I 

don't  trust  him,  as  perhaps  I  ought " 

Immediately  he  changed  the  subject, 
for  there  was  much  to  discuss  and  settle 
regarding  affairs  at  the  Cape.  Ne.xt  af- 
ternoon Charlton  left  London  with  a 
wonderfully  lightened  heart,  determined 
to  put  forth  the  most  strenuous  effort.s 
on  his  employer's  behalf,  to  leave  no 
stone  unturned  to  make  his  commission 
a  success.  Had  Archibald  Currie  even 
faintly  guessed  what  that  success  might 
mean  to  the  man  who  had  undertaken 
the  journey,  he  could  not  have  had  a 
single  qualm.  But  indeed  he  had  none, 
and  that  evening,  over  the  dinner-table 
at  his  house  in  Hyde  Park-square,  he 
extolled  him  to  the  skies.  Katherine 
seemed  to  listen  so  well-pleased  that  a 
curious  thought — or,  rather,  intuition — 
flashed  through  .Archibald  Currie's  mind. 
Seldom  had  she  appeared  so  interested 
in  any  man. 

"You  still  like  Charlton,  Katie?"  he 
said  inquiringly,  as  he  took  up  the  half- 
glass  of  '47  port  with  which  he  invari- 
ably concluded  his  dinner. 

"Yes,  I  like  him.  "  she  frankly  replied. 
"He  is  simple,  honest,  and  sincere.  And 
so   much    a   gentleman.      I    would   pve 
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something  to  know  the  story  behind  those 
■eyes." 

"And  if  it  should  be  a  discreditable 
story,  as  James  assured  me  yesterday  was 
most  likely?" 

"Nothing  could  make  me  believe  that 
•of  Air.  Charlton,"  she  replied,  in  the  same 
firm,  steady  tone. 

"Well,  he's  a  lucky  man  to  have  gained 
your  confidence — generahy  a  difficult 
feat  for  his  sex,"  observed  the  old  man 
whimsically.  "There's  no  doubt  about 
his  ability,  at  any  rate ;  and  my  mind  is 
•extraordinarily  at  ease  about  the  Cape 
affairs.  Well,  I  heard  today  of  an  old 
Dorset  Manor  House  that  may  suit  us,  1 
think.  Not  too  much  land,  but  an  ideal 
house,  and  the  old  oak  in  it  they  say  is 
worth  a  king's  ransom.  Vet  it's  to  be 
had  cheap.  It  belongs  at  present  to  Gel- 
derstein,  the  stockbroker,  who  bought  it 
from  Lord  Brinkwell.  Shall  we  go  down 
on  Monday  and  look  at  it?" 

Katherine  was  ail  interest  at  once,  and 
they  went  on  to  discuss  the  advantages 
and  disadvantages  of  country  life,  while 
Charlton,  tossing  on  the  English  Chan- 
nel, was  thinking  of  the  strange  web  of 
his  fate,  and  speculating  regarding  its 
ultimate  issue.  Against  his  better  judg- 
ment he  had  penned  a  note  in  a  disguised 
hand  from  the  boat  at  Plymouth  to  his 
own  wife.  It  was  unnecessary,  also, 
since  he  had  sent  a  verbal  message  of 
thanks  by  the  boy.  But  the  temptation 
was  too  great.  A  good  many  people  in 
London  thought  of  Charlton  that  night. 
the  majority  of  those  immediately  inter- 
ested wishing  him  well.  Among  them 
Mary  Anne  Webber,  busy  putting  awa) 
■all  his  things,  having  liberty  to  let  the 
rooms  if  she  could  in  his  absence,  pon- 
dered on  the  lapse  of  time,  and  how^  ap- 
parently, without  regret,  he  had  been 
able  to  live  the  solitary  life.  It  was  inex- 
plicable to  her.  Mary  Anne  was  an 
elemental  creature.  Cut  her  off  from  the 
usual  routine  of  life,  withdraw  from  her 
the  ordinary  family  ties  and  obligations 
and  she  would  be  at  sea.  She  could  not 
understand  Charlton :  she  had  given  up 
trying.  More  than  once  she  had  hinted 
that  it  could  not  be  right  for  his  wife 
to  remain  in  ignorance  of  his  where- 
.abouts,  and  on  the  morning  of  his  de- 


])arture  he  had  caLed  her  in,  and,  part- 
ly explaining  the  nature  of  his  journe\ . 
had  said  that  on  his  return  all  would  be 
cleared  up ;  with  that  she  was  obliged 
to  be  content.  In  the  interval,  however, 
another  person  intervened  in  time  tc 
hasten  matters  to  a  crisis. 

Turner,  by  nature  a  spy,  had  easily 
discovered  his  rival's  place  of  abode',  as 
well  as  the  very  few  and  quite  innocent 
facts  regarding  his  private  life.  A  mere 
suggestion  thrown  out  by  his  wife,  a 
stupid  creature,  at  the  best,  had  sent 
him  off  on  a  strange  track  regarding 
Charlton.  When  he  discovered  that 
Mary  Anne  Webber  had  once  been  a 
servant  in  the  Reedham's  house  at  Nor- 
wood, he  began  to  piece  the  story  to- 
gether ;  Charlton's  absence  from  London 
gave  him  an  extraordinary  favourable 
chance  to  prosecute  the  inquiries  which, 
if  satisfactory  to  Turner  himself,  would 
put  a  very  effective  spoke  in  Charlton's 
wheel.  There  are  men  to  whom  no  dirty 
work  comes  amiss.  Turner  was  in  no 
way  troubled  with  any  qualms  regarding 
his  underhand  dealings  where  Charlton 
was  concerned,  and  continued  to  proceed 
with  them  in  a  leisurely  fashion.  He  had 
a  final  step  in  view,  but  was  in  no  haste 
until  Charlton  should  be  well  across  the 
ocean. 

It  was  the  month  of  June,  on  a  fine 
Saturday  afternoon,  when  riding  on  the 
top  of  an  omnibus  all  the  way  from  Vic- 
toria, he  arrived  in  the  Camden-road.  He 
wore  a  light  tweed  suit,  a  straw  hat,  and 
a  fiower  in  his  buttonhole ;  and  he 
smoked  hard  all  the  way  through  the 
crowded  streets,  while  he  pondered  on 
all  the  issues  which  might  arise  from 
that  afternoon's  work.  If  his  suspicions 
should  really  prove  to  be  correct,  he  was 
not  even  certain  that  he  could  not  claim 
a  reward  from  Scotland-yard.  Just  two 
years  ago  John  Reedham  had  been  badly 
wanted  by  the  authorities.  The  excite- 
ment grew  upon  the  spy,  and  he  was 
glad  to  get  off  the  omnibus  at  Britannia 
and  take  a  brisk  walk  for  the  remainder 
of  the  way. 

His  visit  was  to  Mrs.  \\'ebber,  and  he 
had  decided  upon  a  very  bold  move.  He 
found  the  house  without  difficultv,  hav- 
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ing  on  luo  occasions  shadowed  Charlton 
almost  to  the  door. 

Ihe  exterior  of  No.  47  in  the  crescent 
was  very  trim  and  inviting,  with  its  clean 
curtains  and  bright  window  boxes.  A 
card  with  "Apartments"  printed  in  bold 
letters  in  the  sitting-room  window  furn- 
ished Turner  with  an  excuse,  if  he  re- 
quired any.  for  intruding  on  Mrs. 
Webber. 

Mary  Anne  was  very  busy  getting 
ready  to  take  her  numerous  brood  out 
to  tea  at  the  house  of  her  sister-in-law 
at  Dalston,  and  was  considerably  flus- 
tered when  Alice  said  a  gentleman  was 
in  the  sitting-room  waiting  to  see  her. 
She  kept  him  waiting  some  few  minutes, 
and  was  profuse  in  her  apologies  when 
she  did  appear  at  last,  very  red  in  the 
face,  but  resplendent  in  her  Sunday 
clothes. 

"Don't  mention  it,  ma'am,"  said  Tur- 
ner smoothly.  "I'm  in  no  hurry  at  all. 
Merely  lookin'  for  rooms  for  a  friend  of 
mine.  Saturday  afternoon  may  be  incon- 
venient for  you,  ma'am,  but  for  a  busi- 
ness man  like  myself  it  suits  uncommon- 
ly well.  Fact,  it's  the  only  time  we  have 
to  do  a  little  business." 

"Yes,  sir.  I  understands,  but  though 
the  card  is  hup  in  the  winder,  it  carn't 
be  a  permanency,  as  the  gentleman  wot 
'as  'ad  'em  is  only  away  for  six  months, 
an'  1  promised  to  keep  'em  ready  against 
the  time  'e  comes  back." 

"Yes,  yes,  I  quite  understand,"  said 
Turner,  and  in  spite  of  himself  his  voice 
betrayed  a  sort  of  trembling  eagerness. 
"Fact  is,"  he  added,  lowering  his  voice, 
and  suddenly  jerking  his  thumb  vaguely 
round  the  room,  "all  fair  and  square 
here,  Mrs.  Webber,  nobody  but  friends 
in  this  house,  eh  ?" 

"We  are  friendly  folks,  sir,  yes,"  said 
Mary  Anne,  but  a  trifle  drily,  for  she  did 
not  feel  favourably  impressed  by  the 
stranger,  and  his  familiarity  somehow  an- 
noyed her. 

"Fact  is,  Mrs.  Webber,  I  shouldn't 
have  known  of  these  lodgings  ex- 
cept through  the  gentleman  we  needn't 
name.     He  recommended  them  to  me." 

"Did  'e?  Well,  it's  queer  'e  didn't 
tell  me.  'E  wasn't  at  all  keen  about  my 
lettin"   'cm.   and    would    'ave   paid   while 


he  was  away,  liui  as  1  pointed  out,  it 
was  a  silly  waste  o'  n)oney ;  an'  'e  'avin' 
to  spend  so  much  travellin"  alxjut.  An' 
1  promised  to  put  all  'is  things  away  an" 
tike  great  care  o'  'em.  How  long  would 
your  friend  want  the  rooms  for?" 

"Till  Mr.  Charlton  comes  back.  You 
see,  we're  all  pals,  we  saw  him  the  last 
thing  before  he  sailed.  We  are  in  the 
know,  you  see,  ma'am,"  he  added,  lower- 
ing his  voice.  "We  were  friends  of 
John  Keedhams  before  Thomas  Charl- 
ton was  ever  heard  of " 

He  spoke  the  words  deliberately,  and 
watched  with  ferret  eyes  ior  signs  of 
their  effect  on  the  woman  listening  to 
him.  He  saw  her  start,  and  a  deepened 
flush  overspread  her  face.  But  she  shut 
her  lips. 

'I  dunno  what  you're  talkin'  abart, 
sir,"  said  she.  "My  Mi.ster  Charlton 
will  be  back  this  side  o'  C  hrissmus.  If 
any  gentleman  likes  to  tike  the  rooms 
knowin'  'e'll  'ave  tt)  turn  hout  the  mo- 
ment Mister  Charlton  come  back  'e  can 
ave  them  a  sovring  a  week  hand  no  ex- 
tries." 

Turner  nodded  and  ^lightly  winked. 
He  had  not  perhaps  achieved  the  in- 
stantaneous c fleet  he  had  looked  for.  on 
the  other  hand  he  had  not  faile«l.  The 
start,  the  flush,  the  uneasy  eye  of  Mary 
Anne  told  their  tale.  Turner  was  now 
absolutely  convinced  that  Keedham  and 
Charlton  were  one. 

"Well.  Fll  tell  my  friend  he  may  call 
next  week  to  see  the  rooms.  Meanwhile 
Fm  certainly  obliged  to  you,  good-day." 

"(.iood-day,  "  answered  Mary  Anne 
with  n'^ost  unpromising  severity,  and  as 
she  closed  the  door  another  word  es- 
caped her  lips.  "X'armint!"  She  sat 
down  trembling  on  the  hall  bench,  and 
vigorously  fanned  her  face  with  her 
handkerchief.  She  had  very  nearly  given 
herself  away,  indeed  she  was  not  quite 
sure  whether  siie  had  not  done  so  wholly. 
The  memory  of  Turner's  eyes  upon  her 
when  he  had  uttereil  Keedham 's  name 
made  her  feel  cold  yet.  She  was  wholly 
miserable  lest  she  had  inadvertently 
wrought  some  mischief  to  the  man  she 
had  so  long  befriended.  Turner,  sneak 
and  spy,  had  found  her  ofl^  guard.     She 
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felt  that  though  her  spoken  words  had 
been  all  right,  her  looks  had  belied  her. 

The  children  came  clamouring  on  the 
stairs  to  know  when  she  would  be  ready 
to  leave  for  the  party,  and  with  a  sigh 
she  was  obliged  to  put  her  own  misgiv- 
ings on  one  side.  Tomorrow  was  Sun- 
day, she  told  herself,  af  she  gave  little 
Tommy's  collar  a  somewhat  impatient 
jerk  to  bring  it  into  position.  Perhaps 
then  she  might  steal  an  hour  for  quiet 
reflection.  She  would  send  the  children 
to  the  park  in  the  afternoon  and  perhaps 
pay  a  visit  to  Burnham-road,  Clapton, 
where  Mrs.  Reedham  lived.  She  felt  that 
this  might  be  the  right  thing  to  do — 
something  warned  her  that  Turner  was 
a  person  to  be  guarded  against,  and  that 
he  had  treachery  in  his  black  heart  re- 
garding John  Reedham.  As  Reedham 
had  promised  everything  should  be  clear- 
ed up  on  his  return  from  the  Cape,  there 
could  be  no  great  harm  in  letting  the 
secret  out.  It  was  weighing  on  her  so 
heavily  she  felt  she  could  bear  it  no 
longer.  At  her  sister's  house  in  Kings- 
land-road  she  suddenly  remembered  how^ 
near  she  was  to  Clapton  and  how  easih 
she  might  pay  an  experimental  call  on 
her  old  mistress.  Alice  Emily — other- 
wise Mrs.  Higgins— made  no  objection 
to  her  leaving  the  company  for  an  hour, 
having  had  the  reason  partly  explained, 
and  about  six  o'clock  she  got  into  the 
car  in  the  High-street  and  proceeded 
out  Clapton  way.  Mary  Anne  Webber, 
a  Londoner  born,  was  in  her  element 
seeking  out  new  places.  She  found 
Burnham-road  quite  easily  by  a  sort  of 
homing  instinct  as  it  were.  She  began 
to  feel  very  excited  as  she  drew  near  the 
house,  but  reflecting  that  she  could  ex- 
plain her  call  to  Mrs.  Reedham  on  per- 
fectly natural  grounds,  she  calmed  her- 
self with  an  effort  and  knocked  at  the 
door.  She  was  disappointed  with  the 
appearance  of  the  house.  It  did  not  look 
well-kept.  A  little  sigh  escaped  her  as 
she  recalled  to  memory  the  beautiful 
Norwood  home  in  which  her  old  mistress 
had  taken  such  pride.  She  rang  twice, 
and  then  a  maid,  out  of  the  usual  uni- 
form, though  quite  neat  and  tidy,  opened 
the  door. 

"Mrs.  Reedham — no,  she  ain't  at  home. 


and  there  ain't  no  Mrs.  Reedham  now,  ' 
she  said  somewhat  pertly. 

"She  lives  here,  don't  she?  My  nime's 
Webber,  I'm  an  old  servant  of  'ers,  when 
she  was  at  Norwood.  Ain't  this  'er  ad- 
dress ?" 

'"As  bin,  but  never  no  more,  thanks 
be  to  goodness,"  said  the  other  one. 
"I  think  I've  'eard  of  you.  Come .  in, 
won't  cher,  if  you've  come  fur,  an'  I'll 
get  yer  a  cup  o'  tea.  I'm  on  me  own 
jus'  now.  Keepin'  open  'ouse  fer  Master 
Leslie  till  they  comes  back." 

Mary  Anne  looked  completely  mysti- 
fied, and  after  a  moment's  hesitation  ac- 
cepted the  invitation  to  step  inside.  Her 
new  friend  conducted  her  to  the  little 
kitchen  at  the  back,  which  looked  upon 
the  garden  and  was  a  very  cool  and  shady 
place   on   a   hot   afternoon. 

"The  stove's  hout,  but  I  can  boil  the 
kettle  in  a  trice  on  the  gas-ring.  Sit 
down,  Mrs.  Webber.  Well,  ain't  this  a 
how-dye-do  ?" 

"I  don't  know  what  you  mean,"  said 
Mary  Anne  desperately.  "Whatever  are 
you  talkin'  abart?" 

The  damsel  bustled  about  quietly,  with 
the  important  air  of  one  who  knew  great 
secrets,  but  was  in  no  hurry  to  impart 
them. 

"My,  ain't  it  'ot  fer  May?  I  was  that 
glad  yer  carn't  think  to  git  the  stove  off. 
I'm  to  begin  turnin'  hup  to-morrow,  only 
keepin'  Master  Leslie's  room  rite  till  they 
comes  back." 

"Where  is  Alarster  Leslie.  I  should 
like  dearly  to  see  him." 

"No ;  'e's  gone  down  to  'em  today  in 
the  country.  Not  at  liberty  to  say 
where.  It's  a  secret,  like  it  always  is 
in  'igh  society,"  said  the  damsel,  with 
her  finger  on  her  lips.  "Missis  only  told 
me  'erself  yesterday.  But  everybody'll 
know  this  week — leastways,  all  them  as 
'a;s  any  business.  There,  'ear  the  kettle 
singin' ;  it's  the  cutest  ring  yer  ever 
saw.  The  pore  gel's  friend,  I  should 
christen  it,  I  should " 

"What  is  it  they're  going  to  tell  Mar- 
ster  Leslie,  an'  who's  they?"  inquired 
Mary  Anne,  with  a  desperate  note  in 
her  voice.  She  did  not  know  what  she 
was  going  to  hear,  she  only  felt  a  great 
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and   growing  apprehension,    rapidly   ap-  on  the  country.     It  was  only  tliinkin'  on 

preaching  panic.  Master  LesHe,  she  said  she'd  hve  in  Lon- 

"Well,  as  you're  a  friend  of  the  famil\ ,      don " 

so  ter  speak,  I  suppose  I  may  tell  yer.  To     the     damsel's     astonishment,    the 

There  ain't  no  Mrs.  Reedham  now  ;  an".  visitor  threw  up  her  hands. 

pore  dear,  she  must  a  bin  mighty  glad  to  "(iod-a-mighty,  it's  a  lie;    it  carn't  be 

get  rid  o'  that  nime.     It  ain't  ever  done      true.     Why " 

'er  no  good.     But  there's  a  Airs.  George  She  drew  herself  up  sharply  there,  re- 

Lidgate  now,  of   13,  Cranbrook-terrace,  membering  what  mischief  is  wrought  by 

Regent's  Park ;     a    lovely    house,    with  careless     talk.     iJut    she     moaned,     and 

double  drorin'-room.     It's  nearly  settled,  leaned   upon   her  chair,   rocking   herself 

I  think,  though  Missis,  I  know,  was  keen  distressingly  to  and  fro. 

(  To  be  continued) 


May-Day  Morning 

Blanche  E.  Holt  Murison 


Lads   and   lasses,   away — away  I 
This  is  the  time  for  holiday, 
Lo,  it   is   May-day   morning! 
Come  away  and  let  hearts  be  gay, 
This  is  the  time  for  mirth  and  piay. 
Come   to    the    Spring's   adorning. 

Field  and  forest,  and  hill  and  lea, 
Join  in  a  jubilant  rhapsody, 
Lo,  it  is  May-day  morning! 
Thrushes    are    calling   cheerily, 
Meadow-larks  trilling  merrily. 
Come  to  the  Spring's  adorning. 

Lads  and  lasses,  away — away  ' 
This  is  the  year's  high  festal  da>, 
Lo,   it   is    May-day   morning! 
Sing  with  the  birds  your  happy  lay, 
Gather  the  flowers  while  ye  may. 
Come   to  the   Spring's  adorning. 


His  Last  Voyage 


John  Harvey 


THE  following  narrative  is  perfect- 
ly true,  and  can  be  corroborated 
by   several   persons   now   living, 
although  for  obvious  reasons  the 
names  are  fictitious. 

I  offer  no  explanation  of  what  appears 
to  have  been  a  supernatural  phenomenon 
and  merely  record  the  facts. 

It  was  in  the  summer  of  1885  that  1 
was  able  to  get  away  from  the  scorching 
atmosphere  of  London,  where  I  had  been 
detained  on  very  important  business.  I 
decided  on  going  up  to  Scotland,  to 
have  a  really  lazy  time  among  the  Lochs 
and  mountains,  to  renew  heaith  and 
vigour  with  every  breeze  from  the 
heather-clad  hills.  With  this  object  in 
view  I  made  every  necessary  arrange- 
ment for  a  prolonged  absence  from  town, 
and  one  fine  morning,  a  week  later, 
found  me  at  Balloch,  the  little  town  at 
the  southernmost  end  of  Loch  Lomond, 
boarding  the  miniature  steamer,  bound 
for  Ardlui  at  the  head  of  the  Loch,  from 
which  point  I  had  determined  on  a  walk- 
ing tour  through  the  Trossachs,  visiting 
all  those  deeply  interesting  spots  ren- 
dered immortal  by  Sir  Walter  Scott,  m 
his  Rob  Roy.  It  has  always  been  one 
of  my  keenest  pleasures  to  get  far  away 
from  the  haunts  of  men,  to  enjoy  the 
freedom  of  a  mountain  rambie,  the  liber- 
ty to  pause,  and  loiter  and  think,  and 
waste  an  hour  at  will,  without  being  ac- 
countable to  anybody.  I  was  a  good 
walker,  and  loved  the  wild  freshness  of 
the  morning,  so  that  I  was  up  and  out 
of  doors  before  six,  anxious  to  explore 
a  new  locality,  ranging  far  and  wide  over 
heather  and  hill,  finding  my  delight  in 
those  ever  varying  mountain  peaks, 
which  change  their  hues  with  every  vary- 
ing sky,  and  remain  eternally  unchange- 
able. 


About  a  fortnight  had  passed  in  this 
wa}-  when  I  reached  Callander.    A  room 

had  been  prepared  for  me  at  the  D 

Hotel,  and  on  my  arrival  there  I  found 
a  letter  waiting  me.  Examining  the 
writing  of  the  address,  I  failed  to  recog- 
nize the  writer,  so  placed  it  on  one  side 
for  the  time.  A  few  hours  later,  it  oc- 
cured  to  me  that  I  had  paid  scant  court- 
esy to  my  correspondent,  so  again  glanc- 
ing at  the  bold,  strong  hand-writing  I 
opened  the  letter  and  first  looking  at  the 
signature,  was  pleased  to  find  the  mis- 
sive was  from  a  close  friend  whom  I  had 
not  seen  for  some  years.    It  read : 

August  3rd,  1885. 
"Aly  dear  Jack, — 

"I've  just  got  home  again  for  a  short 
period,  but  I  must  be  off  to  Bombay  in 
a  fortnight.  I  called  to  see  you  in  the 
City,  and  learned  you  were  in  Scotland. 
Can  you  meet  me  at  St.  Enoch's,  Glas- 
gow, on  Wednesday  next,  as  I  come 
North  for  a  week.  Lucky  young  man 
that  you  are,  enjoying  yourself  in  usual 
solitary  style,  but  now  that  you  have  so 
much  leisure,  why  not  take  the  oppor- 
tunity of  coming  East  with  me.  Don't 
think  about  it,  but  consent.  Hope  you 
are  well.  I'm  splendid.  You  need  not 
write,  as  I  shall  see  you  Wednesday. 
"Yours  ever, 

"Douglas  Armytage.'" 

The  letter  was  exactly  characteristic  of 
the  man.  Douglas  Armytage  was  a  keen 
hard-w^orking  business  man,  then  a  part- 
ner in  a  large  and  important  firm  owning 
a  line  of  steamers,  of  which  he  was  one 
of  the  capable  managers.  He  had  rather 
a  bluff  way  in  speaking,  and  while  pos- 
sessing most  of  the  traits  of  character 
generally  attributed  to  Scotchmen,  he  had 
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the  kindest  heart  imaginable,  and  on  oc- 
casion would  be  generous  to  a  degree. 

I  immediately  made  up  my  mind  to 
meet  my  friend  in  Glasgow,  and  accord- 
ingly sent  a  note  forward  to  the  Hotel 
to  that  effect,  in  case  he  should  arrive 
before  the  tlay  stated.  Uut  about  the 
question  of  going  out  to  India,  I  admit 
that  while  the  idea  was  a  pleasant  one. 
1  hesitated  before  mentally  consigning 
myself  to  that  sweltering  climate,  where 
the  sun  shines  out  of  a  sky  like  burn- 
ished copper,  and  the  atmosphere  tastes 
like  red  hot  sand.  I  had  had  some  ex- 
perience out  there  before.  However,  1 
thought  I  would  leave  it  an  open  ques- 
tion until  we  should  meet. 

Resuming  my  journey  next  day,  I 
came  on  to  Dunblane,  and  Stirling,  where 
1  remained  just  long  enough  to  view  the 
ancient  Castle,  and  part  of  the  oid  town. 
Wednesday  morning  found  me  at  St. 
Enochs,  Glasgow,  but  my  friend  not  hav- 
ing arrived,  I  made  myself  comfortable 
in  the  smoking  room  to  await  his  ad- 
vent. 

"1  am  glad  to  see  you  again,  and  1 
mean  to  spend  the  next  six  months  with 
you  for  my  companion,"  said  Douglas, 
a  few  hours  later  after  we  had  exchang- 
ed sufficient  hearty  handshakes  and  cor- 
dial greetings. 

"I  should  be  delighted,"  I  answered, 
"but  for  the  fact  tliat  you  propose  to 
spend  that  time  in  India ;  now  if  it  had 
been  anywhere  else  I — " 

"Don't  say  another  word,"  he  retorted, 
"it  is  all  settled,"  and  he  then  went  on 
to  recount  his  travels  and  experiences 
since  we  had  last  met. 

During  his  recital  I  noted  that  his 
hair  was  showing  silvery  when  the  sun- 
light fed  upon  it,  though  he  was  still 
on  the  right  side  of  forty.  After  dinner, 
while  enjoying  a  cigar  he  discussed  his 
plans  for  the  ensuing  six  months,  and  it 
was  eventually  decided  that  I  should  ac- 
company him  to  India,  returning  to- 
gether in  the  early  spring  of  the  follow- 
ing year.  This  settled,  he  proposed,  after 
transacting  some  business,  to  run  down 
to  Arran  for  a  few  days,  to  see  his  only 
brother  whom  he  had  not  seen  since  the 
latter's  marriage  a  year  previously.     Ac- 


set  oft  for  ( ireeiiuck,  and  boarding  the 
steamer  •Duchess  (if  Hamilton"  tiiere. 
had  a  very  plea.sant  run  through  the 
lovciy  I'irth  of  Clyde,  and  in  due  cour.^e 
arrived  in  the  beautiful  Bay  of  Lamlash, 
protected  on  its  sea- ward  side  bv  the 
towering  height  of  Holy  Island.  '  One 
cannot  fail  to  a<lmire  tne  grand  marine 
scenery,  and  the  enchanting  old  world 
village  of  Lamlash  on  the  very  fringe 
of  the  iJay.  over  which  an  air  of  peace 
seemed  to  reign  supreme.  The  whole 
scene  seemed  to  apjjeal  to  one,  inviting 
to  the  enjoyment  of  a  perfectly  restful 
seaside  life,  without  all  the  bustle,  noise, 
and  glamour  of  the  modernised  resorts. 
.Vnd  it  was  here,  to  this  quiet  little  place, 
that  Allan  Anuytage  had  brought  hi> 
young  wife. 

I  had  never  met  either  of  them,  but 
indeed  felt  intimately  acquainted  with 
my  friend's  sailor  brother,  as  Douglas 
used  to  talk  so  much  about  him,  and  I 
naturally  felt  curious,  as  to  whether  the 
impressions  i  had  formed  unccjusciously 
in  my  mind  would  be  verified.  When 
we  disembarked  at  the  old  wooden  pier, 
we  had  our  luggage  sent  on  up  to  the 
Hotel,  and  proceeded  to  walk  to  "The 
Anchorage,"  Allan  Armytage's  home. 

On  the  little  lawn  in  front  of  the 
house,  we  surprised  a  party  of  three  per- 
sons, who  were  busy  having  tea.  .Mian. 
his  wife,  and  his  sister-in-law.  Doug- 
las greeted  his  brother  and  the  ladies 
most  afTectionately,  and  then  I  had  the 
pleasure  of  an  introduction,  "as  his  ohl- 
est  and  best  chum."  which  of  course  gave 
me  a  passport  into  the  good  graces  of 
the  ladies  at  once,  for  as  I  afterward 
learnt  Douglas  was  a  persona  grata  and 
great  deference  was  paid  to  his  o]iinions. 

Jessie  Armytage  was  indeed  a  lovely 
\\t)man — a  tall,  graceful  figure,  erect  as 
a  dart,  delicately  chiselled  features,  and  a 
pure  complexion.  A  mass  of  soft,  wavy 
nut-brown  hair,  made  a  fitting  frame  for 
.so  beautiful  a  face,  whilst  her  graceful 
movements  and  bearing  combined  to 
make  her  a  queen  among  women.  She 
wore  no  ornaments  or  jewellery  except 
a  small  heart-shapeil  iocket.  and  her 
wedding,  and  a  lovciy  diamond  engage- 
ment ring.  There  was.  however,  an  ex- 
pression   in    the    face,    or    in    the    dark. 
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liquid  eyes,  (one  could  not  tell  which) 
an  intense  look  of  pathos,  that  made  one 
feel  almost  sad,  while  being  irresistibly 
attracted  by  it.  Her  sister,  Ida  Mac- 
Donald,  was  cast  in  the  same  mould, 
though  evidently  some  years  younger,  but 
her  laughing  eyes  made  a  striking  con- 
trast to  Jessie. 

Allan  Armytage  was  much  taller  than 
his  elder  brother  Douglas,  and  though 
some  five  or  six  years  younger,  looked 
quite  as  old ;  his  face  was  sunburnt, 
and  bore  traces  of  the  storm  and  stress 
of  his  profession,  for  he  was  a  captain 
in  the  Merchant  service.  Withal  he  was 
a  good-looking  man  with  a  bluff,  honest, 
happy  face,  a  deep-toned  voice,  and  a 
grip  like  a  vice.  A  splendid  sample  of 
the  true  British  sailor. 

When  the  evening  had  far  advanced, 
and  we  had  gone  indoors,  Mrs.  Army- 
tage said,  looking  earnestly  across  to  my 
friend : 

"Douglas,  I  want  to  ask  you  to  persuade 
Allan  to  stay  at  home  with  me,  and  not 
to  go  away  this  voyage.  I  do  not  wish 
him  to  altogether  give  up  his  profession, 
but  I  am  most  anxious  that  he  should 

not  go  away  in  the  SS.  S as  he 

proposes." 

"Why,  my  dear  Jessie,  whatever  has 
put  this  into  your  head,"  answered  Doug- 
las, and  why  do  you  wish  me  to  exert 
my  influence  with  Allan  in  this  direc- 
tion ;  I  know  you  too  well,  to  think  that 
it  is  a  mere  passing  whim  or  fancy  that 
prompts  you  to  wish  to  keep  Allan  at 
home ;  come  now,  tell  me  frankly  what 
reason  you  have,  and  if  I  think  it  is  a 
good  one,  I  will  do  what  I  can  with 
Allan,  although  I  am  afraid,  if  your  own 
sweet  self  cannot  keep  him  T  shall  not 
succeed." 

Mrs.  Armytage  was  silent  for  a  mo- 
ment or  two  and  when  she  looked  up 
again,  her  very  soul  seemed  to  shine  out 
of  her  eyes,  as  she  said  in  a  low,  half- 
timid  voice,  "I  have  two  very  good  rea- 
sons, Douglas — the  first  one,  I  think,  you 
can  guess,"  and  dropping  her  eyes,  add- 
ed quietly,  "you  know  Allan ;  I  have 
been  married  now  more  than  a  year." 
"And  the  second  reason,  I  hardly  like 
to  think  about  much  less  speak  of ;  it 
is  that  I  have  a  foreboding  of  coming 


evil  if  Allan  leaves  me  just  now,  a  pre- 
monition, inseparable  from  the  thought 
of  his  going  away.  I  cannot  tell  why  it 
is  but  a  sense  of  dread,  seems  to  crush 
all  the  happiness  and  joy  in  me,  when- 
ever the  thought  of  our  parting  crosses 
my  mind.  I  have  tried  to  think  it  out, 
but  what  it  is,  that  frightens  me  I  can- 
not tell ;  and  I  feel  it  impossible  to  get 
my  thoughts  into  any  other  channel  than 
this,  that  if  Allan  would  only  stay  with 
me  for  another  six  months  before  going 
away  I  have  a  feeling,  that  all  danger 
would  be  past  and  that  I  should  have  no 
cause  for  anxiety.  Do  not  think  me  un- 
reasonable Douglas,  if  I  ask  you  to  add 
your  persuasion  to  my  pleading" ;  and 
her  eyes  slowly  filling  with  great  tears 
she  finished  speaking. 

Captain  Allan  Armytage  was  not  in 
the  drawing-room  during  this  conversa- 
tion, and  Ida  was  at  the  piano  playing 
some  of  those  grand  harmonies  of  Bee- 
thoven's in  a  subdued  tone,  gliding  into 
the  melancholy  arpeggios  of  the  Moon- 
light Sonata. 

"What  is  the  matter,  dearest?"  the 
Captain  asked,  as  he  took  both  the  per- 
fect hands  of  his  wife  in  his  great  browr 
ones  ;  what  is  distressing  you  ?  and  to- 
night too,  surely  you  cannot  be  quit-.- 
well."  He  had  entered  the  room  just  as 
Mrs.  Armytage  closed  her  appeal  to  her 
brother-in-law,  and  saw  the  quivering 
lips  and  suffused  eyes  of  his  wife. 

They  were  all  the  world  to  each  other, 
these  two  people,  and  it  could  easily  be 
seen  how  deep  was  their  mutual  love. 

"Douglas  will  tell  you,  my  husband,  ' 
she  answered,  "please  do  listen  to  what 
he  says"  ;  and  excusing  herself  she  left 
the  room,  and  Ida  followed  her. 

The  brothers  looked  at  each  other, 
with  much  concern,  as  Dguglas  said,  "I 
am  afraid  Allan  you  must  resign  your 
command  for  your  wife's  sake,  as  her 
health  will  suffer  if  you  go  away  just 
now ;  she  seems  to  be  fretting  at  the 
thought  of  your  absence." 

And  so  the  two  men  talked  over  the 
whole  matter,  which  was  undecided,  one 
way  or  the  other,  when  we  left  the  house, 
to  return  to  the  Hotel,  after  making  ar- 
rangements to  take  the  ladies  out  for  a 
long  drive  the  following  day.     The  Cap- 
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tain  walked  clown  with  us  to  the  bottom 
of  the  Hill,  and  maintained  that  his  wife 
must  be  low  spirited  and  depressed,  and 
that  in  a  day  or  two  she  would  be  her 
own  bright  self  again.  We  said  good- 
night and  walked  on  in  silence.  1  con- 
fess to  having  a  weird  sense  of  some- 
thing uncanny.  The  view  we  had  so 
much  admired  in  the  bright  glow  and 
radiance  of  the  afternoon  sun  seemed 
strangely  different  in  the  solemn  silence 
of  the  night.  The  trees  took  indefinite 
shapes  against  the  edge  of  the  horizon ; 
while  the  mysterious  expanse  of  the  dark 
sea  lying  tremulous  under  the  deep  blue 
vault  of  heaven,  gave  one  an  awful  feel- 
ing of  being  alone  with  the  immensi- 
ties. And  what  was  the  wind  bearing 
along  as  it  came  sobbing  and  moaning, 
across  the  dark  sea?  Surely  there  was 
some  human  meaning  in  that  long  minor 
wail,  which  died  away  in  a  low,  sobbing 
tone.  With  that  unearthly  sound  still 
following  the  deep  boom  of  waves,  as 
they  swept  the  rocks  we  slowly  passed 
the  Churchyard,  and  came  to  the  hotel. 

The  following  day  we  were  up  early 
and  got  everything  ready  for  a  long 
day  at  Kildonan  Castle.  The  ladies  were 
quite  ready  when  the  carriage  arrived, 
and  the  weather  being  favourable  we  all 
thoroughly  enjoyed  ourselves.  Every 
day  during  that  pleasant  week  we 
planned  some  little  excursion,  and  Mrs. 
Armytage  seemed  almost  to  have  forgot- 
ten her  fears,  and  recovered  her  spirits. 

But  now  the  time  had  come,  when  we 
had  to  depart.  We  had  our  luggage  sent 
on  in  advance  to  the  steamer  (at  Liver- 
pool), which  was  due  to  sail  on  the  fol- 
lowing Saturday,  leaving  us  just  two 
clear  days  to  reach  that  port.  Captain 
Armytage  did  not  resign  his  command. 
He  succeeded  in  reassuring  his  wife  that 
all  her  fears  were  groundless.  She  was 
quite  resigned,  and  looked  quite  happy 
again,  the  more  especially  as  it  was  ar- 
ranged that  this  was  to  be  the  Captain's 
last  voyage,  and  he  would  only  be  three 
short  months  away,  coming  home  for 
good  before  Christmas.  Further,  it  was 
agreed  that  we  should  join  him  in  Bom- 
bay, and  search  all  the  Indian  bazaars 
for  curios,  rare  Delhi  work,  etc.,  to  bring 
home  to  Arran  :    and  we  were  to  return 


from  India  with  him,  if  Douglas  found 
it  possible  to  get  through  his  business 
in  time. 

Captain  Armytage  was  not  due  to  sail 
for  another  fortnight ;  so  we  left  him 
behind  in  Arran,  and  the  last  we  saw  of 
him  was  standing  on  the  oid  wcn^den  pier 
at  Lamlash  with  the  ladies,  one  on  cacli 
arm,  waving  tiny  lace  handkercliiefs  to 
us,  as  the  steamer  drew  away  into  the 
Bay  and  round  the  point  which  shut  out 
our  view.  Little  did  we  think  then  wc 
had  heard  the  sound  of  that  cheery,  ha[>- 
py  voice  for  the  last  time! 

We  duly  arrived  at  our  port  of  em- 
barkation, and  took  an  early  opportunity 

of  boarding  tae  good  SS.  B .     We 

had  secured  two  deck  staterooms,  next 
each  other,  well  aft,  so  that  we  should 
be  able  to  annex  all  the  cool  breezes 
that  might  be  sent  to  us,  as  the  heat  in 
the  Red  Sea  and  Indian  r)cean  is  very 
trying,  even  under  double  awnings  kept 
constantly  damp. 

Saturday  morning  came,  and  the  Ten- 
der left  the  Landing  Stage,  taking  off 
altogether  about  sixty  passengers  includ- 
ing ourselves,  to  the  Liner  lying  at 
anchor  in  mid-river.  As  soon  as  all  were 
safely  aboard  the  Captain  an<l  Pilot  on 
the  high  bridge,  gave  the  order  to  heave 
short,  and  in  a  few  minutes  we  were 
slowly  gliding  down  the  Mersey,  past  the 
forest  of  masts  on  one  side,  and  'he 
pretty  little  towns  of  Seacombe,  Egrc- 
mont  and  New   Brighton  on  the  other. 

The  Tender  now  left,  and  dipping  her 
flag  and  blowing  her  whistle  bade  us 
bon  z'0\agc.  We  soon  lost  sight  of  ♦he 
low-lying  sandy  shore,  and  all  eyes  wre 
now  turned  inboard,  each  passenger, 
looking  critically  at  his  fellow,  and  won- 
dering whether  wc  should  all  bee  me 
friendly.  It  is  strange  how  a  number  'f 
human  beings,  brought  together  by  fofc 
of  circumstances,  perfect  strangers  meet 
ing  for  the  first  time,  in  a  little  isolattd 
world  of  their  own.  having  perforce  n 
dine,  sit,  talk  and  walk  together,  for  a* 
least  three  weeks  have  as  it  were  throw" 
overboard  all  reserve,  and  become  nai  - 
ural  and  unafTected.  and  allow  thei  • 
character  to  be  seen.  There  is  nothing 
like  a  sea  voyage,  to  devclope  trn,^  ,-1i:,r 
acter. 
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All  went  merry  as  a  marriage  bell 
during  tiie  first  eight  or  ten  days,  ac- 
quaintanceship and  friendships  were 
termed,  and  deck  games  and  amuse- 
ments were  the  order  of  the  day  in  fine 
weather.  We  had  seen  no  land  until 
making  the  coast  of  Spain,  when  we 
passed  close  in  to  Cape  St.  Vincent,  and 
then  shortly  after,  the  Rock  of  Gibraltar 
was  signalled.  So  on  through  the 
Straits,  passing  Malta,  and  on  to  Port 
Said,  at  which  place  whilst  the  steamer 
was  coaling,  a  number  of  us  went  ashore, 
glad  of  the  opportunity  of  stretching  our 
legs.  Starting  next  morning  at  day- 
break, the  steamer  slowly  made  its  way 
through  the  Suez  Canal  passing  numer- 
ous vessels  homeward  bound,  and  in 
about  thirty  hours  we  got  through  to 
Suez,  and  then  made  full  speed  down 
the  Red  Sea.  We  had  passed  the  Vol- 
canic Island  of  Perim  and  were  well 
across  the  Indian  Ocean,  when  we  no- 
ticed at  luncheon  one  day  our  Captain 
was  unusually  silent,  and  looked  anxious. 
Questioned  about  it,  he  said  something 
about  "a  very  low  barometer,"  and  has- 
tened on  deck  again.  Shortly  afterward 
we  heard  him  calling  out  orders,  which 
the  crew  were  carrying  out  with  a.actrity, 
making  everything  movable  fast  with  ex- 
tra lashings,  closing  up  ports,  skylights, 
and  ventilators  where  practicable,  and 
evidentlv  preparing  for  a  coming  storm. 

Yes  the  storm  was  coming.  There 
was  a  livid  look  upon  the  waters,  and  the 
atmosphere  was  heavy  with  heat ;  the 
sky  to  windward  black  as  a  funeral  pall. 
One  felt  a  thrill  of  awe,  as  one  looked 
into  that  dense  blackness,  and  saw  that 
gigantic  mass  of  cloud  come  creeping 
slowly,  solemnly  over  the  sky  while  the 
shadow  flitted  fast  across  the  water, 
swallowing  up  the  ghastly  elective  glare. 

Suddenly  a  line  of  white  could  be  seen 
on  the  face  of  the  water  directly  under 
the  black  pall,  and  the  Captain  calling 
out  to  the  steersman  to  put  her  head  up, 
the  steamer  swung  round  to  meet  the 
oncoming  waves.  As  the  cyclone  struck 
the  ship,  she  pitched  heavily,  dipping  in- 
to the  trough  of  the  sea,  shipping  a  great 
mountain  of  water,  a  cloud  of  spray  be- 
ing carried  away  to  leeward.  The  thun- 
der roared  and  rattled,  as  if  it  began  and 


ended  right  over  the  roiling  steamer. 
Fork  lightnings  zigzagged  amidst  tht 
rigging,  and  sheet  lightning  made  the  at- 
mosphere luminous.  It  was  terrible.  The 
roar  of  the  wind  drowned  every  sound 
except  the  thunder,  which  was  continu 
ous.  Even  the  bravest  heart  quailed  ai 
the  fury  of  the  tempest,  and  every-  one 
realized  that  the  mighty  steamer  was  no 
more  than  a  plaything  to  the  tremendous 
forces  of  nature  arrayed  against  her.  The 
vessel  behaved  splendidly  under  the  skil- 
ful seamanship  of  the  Captain,  but  as  she 
groaned,  and  trembled  like  a  stricken 
thing,  we  did  not  know  whether  she  could 
live  through  the  tempest. 

And  so,  we  could  only  hope  for  the 
best,  but  as  night  came  on  the  fearful 
seas  struck  the  shivering  hull,  and  went 
gurgling  along  the  decks  and  overboard  : 
anything  that  was  in  its  mad  rush  was 
swept  away.  Before  dawn  three  of  the 
starboard  life-boats  had  been  smashed 
into  matchwood,  and  one  on  the  leeward 
side  was  crushed  in  like  an  egg-shell.  For 
three  nights  and  two  days  the  storm 
continued  without  abatement,  but  on  the 
morning  of  the  third  day  the  weather 
moderated  a  little,  just  enough  to  re- 
kindle our  faint  hopes.  We  had  had  but 
little  food  since  the  commencement  of 
the  cyclone,  so  most  of  us  ventured  into 
the  dripping  saloon,  to  get  what  dinner 
it  had  been  possible  to  cook  that  day. 
As  night  wore  on  there  was  a  rift  in 
the  leaden  clouds,  and  occasionally  a 
watery  moon  would  gleam  upon  the 
tumbling  waste  of  waters. 

Douglas  and  I  had  but  little  opportun- 
ity for  conversation  during  the  past  three 
or  four  days,  so  this  night  we  were  sitt- 
ing together  in  his  stateroom,  congratu- 
lating ourselves  on  the  improvement  in 
the  weather,  and  just  thinking  about  re- 
tiring to  rest,  when  we  suddenly  heard 
a  shriek  of  pain,  dying  away  into  a  sob 
bing  wail,  and  at  the  same  moment,  the 
vessel  trembled  from  stem  to  stern. 
Alarmed,  Douglas  jumped  up,  and  open- 
ed his  stateroom  door  to  look  out.  As 
he  did  so,  a  cry  of  terror  broke  from 
him,  and  uttering  the  one  word  "Allan" 
he  turned  a  haggard  face  toward  me, 
pointing  to  the  door.  With  an  effort  I 
looked   out   of   the   partially  open   door. 
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;iii<l   saw   a   sight   that   ahiiost    fn^zc   my 

h!'H)d.      There,    staiuling   in   the   middle 

ihe   deck   stood   my   friend's   brother 

an,  or  his  form,  or  apparition,  ur 
wiiatever  name  you  may  Hke  to  give  it. 
Ik  was  without  hat,  and  was  evidently 
drenched  through,  the  water  trickling 
(li>wn  his  face  from  his  dripping  hair. 
riic  light  from  the  cabin  was  shining 
ilirough  the  opened  door  lull  upon  his 
face,  which  bore  a  look  of  unutterable 
anguish,  and  the  appeal  in  his  eyes 
-mned  to  burn  into  one's  very  soul.  For 
fully  a  minute  I  gazed  rivetted  to  the 
spot,  when  the  voice  of  Douglas,  behind 
UK'  broke  the  spell,  he  stretched  out  his 
hands  and  cried  "Allan,  speak  to  me,  my 
liintiier!"  The  lips  of  the  apparition 
M  cined  to  move,  but  no  sound  came  ;  and 
slowly,  the  form  seemed  to  melt  away, 
until   it  vanished  into  thin  air. 

"My  God !  what  does  it  mean,"  said 
Douglas,  who  was  terribly  upset,  and 
white  as  death.  I  could  say  nothing 
scarce  able  to  believe  the  evidence  of  my 
senses.  We  looked  out  again  many  times 
that  night,  but  saw  nothing  more. 

But  now  to  hasten  to  the  end  of  the 
story.  In  a  few  days  we  arrived  in 
Bombay,  when  Douglas  immediately 
cabled  home  for  news,  but  without  giv- 
ing a  hint  as  to  his  own  anxiety.  A  re- 
ply came  back,  that  all  were  well.  Cap- 
tain Armytage  had  sailed  at  the  due 
date,  and  his  vessel  had  passed  through 
the  Suez.  Mrs.  Armytage  had  given 
birth  to  a  son  (a  little  prematurely)  at 
^nidnight  on  12th  September,  and  that 
both  were  doing  well.  It  struck  both 
Douglas  and  myself  as  a  most  singular 


coincidence,  that  the  lime  and  date  named 
in  the  cable  corresponded  with  the  night 
we  had  seen  the  apparition. 

The  days  went  on,  and  the  date  came 
when  Captain  Allans  vessel  was  due  to 
arrive,  yet  she  came  not;  and  day  after 
(lay  went  by,  until  the  morning  of  the 
twelfth  day  dawned,  when  a  cable  was 
received  by  the  .\gents  of  the  Company 
in  Bombay  to  the  effect,  that  the  SS. 
S had  foundered  in  a  cyclone,  tak- 
ing with  her  ah  hands,  except  one  of  the 
crew  who  had  been  picked  up  by  a 
French  Mail  steamer  in  an  unconscious 
condition,  and  barely  with  life  in  him. 
He  told  a  terrible  tale  of  the  shipwreck 
at  midnight  on  the    12th  of  Septemlnrr. 

Douglas  was  almost  broken-hearted, 
and  could  not  attend  to  his  business  mat- 
ters, his  one  anxiety  being  to  get  home 
to  the  widow.  Needless  to  say  I  did 
my  best  to  comfort  him,  and  leaving 
everything  in  the  hands  of  the  .\gents 
we  caught  the  first  steamer  to  Suez, 
thence  overland  to  Alexandria,  via 
Brindisi  to  London,  and  without  stopping 
a  night  right  on  to  Arran. 

I  shall  never  forget  our  landing  again 
at  Lamlash,  but  little  more  than  ten 
weeks  since  we  left  it ;  or  the  terrible 
grief  of  the  two  dear  ladies.  This  is 
too  sacred  to  write  about.  Jessie  .Army- 
tage has  now  found  comfort  in  her  big 
son,  now^  in  his  nineteenth  year,  and  the 
verv  image  of  his  father.  Douglas  comes 
to  see  me  in  my  home  sometimes,  as  I 
am  now  his  brother-in-law :  Miss  Ida 
MacDonald  having  made  me  one  of  the 
happiest  of  men  on  earth  by  changing 
her  name  to  mine. 
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Imperial  Defence 


Hon.  C.  H.  Mackintosh 


The  following  article  contains  many  opinions  with  which  we  are  in  hearty  accord;  they 
are  patriotic;  tliey  are  loyal;  they  are  the  concentrated  essence  of  a  man  whose  devotion  to 
his  Country  does 'not  begin  in  words,  and  end  in  braggart  deeds.  They  constitute  an  inspir- 
ation to  patriotism,  and  a  call  to  Canadian  loyalty.  But  about  just  one  of  Mr.  Mackintosh's 
arguments  we  feel  it  necessary  to  say  a  word  in  gentle  remonstrance.  It  is  the  argument 
that  Canada's  Transcontinental  Railway  Policy  is,  pro  tanto,  an  acquittance  of  Canada's 
obligations  to  the  Empire.  Surely  if  Great  Britain  placed  her  expenditures  on  National 
development — Railways,  Canals,  Docks,  Harbours,  Forts,  Naval  Fortifications,  etc. — in  her 
account  of  Empire  charges,  Canada  would  stand  lower  in  her  relative  contributions  to  the 
Empire  than  she  does!  There  is  no  need  to  mix  up  Canada's  National  expenditure,  made 
for  her  own  internal  development,  with  Empire,  or  even  with  National,  Defence.  Canada 
has  only  one  thing  to  do:  "Act  in  the  present  and  forget  the  past;  obliterate  obsequious 
sentimentality,  and  to  do  her  duty  to  herself  now." — Editor. 


CANADIANS  have  been  taught  to 
believe  British  Supremacy  and 
Civihzation  are  synonymous ; 
hence  discussions  on  Imperial 
Defence  at  public  meetings  and  in  parlia- 
mentary deliberations,  both  in  England 
and  the  Dominion  quite  naturahy  attract- 
ed general  interest.  That  the  Mother 
Country  was,  to  some  extent,  diffident 
about  accepting  Warships  from  her 
Over-Sea  kindred,  to  a  few  appeared 
a  rebuff.  On  the  contrary,  it  was  the 
action  of  clear-cut  thinking,  as  well  as 
a  thoughtful  suggestion  that  the  Colonies 
would  be  wise  in  adopting  a  policy  preg- 
nant with  consequences  to  themselves, 
and  at  the  same  time,  prospectively  bene- 
ficial to  the  United  Kingdom.  It  may 
possibly  be  that  some  members  of  the 
British  Cabinet  imagined  that  Colonial 
offers  of  assistance  were  but  thinly  veiled 
subterfuges  for  demanding  fiscal  prefer- 
ences. If  so,  no  more  ungenerous,  no 
more  un-British  suspicion  could  be  im- 
agined. 

Canada  and  no  doubt  other  Colonial 
possessions,  are  anxious  to  co-operate  in 
defending  the  Empire.  Their  solicitude 
is  born  of  no  selfish  instinct ;  springs 
from  no  particular  self-interest;  has  its 
origin  simply  and  purely  in  the  loyalty 
of  the  people  proud  of  the  race  whence 
they  have  sprung. 

Unfortunately,  even  in  Canada,  some 
are   found   prepared  to   give  intellectual 


hospitality  to  the  idea  that  Canadians  are 
callous,  commercial,  and  inconsiderate. 
This  is  unjust.  For  instance,  at  a  public 
meeting  of  representative  residents  of 
\^ancouver,  held  recently,  a  gentleman 
whose  eloquent  advocacy  of  Imperial  iii- 


Hon.  Chas.  H.  Mackintosh. 

terests  all  must  appreciate,  stated  that 
(i)  "The  effete  Mother  Country  contri- 
butes $6.80  to  Imperial  Defence  as  com- 
pared with  Canada's  60  cts."  (2)  "That 
this  was  an  unfair  and  humiliating  posi- 
tion for  Canada."  (3)  "A  slur  upon  our 
character."     (4)  "That  Germany  realizes 
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ihat  preferential  trade  with  the  Empire, 
is  coming,  whicli  means  German  exclu- 
sion .  .  .  thus  by  building  a  Heet,  she 
will  be  sure  to  have  her  interests  safe- 
guarded." The  speaker  further  drew  a 
comparison  between  the  National  Debt 
of  tne  United  Kingdom  and  that  of  Ca- 
nada ($82.00  as  to  $69.00  per  capita) 
inferring  disparagement,  if  not  plainly 
staling  it  by  adding,  "while  we  are  ready 
to  boast  of  our  prosperity  and  the  bound- 
less resources  of  our  great  Country,  we 
continue  to  remain  in  the  enjoyment  of 
the  blessings  of  Imperial  protection, 
while  we  are  not  paying  any  part  of  the 
cost." 

These  assertions  are  not  borne  out  b) 
facts ;  and  it  is  well  to  deal  with  issues 
of  the  kind  candidly,  offering  frank  criti- 
cism, and  tangible   reasons   in   rebuttal. 

The  fact  that  Canada  assumed  vast 
responsibilities  when  undertaking  to 
build  the  Intercolonial,  adopting  an  Im- 
perial route  for  Imperial  interests  ;  that 
the  North-west  was  opened  and  a  Trans- 
continental Railway  constructed ;  in 
short,  that  tax-payers  of  Canada  have 
expended  fully  $300,000,000  in  Railway 
enterprise  throughout  the  Dominion, 
spending  money  in  such  directions  as 
promised  to  develop  industry  and  man- 
hood, instead  of  lust  for  blood  and  terri- 
torial aggrandizements.  These,  of  them- 
selves, should  be  a  sufficient  answer  to 
the  insinuation  that  Canadians  have  been 
inaifferent  up  to  the  present  time.  True, 
the  investors  of  Great  Britain  have 
loaned  great  sums  of  money  in  order 
to  promote  Dominion  enterprises,  but 
have  they  not,  for  fifty  years,  been  pur- 
suing a  similar  policy  in  various  por- 
tions of  the  United  States? 

Now^  as  to  comparative  Debts  : 

The  Empire's  white  population,  in 
1908,  was  estimated  at  58,350,000;  sub- 
tracting these  figures  from  the  coloured 
population,  the  total  for  the  latter  is  351,- 
650,000,  or  a  total  Empire  population  of 
4.10,000,000  controlling  possessions  cov- 
ering 11,445,000  square  miles.  And  it 
might  be  well  to  remember  that  within 
fifty  years,  the  inhabited  area  and  popu- 
lation of  the  United  Kingdom  have 
doubled ;  the  Revenue  increased  two  and 
a  half  times  ;    and  the  volume  of  Trade 


iiKjre  than  trebled.  Wliat  then  about 
Great  Britain  disbursing  $6.80,  her  capita 
on  defence?  It  looks  more  like  $1.10  per 
head,  according  to  her  population — un- 
less 351,000,000  iirilisli  subjects  arc  to  be 
(jstracised  and  denied  the  privilege  of 
British  freedom,  and  relieved  of  the  dut> 
of  fighting  for  British  Supremacy!  It 
must  also  be  remembered  that  Canada, 
with  a  population  of  6,000,000  pays  60 
cts.  per  head  for  defensive  purposes — 
accepting  the  figures  given  l)y  the  ( icn- 
tleman  who  made  the  estimate.  Where 
then,  Canada's  "humiliating  position? 
Where  the  'slur'?" 

The  reason  given  for  Germany's  Naval 
activity;  namely,  threatening  unification 
of  Empire  Tariffs,  is  not  logical ;  i(jr 
the  Reichstag's  programme  was  announc- 
ed in  1898,  while  Mr.  Chamberlain's  pro- 
nouncement, favouring  Empire  prefer- 
ence, was  actively  advocated  in  1903-4. 
The  strength  of  the  German  Navy  was 
in  the  first-mentioned  year,  fixed  at  19 
battleships,  to  be  constructed  within 
certain  limited  periods,  subsecjuently 
(during  the  Boer  War)  a  second  Navy 
provided  for  "a  fleet  of  such  strength, 
that  even  for  the  mightiest  Naval  power, 
a  war  with  her  would  involve  such  risks 
as  to  endanger  her  own  supremacy." 
Again,  in  1906,  further  amendments  were 
made,  increasing  the  flotilla.  Great 
Britain  must  have  been  aware  of  this ; 
but  reduced  her  Naval  expenditures. 

Notwithstanding  all  thi>,  a  comparative 
statement  of  the  relative  Naval  fight- 
ing strength  of  Great  Britain  and  Ger- 
many, rather  bears  out  the  contention  01 
Mr.  Asquith,  the  British  I'remier,  that 
the  United  Kingdom  can.  at  the  present 
time,  more  than  hold  and  protect  its 
own. 

Great  Britain  has,  building  untlcr  Par- 
liamentary estimates,  six  P.attleships.  and 
more,  if  deemed  necessary;  anti  a  num- 
ber of  Destroyers,  Torpedo  l)oats  and 
Submarines.  Germany  has  four  mo<lcrn 
Battleships  and  Torpedo  Destroyers  al- 
most ready  for  action,  with  others  laid 
down.  The  relative  tonnage  of  eight  of 
the  latest,  taking  the  average  is: — Great 
Britain's  Battlei^hips,  19.000  tons;  Ger- 
many's. 22.250  tons.  Today  Germany  is 
equal,  if  not  superior  in  heavy  Sea  artil- 
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lery.  In  19 1 2  Germany  will  have  twelve 
Dreadnaught  types  while  Great  Britain 
may  make  such  additions  in  large  Ar- 
moured Ships,  Cruisers  and  Destroyers, 
as  will  make  her  remain  Mistress  of 
the  Seas. 

Other  engines  of  destruction  are  be- 
ing rapidly  peVfected;  namely  Areo-* 
pianes-of-War,  Here,  too,  Germany  has 
been  devoting  time  and  money  in  ex- 
ploiting special  types  of  shells,  and  scien- 
tific methods  for  either  purposes  of  de- 
fence or  destruction.  The  Erkhardt  and 
Krupp  Gun,  can  be  placed  at  any  angle 
and  throw  shells  to  a  surprising  height. 
Would  it  not  be  possible  for  Canada  to 
devote  some  money  and  attention  to  this 
new  method  of  defence?  And  why 
should  not  the  inventive  genius  of  her 
people  be  successfully  concentrated  upon 
operation  and  improvement  in  this  direc- 
tion? 

in  judging  of  relative  strength  and  of 
the  motives  of  armaments,  we  must  not 
forget  the  declaration  of  Emperor  Wil- 
helm  (resulting  as  it  did  in  serious 
trouble  to  himself)  published  in  the 
■'London  Telegraph"  of  October  28th, 
1908:  'T  declared  with  all  the  emphasis 
at  my  command,  in  my  speech  at  Guild- 
hall (London)  that  my  heart  is  set  upon 
peace,  and  that  it  is  one  of  my  dearest 
wishes,  to  live  on  the  best  of  terms  with 
England.  Have  I  ever  been  false  to  my 
word  ?  I  said  that,  so  far  from  Germany 
joining  in  any  concerted  European  action 
to  put  pressure  upon  England  and  bring 
about  her  downfall,  Germany  would  al- 
ways keep  aloof  from  politics  that  could 
bring  her  into  complications  with  a  Sea 
i'ower  like  England."  The  Kaiser  fur- 
ther said,  that  having  received  a  "sor- 
rowful letter  from  his  Grandmother, 
Queen  Victoria,  with  reference  to  the 
Boer  War,  he  worked  out  what  he  con- 
sidered the  best  plan  of  campaign,  and 
submitted  it  to  his  General  of  Staff.  *  *  * 
This  was  sent  to  England  and  was  now 
among  the  National  archives."  This 
candour  provoked  a  storm  of  disap- 
proval ;  but  nevertheless,  the  facts  are 
there,  and  are  the  reverse  of  proof  that 
the  distinguished  Emperor  contemplated 
at  the  time  any  antagonistic  policy  to- 
wards   Great    Britain.      Another    reason 


mentioned  has  been  that  an  unprejudiced 
prospective  Tariff  agreement  between 
Great  Britain  and  her  kindred  posses- 
sions, might  prompt  Germany  to  con- 
template extreme  measures.  Germany 
finds  a  market  in  the  Mother  Country 
for  $280,000,000  of  her  annual  exports, 
and  imports  from  Great  Britam  to-  the 
amount  of  $190,000,000 — or  a  total  trade 
of  $470,000,000.  Is  it  sensible,  practical, 
reasonable,  to  believe  that  two  shillings 
on  corn,  and  a  small  duty  on  a  limited 
schedule  of  products,  could  possibly  pre- 
cipitate Warlike  operations  ?  The  loss 
of  two  battleships,  accompanied  by  the 
loss  as  well  of  prestige,  would  beyond 
doubt  prove  more  disastrous  than  abso- 
lute restriction  so  far  as  British  Mar- 
kets were  concerned. 

If  the  argument  held  good,  would  not 
the  United  States  long  ago  have  pro- 
tested? That  Great  country  carries  on 
an  import  and  export  Trade  annually 
with  Great  Britain,  amounting  to  nearly 
$1,000,000,000.  Instead  of  an  attitude 
of  hostility,  the  Payne  Tariff  measure 
purposes  to  lower  duties  on  many  articles 
exported  from  Great  Britain,  and  her 
Colonies — these  coming  into  active  com- 
petition with  her  own  producers. 

As  to  the  per  Capita  Debt  of  the 
United  Kingdom;  which  is  $82.12^  per' 
head,  confining  the  estimate  to  Great 
Britain  proper.  How  was  it  incurred? 
Almost  solely  for  the  purpose  of  extend- 
ing territory,  maintaining  British  supre- 
macy by  land  and  sea.  "The  glorious 
Revolution"  of  1688,  Marlborough's 
splendid  Victories,  the  American  War  for 
Colonial  subjection,  and  the  terrible 
struggles  consequent  upon  the  French 
Revolutionary  War,  from  1793  to  1816 
together  piled  up  a  National  debt  of 
over  $3,000,000,000.  When  Her  Majesty 
Queen  Victoria  ascended  the  Throne, 
the  debt  was  a  little  less  than 
£4,000,000,000.  Then  followed  the 
War  in  Russia,  the  ghastly  Indian  Re- 
bellion, the  heart  sickening  Boer  W^ar, 
and  operations  in  China.  Victories  were 
won  by  British  prowess,  by  the  splendid 
courage,  self-denial  and  martydom  of  the 
best  blood  and  the  most  devoted  loyalty 
the  world  has  ever  known,  or  ever  will 
know. 
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'1  he  JJritish  I'lag  now  i]t)ats  over  every 
land,  and  wherever  that  Standard  is  rais- 
ed, Freedom,  in  the  broadest  aceptation 
of  the  term,  is  enjoyed. 

Great  Britain  lost  her  thirteen  Col- 
onies, but  all  thinking  Englishmen  of 
that  period  sympathized  with  the  Revolu- 
tionists, whose  cause  was  espoused  by 
Uritish  patriots  of  such  caste  as  Chatham, 
Burke,  Conway  and  scores  of  illustrious 
statesmen  who  disapproved  of  the  tyran- 
ny of  a  king,  and  the  weakness  of  his 
Cabinet  Courtiers. 

Hence,  to  infer  that  Canada  is  in  any 
degree  responsible  for  Great  Britain's 
European  Wars  ur  operations  for  con- 
quest, is  unjust;  but  to  say  that  every 
Colonial  possession,  every  auxiliary 
State,  now  under  the  protection  of,  or  co- 
operating with  the  Modier  Country, 
should  stand  shoulder  to  shoulder  with 
her,  is  expressing  a  sentiment,  a  truth 
that  every  honest  British  subject  will  ap- 
prove of. 

It  is  true  Canada  boasts  of  her  re- 
sources, and  Canadians  recognize  the 
blessings  of  Imperial  protection ;  but 
the\  will  not  admit  that  upon  their  part 
there  has  been,  so  far,  any  indifference, 
any  want  of  generosity,  an\-  shirking  of 
responsibilities.  Why?  Simply  because 
in  no  manner  have  they  disregarded  the 
interests  of  the  United'  Kingdom  ;  they 
were,  are,  and  hope  to  be,  at  all  times, 
a  portion  of  a  Greater  Empire,  and  have 
worked  to  that  end  with  the  courage, 
and  loyalty  bequeathed  by  their  fore- 
fathers. 

Let  no  one  imagine  the  British  Nation 
to  be  asleep ;  Great  Britain  has  more 
eft'ective  Battleships  and  armoured 
Cruisers-formidable  and  up-to-date,  than 
any  other  Nation,  or  combination  of  cer- 
tain Nations :  for,  no  thoughtful  man 
would  for  a  moment,  believe  Great  Bri- 
tain and  the  United  States  could  meet  in 
deadly  conflict,  either  by  land  or  sea. 
That  marvellous  Nation,  lying  in  peace- 
ful proximity  to  one  of  Great  Britain's 
auxiliary  Kingdoms,  is  destined  to  main- 
tain the  peace  of  the  World,  possibly 
to  be  the  close  ally  of  the  British  Em- 
pire;  thus  forming  a  confederation  of 
all  the  English  white  speaking  Nations, 
an  aggregation  that  the  rest  of  the  world 


would  be  forced  to  respect.  Tlic  old 
blood  will  reassert  itself  some  day;  the 
old  <|uarrels,  the  old  bickerings,  the  old 
bitterness  pass  int(»  oblivion.  This  is  no 
dream;  it  is  the  logical  result  of  white 
men,  speaking  the  same  language,  and 
reasoning  together. 

And  what  about  the  Colonies?  These 
never  manifested  unfaithfulness  towards 
the  Motiier  Country,  never  wavered  in 
fealty,  nor  faltered  when  Ikt  interests 
demanded  sacrihces.  Up  U)  a  very  short 
period  before  final  estrangement,  the 
thirteen  Colonies,  (or  fourteen  Commun- 
ities, as  Edmund  Burke  styled  them;. 
manifested  by  their  deeds,  their  unswerv- 
ing allegiance  to  Supremacy.  But  the 
Colonies  were  lost  to  Great  Britain  and 
lost  only  through  the  obstinacy  of  a  Mon- 
arch, and  the  truculent  weakness  of  a 
very  weak  and  pliable  adviser.  Canada 
remained  loyal,  and  history  furnishes 
evidence  of  her  devotion — not  on  one  but 
on  many  occasions.  The  same  spirit 
pervades  the  British  dependencies  every- 
where— a  desire  begotten  of  their  own 
self  interest  for  British  supremacy.  .\ 
new  era  has  dawned !  The  Dominion  of 
Canada  is  expanding  in  wealth,  popula- 
tion, and  mental  resources ;  while  yearly 
there  rises  into  greatness  that  galaxy  of 
splendid  States,  the  Commonwealth  ot 
.Vustralia,  the  Dominion  of  New  Zealand. 
whose  sons  have  at  all  times  united  with 
their  fellow-subjects  in  defending  the 
Empire!  British  Statesmen  will  make  a 
fatal  mistake  by  manifestations  of  indif- 
ference to  us.  or  to  the  other  Over-Sea 
States  of  the  Empire. 

B>ut  what  of  Canada  and  Canada's  duly 
taking  a  selfish  view  of  the  situation ; 
for  even  then  the  question  perhaps  ap- 
peals more  forcibly  to  all  classes  «•!  our 
people?  .\.re  we  to  be  prepared  to  de- 
fend our  Coast  Cities,  our  Shore  Lines. 
our  great  Lake  and  River  exposures?  If 
not.  whom  do  we  expect  to  esjxtuse  our 
cause?  Whom  would  we  look  to  for  co- 
ojjeration  in  the  hour  of  peril?  .Natural- 
ly the  Mother  Country.  In  the  event  ot 
War  on  land  and  sea.  surrounded  by 
enemies,  her  Coasts  threatened,  her  vcr\ 
existence  endangered,  the  Dominion 
would  be  at  the  mercy  of  any  power  pre 
pared  to  take  advantage  of  the  situation ; 
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our  vast  expenditures  upon  Railways, 
Harbours,  Canals  would  be  represented 
bv  so  much  waste  paper;  our  fields  de- 
vastated, and,  if  not,  the  great  Cereal 
products  shut  out  of  the  natural  market, 
might  rot  in  the  ground;  and  until 
Great  Britain  had  driven  our  enemies  off 
the  seas,  or  frustrated  them  on  land,  Ca- 
nada would  be  prostrate,  undone  and 
crippled  for  years  consequent  upon  crim- 
inal parsimony  or  wicked  indifference. 

Who  would  not  prefer  peace?  What 
Nation — except  one  whose  half  concealed 
greed  has  become  proverbial — would  de- 
sire to  precipitate  a  world's  War?  Yet 
it  may  come;  perhaps  soon;  perhaps 
after  delay.  Truly,  as  Mr.  Haldane  said  : 
"To  see  other  Nations  increasing  arma- 
ments, is  enough  to  make  Angels  weep. 
*  *  *  It  is  Great  Britain's  duty  to  main- 
tain our  Navy  strong  enough  to  keep 
Great  Britain's  shores  inviolate."  And 
the  Kaiser's  sentiments  were  somewhat 
similar :  "'Who,"  he  asks,  '"knows  what 
may  take  place  on  the  Pacific  in  the  days 
to  come? — days  not  so  distant  as  some 
believe ;  but  days,  at  any  rate,  for  which 
all  European  powers,  with  far  Eastern 
interests,  ought  steadily  to  prepare.  Look 
at  the  accompHshed  rise  of  Japan ;  think 
of  the  possible  National  awakening  of 
China,  and  then  judge  of  the  vast  pro- 
blems of  the  Pacific.  Only  those  powers 
which  have  great  Navies  will  be  listened 
to,  when  the  future  of  the  Pacific  comes 
to  be  solved."  The  Emperor  of  Germany 
was  no  more  emphatic  than  his  Chancel- 
lor, Von  Buelow,  in  the  Reichstag  a  few 
days  ago.  The  Right  Hon.  Mr.  A.  Hal- 
dane exclaims: — "It  is  enough  to  make 
the  Angels  weep,"  but  at  Council  he  de- 
clares in  favor  of  a  few  more  Dread- 
noughts. The  German  Emperor  embraces 
King  Edward,  breathes  sentiments  of 
brotherly  and  international  love,  but 
adds :  "As  for  the  Navy  I  must  have  a 
powerful  fleet  to  protect  the  world-wide 
and  ever  expanding  commerce  of  Ger- 
many." The  German  Chancellor  declares  : 
"There  is  nothing  in  the  present  prospect 
to  disturb  the  Peace  of  Europe,"  but 
adds:  "By  the  autumn  of  1912  we  will 
have  in  accordance  with  Law,  13  big 
new  Ships,  including  the  three  armoured 
Cruisers,  readv  for  service."     And  not- 


withstanding all  pacific  assurances,  the 
Premier  of  the  United  Kingdom  pointed 
out  that  "'by  April  i,  1912,  Great  Britain 
would  certainly  have  16  Dreadnoughts, 
and  Germany  11,"  adding:  "If  the  accel- 
eration of  German  construction  went  on, 
or  the  actual  course  of  things  was 
shrouded  in  concealment  and  uncertainty, 
the  Government  would  not  hesitate  to  use 
the  powers  the  people  had  given  them." 

This  is  the  situation  in  brief : 

Are  we  to  be  influenced  by  British 
solicitude — for  we  have  heard  the  heart 
call  of  our  kindred,  if  not,  that  of  the 
British  Cabinet;  or  shall  we  accept  as 
Gospel  Truth  the  declarations  of  the 
Kaiser,  and  pursue  the  policy  of  laissez- 
faire  ? 

Aionarchs  can  do  no  wrong,  therefore, 
their  veracity  is  unquestionable.  When 
in  doubt,  however,  probably  it  were  well 
to  trust  the  friend  rather  than  the  masked 
stranger. 

Let  the  people  of  Canada  take  this 
matter  into  their  own  hands. 

If  a  Nation  is  indififerent,  vacillating, 
forgiving,  then  rulers  will  lapse  into  a 
similar  condition,  or  take  advantage  of 
manifest  supineness.  The  development 
and  expansion  of  a  Commonwealth  must 
bring  rulers  face  to  face  with  very  serious 
problems,  and  according  to  the  wisdom 
with  which  they  are  solved,  the  progress, 
happiness  and  patriotic  spirit  of  the 
people  develop. 

In  June,  1897,  speaking  in  England, 
the  Premier  of  Canada,  Sir  Wilfred 
Laurier,  said : 

"If  a  day  ever  comes  when  England 
is  in  danger,  let  the  bugle  sound,  let  the 
fires  be  lit  on  the  hills,  and  in  all  parts 
of  the  Colonies,  and  although  we  might 
not  be  able  to  do  much,  whatever  we  can 
do  shall  be  done  by  the  Colonies  to  help 
her." 

The  time  has  now  arrived  when  the 
Dominion  of  Canada,  by  helping  herself, 
can  strengthen  every  fibre  of  British  pres- 
tige abroad.  That  is  the  duty  of  our 
Rulers.  That  is  what  the  people  should 
demand  ;  that  is  what  will  prompt  people 
to  believe  in  Colonial  sincerity.  Our 
brothers,  far  off  in  the  great  Cities  of 
Melbourne,  Hobart  and  Sydney,  speak 
with  no  uncertain  sound.     New  Zealand 
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did  not  wait  for  suggestions.  Canada, 
from  Vancouver  to  Halifax,  echoe<l  the 
shout:  "Defend  the  Empire."  What 
more  is  required  ?  Simply  a  tangible 
National  Defence  Policy,  born,  bred, 
brought  up  and  sustained — nurtured  and 
nourishe<l  by  Canadians. 

Our  National  lands  aided  in  building 
our  Railways.  Let  them  be  utilized  fur 
our  protection  on  sea  and  land.  Lritish 
Columbia,  Alberta,  Saskatchewan,  and 
Manitoba  control  immense  land  areas. 
Ontario,  the  Great  i'rovince  of  the  East, 
Quebec,  and  the  Maritime  i'rovinces — all 
from  the  stores  of  their  varied  wealth, 
would  proudly  contribute  to,  and  assist 
in  creating,  a  National  Defence  Fund  of 


tj^5u,ouo,ooo  or  $6o,ooo,cxx>.  Then  let  us 
hold  a  conference  of  Premiers  in  Lon- 
don ;  and  the  work,  from  which  there  is 
no  recission,  is  begun. 

"England  is  in  danger  now."  So  let 
the  bugle  sound,  and  the  fires  of  patriot- 
ism be  lit.  Not  on  the  hills,  but  in  the 
hearts  of  those  charged  with  the  admin- 
istration of  National  affairs ;  let  the  fires 
be  lit,  and  let  them  illuminate  the  path- 
way patriots  should  follow.  Light  fires, 
and  surround  them  by  men  of  ail  classes 
and  creeds,  forgetting  partisan  affiliation, 
partisan  aml^ition,  and  partisan  prejudice. 
Let  the  people,  in  short,  crown  their  pro- 
fessions of  loyalty  by  establishini,'  now 
their  National  Defence  Fund. 


May  Blossoms 


Blanche  E.  Holt  Murison. 


Fve  a  little   song  to  sing  you. 
And  a  little  joy  to  bring  you  ; 
For  today   1   found  the  hedges 
All   a-green   with   budding  pledges, 
Of  the   blossoms  that  they   fold 
In  such  close  caressing  hold. 
And  I  know  without  a  doubt. 
That  the  May  is  coming  out: 

Butterflies  are  gaily   winging, 

Bees  are  humming,  birds  are  singing. 

And  the  May  is  coming, — coming, — coming  out ! 

Fve  a  little  song  to  sing  you. 
And  a  little  joy  to  bring  you; 
Banish  ev'ry   thought  of   sadness. 
There  is  only  time  for  gladness. 
Chase  the  tear  with  happy  smile. 
Life   is   such   a   little   while. 
Sunshine   lingers   all   about 
When   the   May   is   coming  out. 

Butterflies  are  gaily  winging, 

Bees  are   humming,   birds   are   singing, 

And  the  May   is  coming, — coming, — coming  out 


The  Fight  That  Changed  World  Navies 


Patrick  Vaux 


OX  the  morning  of  March  7,  1861, 
took  place  tne  engagement  that 
sealed  the  fate  of  "wooden 
walls"  throughout  world  navies. 
Under  the  batteries  of  Newport  News, 
North  Virginia,  the  Federal  squadron 
of  five  heavy,  wooden  frigates  aggre- 
gating two  hundred  and  ninety-six  guns, 
lay  that  morning  safe  and  unconcerned 
in  Hampton  Roads — with  "duds"  dry- 
ing in  the  rigging,  boats  on  the  booms, 
and  no  thoughts  of  action.  By  night- 
fall, chaos,  death,  carnage,  flames  had 
swept  over  them  in  defeat.  The  arm- 
oured warship  had  come  to  stay.  The 
Confederates'  Merrimac  was  fighting  for 
the  Command  of  the  Sea,  which  meant 
the  swift  destruction  of  the  Federals" 
Navy  and  the  unhindered  importation  of 
all-necessary  war  material  for  the  South- 
ern Confederation. 

The  Merrimac,  the  first  ironclad  to 
come  into  action,  although  the  ironclad 
was  already  on  trial  in  our  Navy,  and 
the  French,  also,  resembled  the  roof  of  a 
barn  with  a  huge  chimney  amidships. 
She  went  out  to  fight  that  eventful 
morning  wholly  untried  and  with  an  un- 
practiced  crew.  Her  guns  had  never 
been  fired ;  and  the  personnel  were  all 
landsmen  with  but  few  exceptions.  That 
they  took  Communion  before  moving  out 
to  the  attack  tends  to  show  their  lack  of 
faith  in  their  new  war-machine.  Yet 
her  sides  of  4-inch  iron  plating  proved 
invulnerable  as  gun  crews  served  her  two 
loo-pounder  muzzle-loading  Armstrongs 
together  with  one  6-inch  and  three  9-inch 
smoothbores. 

The  Merrimac  with  her  shells  turned 
the  spotless  decks  of  the  Congress  into 
awful  slaughter  pens,  and  set  her  in- 
terior on  fire,  her  few  surviving  men 
having  to  abandon  their  vessel.  The 
Cumberland  she  rammed  in  the  starboard 


fore  channels,  and  the  frigate  went  down, 
still  firing,  with  the  Red  Flag  of  "No 
Quarter"  flying  at  her  fore.  Only  the 
grounding  of  the  steam  frigates,  Minne- 
sota, Roanoke,  and  St.  Laz<.'rence  saved 
them  from  destruction. 

Triumph  electrified  the  Confederates. 
Dismay  and  panic  spread  like  wildfire 
amongst  the  Federals.  "Uncle  Sam's 
web  feet"  as  Lincoln  termed  the  Union- 
ists' Navy,  had  had  its  toes  disjointed. 
What  Stanton,  the  Federal  War  Minis- 
ter said  at  a  meeting  of  the  Ministry 
next  day,  Sunday,  reveals  the  depths  o£ 
the  North's  sudden  fears :  "The  Merri- 
mac will  change  the  whole  course  of  the 
war  *  *  *  she  will  destroy  seriatim 
every  naval  vessel  of  ours.  It  is  not 
unlikely  we  shall  have  a  shell  or  cannon 
ball  from  one  of  her  guns  in  the  White 
House  before  w^e  leave  the  room."  Yet 
that  same  day  the  "tin  can  on  a  shingle" 
had  entered  Hampton  Roads. 

This  vessel,  the  Monitor,  was  designed 
and  built  at  Ericsson's  own  risk :  "The 
Monitor  is  mine,"  he  emphatically  re- 
minded the  Unionist  Navy  Board  both- 
ering him  for  certain  alterations.  She 
had  no  bulwarks  and  only  two  feet  of 
freeboard,  the  deck  was  plated  over  ali 
with  two  layers  of  half-inch  iron,  her 
broadsides  with  five  of  i-inch.  Amidships 
she  carried  two  150-pounder  Dahlgren 
smooth-bores  mounted  inside  a  revolv- 
ing turret  armoured  with  eight  layers 
of  I -inch  iron  plating.  On  deck  nothing 
was  shown  but  her  funnel,  two  ventila- 
tors, and  the  armoured  pilothouse.  She 
was  ventilated  by  forced  air.  She  was 
wholly  unseaworthy.  During  her  passage 
from  New  York  southward  she  had  met 
with  stormy  weather  (  and  had  been  kept 
afloat  with  great  difficulty. 

Clear  and  sunny  broke  open  the  morn- 
ing of  March  8,  1861.    Spectators  eager- 
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ly  crowded  both  shores  of  the  Koails.  A 
little  after  8  a.m.  the  Mcrriiiiac.  gun 
ports  triced  up,  and  funnel  piniring  out 
a  voluninious  coil  of  smoke,  was  seen 
heading  over  the  waters  to  destroy  the 
Minnesota,  steam  frigate  of  forty-six 
guns,  lying  hard  and  fast  on  a  shoal. 
The  Monitor  hove  up  her  anchor,  and 
stood  out  to  engage. 

It  was  at  8  130,  the  Confederate  spoke 
out  with  her  7-inch  bow  gun  at  lier 
small  antagonist,  and  speedily  found  her 
match. 

Silent  and  menacing  in  her  very  pecu- 
liarity of  build  the  Federal  warship 
steamed  within  280  feet  of  her,  and  dis- 
charged her  two  ii-inch  smoothbores, 
point  blank.  JJut  the  solid  shot  faiicd 
to  penetrate,  and  glanced  off  into  the 
water.  As  the  Monitor  had  fired.  Lieu- 
tenant Jones,  commanding  the  Mtviimac, 
veered  her,  bringing  her  starboard  bat- 
tery to  bear  on  the  enemy's  turret,  'l  he 
broadside  crashed  against  its  armour,  but 
did  not  damage.  Both  vessels  were 
standing  the  test  of  war.  Again  the  an- 
tagonists closed,  and  settling  down  to  a 
continuous  cannonading  tried  to  batter 
each  other  to  the  bottom.  Naval  train- 
ing and  discipline  reinforced  the  men 
of  the  Monitor.  They  were  the  pick  of 
the  Unionist  Navy. 

In  the  casemate  of  the  Confederate, 
gun  creW'S  worked  with  comparative  ease, 
much  as  if  on  the  main  deck  of  an  old- 
time  three-decker  or  seventy-four.  But 
on  board  the  Federal  new  and  harassing 
conditions  obtained.  hTom  the  turret 
was  discharged  the  air  forced  through 
the  interior  of  the  hull ;  thick  and  heated 
with  the  fumes  and  smells  of  stokehold 
and  engine-room  and  foul  with  battle 
smoke,  it  aunost  choked  the  crews.  All 
knowledge  of  port  and  starboard  had 
been  lost  in  the  vessels'  circling,  the  deck 
marks  indicating  them  having  become 
obUterated,  and  only  when  jiorts  were 
opened  to  run  out  the  guns  did  the  h'ed- 
erals  obtain  sight  of  the  enemy.  Earlier 
in  the  engagement  voice-tubes  havnig 
broken  down,  the  Pilothouse  had  to  pass 
orders  to  the  turret  by  means  of  men 
posted  below  decks. 

Great  caution  had  to  be  exercised  lest, 
when    the    euns    were    fired    ahead,    the 


pilot-house  was  not  blown  away,  and, 
when  fired  aft,  that  the  boilers  were  not 
damaged  by  the  concussion.  ik-neath 
the  turret,  the  scpiad  revolving  it  found 
it  (lilficult  to  start  the  machinery  ami 
still  more  difficu.t  tu  stop  it  when  sig- 
nalled. In  the  gun-chamber,  ringing 
dully  under  the  storm  of  shot  and  shell, 
ihe  gun-crews  had  to  fire  the  instant  of 
sighting  for  fear  of  the  protruding 
muzzles  being  damaged  or  bullets  sweep- 
ing in  through  the  gunj)orts. 

On  Lieutenant  \\  orden  marking  the 
Mcrrimac  remained  shot-proof,  he  or- 
dered "( )ne  bell" — full  speed  ahea<l— 
and  the  Monitor  plunged  forward  to  ram 
her.  The  combatants  scraped  sides  in 
passing,  and  guns,  their  muzzles  almost 
touching  the  huils,  thundered  out  solid 
shot.  Hut  both  vessels  issued  out  of  the 
pall  of  smoke  without  serious  dainage 
done. 

Despairing  of  effecting  anything  on 
the  turret  ship.  Lieutenant  Jones  now 
headed  the  Mcrrimac  for  the  Minnesota, 
but  ran  his  command  aground,  and  lay 
with  his  engines  churning  up  the  waters. 
Ere  the  Monitor  wheeling  round  her 
could  ram.  the  ironclati  backed  into 
deeper  soundings,  and  dodged  her.  .\t 
full  speed  the  Mcrrimac  charged  the  un- 
wary turret  ship  and  struck  her  abaft 
the  turret,  but  the  '"tin  can  on  a  shingle" 
slid  away  as  a  floating  door  slips  awa\ 
from  under  the  outwater  of  a  barge. 
Then  she  stood  away  into  shoal  water, 
where  the  Confederate  with  her  heavier 
draught  could  not  follow.  In  her  dim. 
sultry  casemate  the  gimners  cheered. 
thinking  they  had  disai)led  the  enemy, 
r.ut  fifteen  minutes  later,  after  having 
hoisted  a  fresh  supply  of  ammunition 
into  her  turret,  the  Federal  came  out 
into  deeper  water,  again  challenging  the 
foe. 

Their  storm  of  missiles  and  musketry 
fire  was  now  directed  on  the  Monitor's 
pilothouse,  and  sent  showers  of  iron 
slivers  and  chips  into  the  air.  .At  1 1  '.^O 
her  commanding  officer,  looking  through 
the  sight-slit,  was  struck  by  a  blast  of 
splinters  driving  inside,  and  he  fell  back. 
blinded,  streaming  with  blood.  That  the 
pilothouse  was  wrecked,  the  vessel  in- 
jured, and  himself  dying  flashed  into  his 
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dazed  head.  Calling  up  self-commaml, 
he  gave  the  order  for  the  vessel  to  sheer 
out  of  action,  and  crawled  down  the 
short  ladder  leading  below,  out  of  the 
pilothouse.  At  the  foot  of  it  he  was 
found  by  Lieutenant  Green,  and  taken  to 
his  cabin. 

Yet  he  retained  sufficient  composure 
to  ask  how  the  day  was  going.  When 
told  the  Minnesota  was  still  safe  from 
the  enemy's  attack,  his  response  spoke 
for  an  heroic  and  high  heart — "Then  I 
can  die  happy"  :  it  was  the  Anglo-Saxon 
who  spoke. 

For  close  on  twenty  minutes  the 
Monitor  drifted  about  in  shoaling  sound- 
ings, till  on  Lieutenant  Green  assuming 


command  she  swung  round  for  the  open 
and  the  Merrimac.  The  Confederate  was 
now  in  retreat.  Her  draught  had  hin- 
dered her  from  following  up  the  Monitor, 
her  heavy  ammunition  was  done  and 
her  men  exhausted,  for  she  had  been 
fighting  for  three  hours.  She  betook  her- 
self into  safety  under  the  batteries  de- 
fending Norfolk,  then  a  Confederate 
center. 

The  Capitol — the  Coast — and  the  Fed- 
eral Cause  were  saved.  The  first  notes 
had  been  rung  of  the  death-knell  of  the 
Southern  Confederation. 

The  Command  of  the  Sea  had  been 
obtained. 


A  Sonnets 

p.  G.  Ebbutt 


How   prone   we   are   to  judge   of   things   in   haste, 
To  praise  or  blame  from  what  the  surface  shows, 
Forgetting  that  sweet  fruit,  or  sweeter  rose, 
Once  sprang  from  humble  bud  of  bitter  taste! 
How  often  in  complaints  our  time  we  waste. 
How   often    fret   o'er   half   imagined   woes ! 
Our  greatest  fears  are  those  of  hidden  foes 
That  oft  would  flee  if  they  were  bravely  faced. 
Trust  not  the  surface,  then,  but  with  clear  eyes 
Scan  all  things  well  that  are  not  understood ; 
You  may  find  troubles  blessings   in   disguise, 
And  find  all  things  are  working  for  your  good : 
For  what  in  April  looks  like  driving  snow 
May  be  pear-blossom  by  the  breeze  brought  low. 


Switzerland  in  B.  G 


Charles    Chapman 


T(  )  the  uninitiated,  the  sport  of 
mountaineering  may  seem  to  be 
a  waste  of  energy,  attended  with 
considerable  risk,  and  many  tim- 
idly-incHned  even  do  not  hesitate  to  ex- 
press their  doubts  regarding  the  sanity 
of  some  of  its  enthusiasts.  However, 
after  a  Httle  persuasion,  a  cHnib  is  at- 
tempted, and  when  the  liard  work 
through  the  brush  is  past,  the  novice 
reaches  a  spot  on  the  heather-covered 
slopes,  bathetl  in  bright  sunlight,  from 
which  he  may  view  Nature's  marvellous 
handiwork  in  all  its  wondrous  wealth  of 
detail.  Then  the  cynicism  of  the  past 
gives  place  to  astonishment  and  awe. 
mingled  with  a  delight  which  finds  ex- 


pression 111  suri)ri>ed  exclamations.  I'.c- 
fore  him  lies  a  glorious  panorama  of 
mountain  and  valley,  ridge  after  ridge 
following  in  endless  undulations  ;  rugged 
peaks  thrust  their  heads  unceremonious!) 
thnmgh  the  encircling  clouds  as  thougii 
lireathing  a  defiance,  others  present  per- 
fectly symmetrical  outlines,  while  beau 
tiful  lakes  of  emerald  hue  nestle  securelx 
in  the  shadow  of  the  mighty  forests 
forming  the  source  of  a  bountiful  supply 
for  the  creeks  and  mountain  torreni*- 
thundering  down  thousands  of  feet  be 
low.  and  the  whole  picture  receives  a 
charming  setting  from  the  snowfields  an<I 
glaciers  of  the  hiuduT  maks  which  lo.  ,m 
above  the  horizon. 
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The  mountains  are  at  their  best  in  the 
fah  when  the  long  stretches  of  heather 
spring  up  under  a  cloudless  sky  to  greet 
the  sun's  warm  rays ;  the  blueberry 
bushes  cluster  in  the  valleys,  arrayed  in 
their  gorgeous  livery  oi  red  and  yellow, 
contrasting  dehghtfuUy  with  the  heavy 
green  shade  of  the  surrounding  timber ; 
the  m.yriaa  waterfalls  and  foaming  rapids 
of  the  creeks  fling  out  sheets  of  silver 
spray  as  they  dash  downward ;  large, 
deep,  translucent  pools  reflect  the  forest 
ferns  and  trailing  branches  with  intense 
and  vivid  color;  everything  is  aglow 
with  joy  at  its  brief  release  from  its 
snowy  prison;  and  a  contentment  and 
happiness  steal  into  the  heart  of  every 
climber  as  he  drinks  in  the  wonderful 
fragrance  of  the  pure  mountain  air 
amidst  such  unrivalled  beauty. 

A  little  more  than  a  year  ago  the 
Vancouver  Mountaineering  Club  sprang 
into  existence,  founded  by  a  few  choice 
spirits,  who  perceived  the  necessity  for 
such  an  organization,  and  to  judge  from 
increase  in  membership  it  evidently  fills 
a  long-felt  want.  The  numerous  trips 
of  the  past  season  were  very  successful 
and  reflect  great  credit  upon  the  general- 
ship, tact  and  foresight  of  the  leaders, 
whose  previous  experience  amongst  the 
mountains  proved  of  invaiuable  assist- 
ance in  traversing  difficult  and  danger- 
ous country.  Accurate  knowledge  has 
been  obtained  of  the  location  and  best 
routes  for  ascending  all  mountains  within 
thirty  miles  of  \"ancouver,  and  a  compre- 
hensive programme  is  arranged  for 
this  season,  giving  everyone  excellent 
opportunities  of  becoming  better  ac- 
quainted with  the  grandeur  and  magnifi- 
cence of  the  scenery  with  which  this  part 
of  the  Dominion  has  been  so  liberally 
endowed. 

.Vmongst  the  peaks  in  the  vicinity  of 
Vancouver  Mount  Crown  stands  out  as 
the  most  picturesque  on  account  of  its 
peculiar  formation.  On  the  Lynn  V^al- 
lew  side  a  gigantic  rock-slide  has  oc- 
curred in  some  remote  age,  leaving  the 
whole  mountain  as  though  split  in  twain, 
the  cliffs  rising  sheer  for  some  two 
thousand  feet  to  where  the  gradual  rise 
of  the  crater  terminates  in  the  peak, 
5,250  feet  above  sea  level.    At  this  point 


large  masses  of  loose  rock  appear  to  be 
ready  to  slide  down  at  aii}^  moment  and 
one  IS  apt  to  be  rather  timorous  in  trust- 
ing his  weight  to  them  upon  his  hrst 
trip.  But  confidence  comes  later  and  he 
will  soon  be  sitting  astride  the  peak  with 
a  precipice  of  2,000  feet  on  either  side. 
The  action  of  sun  and  snow  is  telling  a 
tale  and  the  formation  is  changing  every 
year. 

A  little  to  the  east  and  Siightly  lower 
than  the  peak  is  the  Camel  (so  called 
on  account  of  its  supposed  resemblance 
to  a  camel  in  a  kneeling  posture),  a  part 
of  Aiount  Crown  never  known  to  have 
been  climbed  until  last  summer,  when  a 
party  of  four,  Messrs.  Hewton,  Mills, 
Lyttleton  and  Miskin,  accomplished  the 
feat,  io  reach  the  base  of  the  Camel  it 
was  necessary  to  cross  the  face  of  a  pre- 
cipice on  the  north  side  of  the  peak, 
clinging  to  the  stunted  bushes  and  mak- 
ing use  of  rocky  ledges  which  would 
scarcely  have  afforded  footing  to  a  goat. 
Part  of  the  final  climb  was  made  up  a 
perpendicular  rock  chimney,  knees  and 
shoulders  being  of  great  assistance,  a 
method  of  ascent  often  in  evidence  in 
climbing  the  Aiguilles  of  the  Alps,  to 
which  the  Camel  bears  a  distinct  like- 
ness when  viewed  from  the  west  side. 
The  accompanying  photo  shows  the  first 
man  at  the  top,  wliere  he  might  easily 
be  mistaken  for  a  mountain  spirit. 

The  best  route  for  climbing  Crown 
is  undoubtedly  over  Grouse,  Dam  and 
the  shoulder  of  Goat,  for  although  it 
seems  ridiculous  to  ascend  three  peaks 
to  reach  one,  the  extra  climb  of  1,500 
feet  from  the  divide  between  Goat  and 
Crown  is  much  less  fatiguing  than  the 
toilsome  tramp  up  the  Capilano  Road 
and  Crown  Creek, 

Grouse,  Dam  and  Goat,  the  three  near-  | 
est  mountains  to  the  City,  are  situated 
close  together  and  present  little  difficulty 
in  climbing.  A  ramble  around  the  rocky 
slopes  of  Goat  Mountain  is  very  inter- 
esting and  instructing  and  affords  mag- 
nificent views  of  Crown  and  the  Lynn 
and  Seymour  Ranges. 

The  trip  to  the  Lions  arranged  by  the 
Vancouver  Mountaineering  Club  last 
September  proved  very  popular,  no 
fewer   than   thirty-six   taking  advantage 
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of  the  opporlunity  of  climbing  the  high- 
est peaks  near  at  hand.  Six  of  these 
were  laches  and  all  the  party  succeeded 
in  reaching  the  divide  between  the  Lions, 
the  hardest  work  being  exi)erienced  in 
travelling  up  Sister's  Creek,  whose  long 
and  serpentine  windings  lead  through  the 
tlense  forests  to  the  ridge  which  the 
Lions  crown.  On  a  closer  inspection, 
the  peaks  present  formidable  obstacles 
antl  the  stoutest  climber  pauses  ere  he 
attempts  their  conquest.  The  ascent  of 
the  Eastern  is  greatly  facilitated  by  the 
bushes  growing  on  the  northeast  face, 
and  a  number  of  the  party,  including  one 
ladv.  reached  the  summit.  The  Western 
Lion  is  the  higher  by  150  feet,  and 
while  not  particularly  dif^cult,  is  more 
dangerous,  owing  to  the  fact  that  the 
climb  must  be  made  on  the  base  rock, 
which  has  been  worn  quite  smooth  auvl 
affords  few  hand  holds.  It  rises  in  a 
series  of  terraces,  shelving  downward  at 
a  steep  angle,  over  which,  in  some  places, 
crawling  is  the  safest  method  of  travel- 
ling, and  the  loose  stones  call  for  great 
precaution.  On  this  account  it  is  not 
advisable  for  more  than  three  or  four  to 
make  the  ascent  at  one  time. 

Seymour  Mountain,  lying  directly 
northeast  and  in  full  view  of  the  Cit\ . 
is  remarkably  easy,  and  six  members  of 
the  club  successfully  made  the  ascent 
last  August,  a  feat  which  was  emulated 
recently  by  a  lady  member  and  two  com- 
panions, guided  only  by  a  roughly-drawn 
map.  The  summit  is  very  extensive  and 
rises  in  three  peaks,  with  long  stretches 
of  rocky  ridges  between  and  around 
them.  It  bears  a  striking  similarity  to 
White  Mountain,  a  peak  situated  at  die 
head  of  Lynn  Creek,  and  upon  which 
three  attempts  were  made  by  the  club 
before  success  was  gained.  Its  name  was 
suggested  by  the  immense  area  of  white 
granite  which  makes  it  so  conspicuou.-^ 
from  Grouse  Mountain. 

For  purposes  of  identification  it  was 
decided  to  find  a  name  for  all  virgin 
peaks  scaled  during  the  season,  and  the 
President  and  Secretary  of  the  club  were 
fittingly  honored  when  a  party  made  a 
trip  into  unknown  country  east  of  Se>- 
mour  Creek  and  bestowed  the   titles  of 


Mounts   Bishop   and   Jarrctt   uixm   their 
conquests. 

riiere  is  a  magical  chanii  and  fascin- 
ation in  mountauieering  which  call  the 
enthusiast  again  and  again,  and  lead 
him  to  penetrate  intt)  the  iiniennost  re- 
cesses of  the  mountain  .solitudes.  .\t 
night,  under  the  starry  skies,  around  a 
blazing  camp  fire,  a  happy  circle  of  lusty- 
lunged  singers  awakens  the  echoes  with 
a  rollicking  chorus  or  soothes  them  lo 
sleep  with  an  old  plaiUation  s(jng ;  then. 
as  the  tire  dies,  they  scatter  to  their 
beds  of  fragrant  hemlock  and  ce<lar. 
there  to  stretch  their  wearied  limbs  and 
sink  into  a  deej)  and  restful  sUnnhtr. 
lulled  by  the  whispering  winds  which 
gently  sway  the  branches  overhead.  l>e- 
fore  dawn,  all  are  astir,  packs  are  made 
up  and  an  early  >tart  made,  so  that  all 
may  appreciate  that  hour  when— 

'"The  winds  all  silent  are. 
And  Phoebus  in  his  chair 
Knsaft'roning  sea  and  air 
.Makes  vanish  every  star: 
.\ight  like  a  drunkard  reels 
i'.eyond  the  bids,  to  shun  his  flaming 
wheels.'" 

.\  mountain  sunrise  is  a  sii;iu  to  re- 
member. The  sha;lowy  darkness  of  the 
forest-clad  slopes  gradually  lightens  in 
the  grey  of  the  early  morning,  the  sur- 
rounding peaks  stand  out  ghostly,  grim 
and  forbidding,  till  a  shaft  of  light  sud- 
denlv  flashes  forth  and  the  sun  is  up. 
Broad  belts  of  living  fire  stretch  across 
the  skies,  the  clou<ls  are  latlen  with 
light,  the  snowy  i)eaks  here  and  there 
are  tinged  with  a  golden  glow,  the  dew- 
drops  on  the  ferns  and  bushes  arc  trans- 
forn.ed  into  rubies  and  emeralds,  giving 
the  impression  that  they  are  indeed 
worth v  to  represent  the  tears  of  .\urora. 
and  i)resent  a  dazzling  comingling  of 
kaleidoscopic  colors  which  enraptures  the 
soul  of  the  true  lover  of  Nature. 

The  mountainous  region  to  the  north 
has  manv  attractions  to  offer  to  the 
citizen  of'  \'ancouver.  whether  he  Ik-  the 
artist  in  search  of  science,  beauty,  the 
poet  requiring  ideal  surnnuidings  to  a.- 
sist  his  Mu.se.  or  the  adventurous  youth 
eager  to  prove  his  worth  by  climbing  a 
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virgin  peak.  All  alike  reap  a  rich  re-  terminat 
ward  for  their  exertions  in  the  increased  severing 
health  and  strength,  self-reliance  and  de-      pastime. 


virgin  peak.     All  alike  reap  a   rich   re-      termination,  which  come  from  the  per- 
ward  for  their  exertions  in  the  increased      severing    pursuit    of    this    invigorating 


Choosers  of  the  Slain 

E.  S.    Lake 

They  struck  their  hands  to  the  bargain — 

By  the  "Uath  of  Doom""  they  swore 
That  fear  of  the  foe,  nor  wreck  nor  woe 

Should  ever  the  compact  shore. 
They  saiied  o"er  the   storm-lashed  waters, 

They  snored  through  the  waters  blue, 
They  crept  by  light,  they  sailed  by  night 

And  the  Harbor  watchers  slew. 
Their  Galleys  lined  the  fore-shore — 

The  foe  in  the  distance  stood 
They  marched  away  to  o"ermatched  fray 

Laughing  and  grim  in  fighting  mood. 
They  mixed  in  the  din  of  battle ; 

They  sweated  and  slew  and  swore ; 
They  backward  ruled  for  a  league  and  wheeled 

To  renew  the  fight  once  more. 
Then  Ulf  with  the  locks  so  golden, 

And  Inar,  with  Raven  hair, 
Stept  out  apace  the  foe  to  face 

And  their  chosen  champions  dare 
The  bravest  came  at  their  Taunt-word — 

And  they  slew  and  slew  and  slew 
Till  muscles  slackt  refused  to  act, 

And  fear  in  the  brave  hearts  grew. 
"Oh  why  should  we  fear  the  onslaught? 

Oh  why  should  we  fear  the  foe 
With  brothers  dear,  and  comrades  near 

Behind  us  in  their  row?" 
They  turned  their  heads  a  breathing  space. 

To  gasp  from  the  wind  and  snow, 
Away  o'er  the  hill  with  Bow  and  Bill 

They  saw  their  comrades  go. 
"Oh  shame  to  the  God  who  made  ye 

Now  shame  to  the  Image  of  clay 
Oh  Night  so  black  with  Storm  and  wrack 

Blot  out  the  light  of  day." 
Old  Odin  smote  his  hands  and  swore ! 

And  called  his  maids  so  grave 
"Oh !  stay  ye  not,  by  Bower  or  Cot 

Bring  quick  the  Souls  of  the  brave." 
The  traitors  laughed  in  the  Home-wind : 

Their  galleys  breasted  the  main — 
But  with  hearts  on  fire  with  wild  desire 

Went  the  "Choosers  of  the  Slain." 


Paiioianu^    View    ut    Pun    Simpson,    B.  C. 


Port  Simpson 

Orville  Bcrtley 


BY  far  the  most  picturesque  of  all 
the  Indian  villages  scattered  along 
the  northern  coast  of  British  Col- 
umbia is  that  of  Lochgwaahlamsh 
(Port  Simpson).  The  signihcance  of  its 
Zimaliach  name,  ("The  garden  of  the 
wild  rose  or  sweet  briar"),  suggests  fav- 
orable ideas  of  the  spot  in  harmony  with 
its  beauty. 

The  village  is  situated  on  a  point  of 
the  Tsimpshean  peninsula,  part  of  which 
at  high  tide  constitutes  an  island.  Lofty 
mountains  standing  to  the  left  beyond 
Work  Channel,  lesser  slopes  rolling  away 
to  the  right  and  a  broad  expanse  of  sea, 
island  dotted,  extending  in  the  fore- 
ground appeal  strongly.  No  wonder  dien 
that  the  tourist  on  his  way  to  Skagway 
is  heard  to  exclaim  as  the  steamer  veers 
into  Simpson  Harbor:  'This  is  the  best 
looking  spot  we've  struck  since  leaving 
Vancouver!" 

Bountifully  helped  by  the  hand  of  Na- 
ture to  features  of  scenic  beauty,  his- 
torical circumstances  have  shaped  them- 
selves so  as  to  make  Port  Simpson  easily 
the  most  interesting  of  all  the  North 
Coast  Indian  villages.  It  is  one  of  the 
oldest  villages ;  its  past  lends  a  full 
measure  to  the  lover  of  the  romantic 
well  as  the  admirer  of  more  material 


phases.  Ami  "though  wc  sec  but  dark- 
ly" now,  who  shall  say  tliat  new  an«l 
great  chapters  in  its  history  are  not  soon 
to  be  realized.  With  Prince  Rupert,  tiic 
embryo  city,  terminus  of  the  C  T.  I'. 
to  be,  rapidly  growing  uj)  but  twenty 
miles  southward  and  an  extensive  coun- 
try, holding  uut  a  promise  of  rich  min- 
eral deposits  all  about,  wiio  sliall  justly 
estimate  the  subsequent  commercial  im- 
port of  Simpson  ? 

Only  a  few  years  ago  the  West  did 
not  dream  of  a  Grand  Trunk  Pacific 
or  any  other  transcontinental  road  head- 
ing towards  this  locality.  The  little 
Tsimpshean  village,  the  home  of  the 
dusky  Tsimpshean  tribe,  nestied  in  the 
same  spot  then,  that  it  occupies  today. 
The  Indian  inhabitants  gathered  their 
sea-weed,  matle  their  oolachan  grease, 
drieil  and  smoked  their  ruddy  salmon  in 
crude  smoke-houses.  Fierce  battles  were 
waged  against  the  Bella  Bellas,  the  Hy- 
ilahs  and  otiier  neighboring  tribes,  the 
"Shamans"  (Indian  Medicine  men) 
cured  the  sick:  "Alheid"  (Indian  devil- 
try) served  for  pastime  and  paganism 
reigned. 

About  eighty  years  ago  the  Hudson's 
Bay  Company  founded  a  trading  |H>st 
here.     A  fort   w.i'^   .■.nistnuicd    f.tr   the 
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The    Fort,  "Port    Simpson."       This    Building  is   78  Years  Old,   and  the    Oldest   of  the 
Remaining  Hudson's  Bay  Fortifications. 


protection  of  the  Company's  employees 
from  native  attacks.  This  fort  was  ori  - 
ginally  built  at  the  mouth  of  ^  the  Naas 
River,  then  a  resort  of  Indians  of  various 
tribes.  The  fort  later  became  known, 
in  its  new  location,  as  Fort  Simpson  in 
honor  of  Governor  Simpson  whose  bone-^ 
the  Indian  Tyees  like  to  think,  this  day. 
lie  buried  beneath  the  oldest  remaining 
fort  building. 

The  bastions  and  palisades  of  the  old 
fort  were  left  standing  until  about  twen- 
ty years  ago,  when  vigilence  against  In- 
dian onset  no  longer  seemed  needful. 
After  the  disappearance  of  these  fortifi- 
cations the  designation  "Fort"  gave  place 
to  the  more  appropriate  one  of  "Port"  ; 
hence  the  present  name. 

The  marked  improvement  in  the  social 
life  of  the  natives  of  later  years  is  credit- 
ed to  the  labors  of  missionaries,  who, 
with  the  coming  of  Mr.  Duncan  in  1853, 
began  to  cast  in  their  lot  with  the  red- 
man  for  his  betterment. 

To  speak  of  present  conditions  the 
place  boasts  of  two  general  stores  each 
of  which  carries  a  good  stock,  two 
churches,  the  Episcopal  and  the   Metho- 


dist, two  public  schools,  one  for  the  na- 
tive children  and  one  for  the  white  ele- 
ment, a  hotel,  fire  hall  and  General  hos- 
pital. The  physician  in  charge  of  tin: 
hospital  is  well  known  all  along  the 
Coast  in  the  person  of  Dr.  Kergin,  M. 
P.  P.  It  may  be  mentioned  that  a  new 
addition  to  the  present  building  is  now 
under  construction,  the  estimated  cost  of 
which  will  be  $6,500.  The  hospital  with 
this  enlargement  and  the  modern  con- 
veniences with  which  it  is  to  be  fitted  will 
surpass  an}-  of  the  hospitals  which  are 
likely  to  be  found  north  of  Vancouver 
for  some  years  to  come.  Other  institu- 
tions worthy  of  mention  are  the  Metho- 
dist Homes  here  for  the  education  of 
Indian  boys  and  girls.  The  population 
of  Simpson  in  the  busiest  season  of  the 
year  numbers  upwards  of  eight  hundred, 
about  seven  hundred  of  which  are  native 
inhabitants. 

Over  a  year  and  a  half  ago  when  the 
core  of  attention  rested  on  two  points  in 
this  locality,  one  of  which  must  become 
the  future  terminus  of  the  G.  T.  P.,  we 
know  that  many  were  disappointed  be- 
cause the  honor  did  not  fall  on  the  well 
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A  Group  of  Picturesque  Buildings  in   Port  Simpson. 


known  village  of  Simpson  instead  of 
"hitting  the  high  places  of  Rupert"  for 
it.  Comparing  Port  Simpson  with  Prince 
Rupert,  the  former  has  greater  space  for 
a  townsite,  a  harbor  easier  of  access, 
greater  depth  of  soil  (a  matter  of  weight 
in  connection  with  city  sewerage)  and 
more  pleasant  surroundings.  With  these 
advantages  aione  over  its  more  disting- 
uished neighbour  the  question  is  invari- 
ably asked :  "Why  was  not  Simpson 
chosen  as  the  future  terminus  of  the  new 
road  ?" 


\\  idc  as  may  be  the  reach  cncirclinj^ 
an  answer  to  such  a  (juery  one  or  two 
things  may  be  mentioned  here.  All  the 
beach  contiguous  to  Simpson  is  either 
Indian  Reserve  or  the  property  of  the 
Hudson's  l>ay  Company.  It  is  said  that 
I  lie  Native  Council  here  was  approach- 
ed in  regard  to  the  sale  of  land  and 
would  accept  nothing  short  of  a  million 
dollars  for  the  Reserve.  The  Hudson's 
Bay  Company  were  likewise  unwilling  to 
sell  except  at  a  high  figure.  To  situate 
a  town  remote  from  its  harbor  moorings 
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would  be  proceeding  from  folly  and  to 
buy  up  the  best  land  from  different  in- 
terested speculators,  who  might  be  in- 
clined to  "bleed  their  buyers  to  the  last 
penny,"  would  hold  another  significance. 
Whatever  the  reasons  for  the  choice  of 
Rupert  as  the  future  terminus  of  the 
G.  T.  P.  they  were  no  doubt  good  ones, 
but  the  situation  by  no  means  eliminates 
Port  Simpson  from  the  circle  of  import- 
ance. 

Two  years  ago  the  Port  Simpson  Im- 
provement Company  of  Seattle  boomed 
the  property  which  was  originally  ob- 
tained from  the  Crown  by  ]\Ir.  John 
Braden,   a  prominent  politician  of   Vic- 


Old  Totem  of  Port  Simpson,  B.C. 


toria.  This  property  was  already  divid- 
ed into  town  lots,  when  they  purchased 
it.  It  is  said  that  the  Company  claim 
to  have  sold  one  hundred  thousand  dol- 
lars' worth  of  property  here.  The  pro- 
perty handled  by  the  Hickey  and  Bridg- 
man  Syndicate,  upwards  of  one  hundred 
and  fifty  acres,  was  originally  owned  bv 
Clifford    and    Lockertv,    well    known    in 


this  neighborhood.  This  property  was 
held  by  the  Hickey  and  Bridgman  Syn- 
dicate about  a  year  before  being  placed 
on  the  market;  forty-five  lots  or  more 
were  sold,  and  the  remaining  lots  divid- 
ed among  the  several  members  of  the 
Syndicate,  who  are  withholding  them 
from  sale  at  present.  We  may  assume 
that  their  reason  for  measures  of  this 
kind,  is  one  of  two  things :  either  they 
have  obtained  some  inside  information, 
or  consider  the  property  worth  holding 
in  the  absence  of  such  information. 

Douglas  Ross  &  Co.  of  Vancouver  art- 
handling  three  hundred  and  seventy  acres 
of  Simpson  property  which  is  divided 
into  1 60  or  170  tovvii  lots.  These  lots 
are  at  present  for  sale  at  from  $160  h> 
$400  per  lot.  Mr.  John  Flewin  of  Smip- 
son  is  also  in  possession  of  twenty-five 
acres  of  land  sub-divided  into  town  loth 
situated  across  Simpson  Bay.  These  lots 
are  for  sale  either  direct  from  him  or 
from  his  agent  here,  Mr.  J.  H.  Campbell, 
at  from  $80  to  $175  per  lot.  The  bal- 
ance of  property  around  Simpson  is 
owned  by  the  original  grantees. 

The  climate  is  Oceanic,  the  thermome- 
ter never  registering  over  twenty-two 
degrees  of  frost,  the  mercury  column 
never  rising  higher  than  80  degrees  above 
zero  in  the  warmest  season.  The  pre-- 
vailing  winds  are  south-east;  the  aver- 
age rainfall   100  inches. 

X'egetables  and  small  fruits,  such  as 
raspberries,  currants  and  gooseberries 
are  successfully  grown  in  Simpson. 
Rev.  Hogan,  for  ten  years  a  resident, 
recently  exhibited  gooseberries  four  in- 
ches in  circumference.  The  larger  fruits 
have  not  been  put  to  a  fair  trial  but  it  is 
granted  that  the  conditions  will  never  be 
such  as  to  cause  the  country  to  develop 
into  an  agricultural  district. 

Prospects  for  future  mineral  wealth, 
however,  are  promising.  The  rock  for- 
mation (as  far  as  is  known)  is  grey 
granite  and  mica  schist.  Porphory  also 
shows  in  places.  Camps  on  Observatory 
Inlet  and  Portland  Canal  have  done  suf- 
ficient work  to  justify  one  in  expecting 
those  camps  to  develop  into  camps  equal- 
ly as  good  as  any  in  British  Columbia. 

A  good  silver-lead  proposition  is  lo- 
cated at  Stewart  and  in  operation  now 
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by  the  Portland  Canal  Mining  and  De- 
velopment Company.  Hidden  Creek 
mines  operated  by  the  Hidden  Creek 
Copper  Company  is  situated  on  Obser 
vatory  Inlet. 

If  you  are  interested  in  Simpson  "stay 
that  way."  The  lions  of  North  Van- 
couver v^^atched  from  their  lofty  vantage 
grountl,  first  operations  in   Port  Moodv, 


later  a  growth  nearer  by.  It  is  known 
that  part  of  I'.rown  Passage  is  con- 
demned by  the  Imperial  (joveminent'i 
Survey  lx)at  "Kgeria."  Will  not  this 
make  it  necessary  for  insured  vessels  to 
round  Dundas  Island  passing  the  very 
portals  of  Simpson  Harlxir  tu  reach 
Rupert? 


View  of  Section  of  Present  Port  Simpson.  B.  C. 


May, 

Donald    Frascr 


Arra}e  1  in  brilliant  huo  and  crowned  with  tlower> 
See  May,  the  one  of  all  the  months  the  (Jueen  : 
Enthroned  in  state  'mid  freshest,  leafiest  green. 
She  cliants  a  carol  of  the  springtime  hours. 
Both  field  and  wood  have  lent  to  grace  her  bowers, 
Their  varied  blooms  of  brightest,  gayest  sheen ; 
Blithe,  tuneful  birds  light  Hit  the  boughs  between: 
And  smiles  the  Sun,  while  liquid  gold  he  showers ; 
The  rippling  brooklets  babble  joyously; 
Yea,  everything  seems  full  of  nuisic  sweet ; 
For  Nature's  tide  of  growth  is  flooding  free; 
With  mirth  and  melody  is  Earth  replete. 
This  gladness  fills  the  very  heart  of  May. 
So  lives  her  song,  as  long  a^  she  holds  swav. 


The  Author. 


Seattle's  Workshop 

The  Evolution  of  a  Colony 

Agnes  Lockhart   Hughes 


SEATTLE  sits  on  her  hills,  and  gazes 
over  the  Sound.  Perched  on  one 
of  Seattle's  "seven"  hills,  is  an  un- 
pretentious and  rather  delapidated 
looking  wooden  structure,  surmounted  by 
a  tower  giving  it  the  appearance  of  a 
church, — and  in  fact  this  building  at  the 
corner  of  Eighth  Avenue  and  Seneca 
Street,  has  served  many  years  as  a  "First 
Hill"  landmark,  and  was  originally  a 
Jewish  Synagogue. 

Climbing  a  number  of  rickety  steps, 
one  stands  on  the  threshold  of  an  open 
door,  at  the  right  of  which  tacked  to  the 
building,  is  a  sign  made  of  rough  cedar 
shingles,  spelling  out  in  burnt  letters — 
■'The  Work-shop." 

Following  the  course  pointed  by  the 
index    ling-'r    rn    a    ])lacard    within,    one 


ascends  the  winding  staircase.  A  turn 
at  the  top  brings  you  face  to  face  with 
a  door  on  which  appears  the  announce- 
ment : — 

"Finn  Haakon  Frolich,  Sculptor.  No 
Admittance." 

Nevertheless  knock  on  the  door,  and 
the  chances  are,  it  will  be  opened  by  none 
other  than  the  great  sculptor  himself — 
a  man  of  international  repute — who  does 
things — ^"nor  dreams  them  all  day  long." 
Herr  Frolich's  greeting  will  be  a  cordial 
one, — for  he  is  the  soul  of  geniality,  and 
his  atelier  is  really  the  doorway  of  the 
Workshop,  and  the  workshop  boasts  as 
its  sponsors,  Mrs.  E.  W.  Andrews,  of 
Seattle,  well  known  as  a  clever  artist, 
and  a  woman  of  dauntless  energy  in  all 
that   makes   for  progression ;    and   Herr 
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Where  Seattle's  Workshop  Had  Its   Evolution. 


Frolich,  the  sculptor  already  referred  to. 
These  two,  planned  the  workshop — not 
an  arts  and  crafts,  merely — but  a  work- 
shop— in  all  that  the  name  implies  ;  where 
anyone  who  could  "make  things"  with 
his  hands,  might  have  the  opportunity 
to  produce  and  exhibit,  by  the  paying  of 
a  trifle,  for  space  in  the  shop,  when  his 
work  should  bring  sufificient  remunera- 
tion. The  plan  was  quickly  put  into  exe- 
cution, and  the  balcony  extending  around 
three  sides  of  the  old  Jewish  Synagogue, 
was  rented.  Then  a  barrel  of  plaster 
and  a  load  of  clay,  were  purchased 
Herr  Frolich  had  personal  orders  for 
sculptoring,  but  the  need  was, — work  for 
the  shop,  the  production  of  which  should 
justify  its  existence.  Mrs.  Andrews  sug- 
gested doing  advertisements  in  plaster, 
naming  a  local  firm.  More  in  jest,  than 
earnest,  Herr  Frolich  threw  a  lump  of 
clay  upon  the  throne — and  behold — the 
result — ,that  was  not  merely  an  adver- 
tisement— but  an  achievement — and  the 
evolution  of  "The  Workshop."   The  firm 


represented  in  the  moulding,  purchast-d 
the  subject  at  once,  and  the  shop  tiH.k 
on  a  firmer  hold  of  life. 

Louis  Ijendel;  whose  work  stands  the 
critics'  test,  joined  the  forces.  Miss  .Anna 
S.  Hatch,  a  pupil  of  August  St.  Gauden's. 
also  a  worker  in  the  .\rt  Students" 
League  of  Xew  York,  fitted  up  an  at- 
tractive corner  where  sh.e  executes  l)a>- 
reliefs  and  portrait  busts,  making  a  spe- 
cialty of  children.  Plaster  ornaments. 
and  portraits  arc  done  by  Miss  Marjory 
I'ly,  in  her  especial  booth,  next  to  where 
a  young  artist  sits  before  an  easel,  en- 
gaged in  painting  promising  bits  of  can- 
vas. Mr.  Carl  Neuse.  a  consulting  archi- 
tect of  I'aris.  and  New  York,  occupies 
a  booth  with  his  wife,  who  is  an  efficient 
book-binder.  An  interior  decorator.  Miss 
M.  Llinor  Kiley  has  a  space,  where  she 
plans  eflfects  in  home  decorations,  and 
designs  furniture.  Then  there  are  de- 
partments of  metal  work — paintings  in 
oii  and  water  color-casting  in  bronze. 
w»)od  carving,  pottery,  brass-hammering. 
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picture  framing,  tapestry  work,  and 
furniture,  with  landscape  gardening,  in 
its  commencement. 

The  workers  are  energetic,  and  their 
enthusiasm  runs  high. 

No  extravagant  expenditure  has  been 
made  in  equipping  the  workshop,  in  fact, 
not  a  dollar  beyond  what  was  barely  ne- 
cessary, has  gone  forth  from  the  ex- 
chequer. 


In  the  Workshop — Mrs.  E.  N.  Andrews, 
and  Sculptor  Finn  Haarkon  Frolich. 

The  beginning  was  necessarily  small, 
and  as  "necessity  is  the  mother  of  inven- 
tion" not  a  few  inventions  have  eman- 
ated from  the  busy  brains  and  hands  of 
the  artists  and  artisans  in  the  workshop. 

The  hum  of  labor — the  clicking  of 
tools — the  ringing  of  metal  and  the  ply- 
ing of  hammers  are  heard,  while  from 
any  part  of  the  balcony  one  can  look 
down  to  where  on  the  main  floor,  still 
stands  the  old  tabernacle — a  mute  re- 
minder of  what  the  p. ace  once  had  been 
— a  Hebrew  place  of  worship. 

Within  the  portals  of  the  workshop, 
the  fluffy  ruflle  sleeves  are  turned  back, 
and  feminine  arms  become  those  of  the 
blacksmith  at  the  forge — the  sculptor — 
the  painter — the  builder  of  furniture,  etc. 
The    great   desire    is    to   accomplish,    to 


work  with  head  and  hands ;  to  wring 
from  crude  and  shapeless  matter,  forms 
of  usefulness  and  beauty.  This  intention, 
to  make,  to  build,  to  create,  has  induced 
many  society  members  to  join  the  enter- 
prise, but  while  all  classes  are  welcome, 
real,  earnest  work  must  be  the  endeavour, 
without  thought  of  the  social  world.   • 

The  mission  of  this  institution  is 
broadly  philanthropic ;  its  humanitarian 
factor  working  for  the  development  of 
talent,  and  the  opening  of  opportunities 
to  those  of  any  station,  aspiring  to  knowl- 
edge of  the  finer  arts. 

Almost  every  labor  that  hands  and 
brain  can  devise — is  the  province  of  this 
new  venture.  First  of  all,  the  student  or 
apprentice  is  obliged  to  make  his.  or  her 
own  implements  of  work.  Selecting  the 
course  of  workmanship  or  art  preferred, 
the  candidate  will  be  initiated  into  the 
mysteries  of  building  her  own  work 
bench,  or  a  stand  for  sculpture,  with  her 


own  hands.  She  may  pound  her  fingers, 
bruise  her  elbows,  tear  the  dainty  white 
skin  upon  a  protruding  nail,  nevertheless 
the  first  qualification  for  admission  will 
be  the  ability  to  make  the  tools  and  neces- 
sities of  the  work  that  is  to  follow.  Even 
some  hammers  and  chisels  now  used  in 
the  workshop  have  been  drawn  from  the 
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heated  depths  of  the  forge,  by  feminine 
hands,  and  beaten  into  shape  upon  the 
ringing  anvil  steel. 

Particular  attention  is  to  be  given  to 
the  making  of  bird-houses,  thus  accom- 
plishing two  objects— the  providing  of 
homes  for  the  birds  of  the  Northwest, 
and  the  awakening  of  interest  in  Audo- 
bon  research.  In  short,  the  workshop  is 
to  be  the  friend  of  all  the  bird-tribes  of 
Washington  and  the  West. 

Under  the  clever  manipulation  of  Herr 
Frolich.    a   handsome   bird    fountain,   of 


Flamingo  design  is  nearing  completion. 

The  mottoes  of  the  workshop  are :  To 
teach,  and  to  learn,  and  to  be  practical  in 
every  sense  of  the  work. 

Her  Finn  Frolich  is  known  to  many 
of  the  notable  artists  and  sculptors  of 
Europe  and  America.  He  has  achieved 
distinction  through  his  own  accomplish- 
ments, and  with  enthusiasm  has  entered 
heart  and  soul,  into  the  workshop  scheme. 

The  first  model  for  the  coming  Alaska- 
Yukon  Exposition,  statuary  was  made  by 


Sculptor  Frolich  and  the  finished  design 
is  a  highly  creditable  piece  of  work. 

The  statue  is  thirty  feet  high.  The 
design  shows  the  chief  races  originally 
surroiniding  the  Pacific  Ocean,  by  male 
and  female  figures.  The  first  story  con- 
sists of  four  male  figures,  a  Japanese,  a 
Chinese,  a  Pacific  Islander,  an«l  an  Alas- 
kan-Eskimo Indian.  These  figures  are 
recumbent,  and  support  with  their  hands 
and  shoulders  the  massive  fountain  which 
forms  the  central  portion  of  the  statue. 
Each  figure  gazes  out  towards  one  of  the 
four  points  of  the  compass.  Alx)ve  this, 
four  female  figures  of  the  same  races 
clothed  in  their  native  costumes  stand 
around  a  great  circular  shaft  which  sup- 
ports a  globe,  and  a  winged  figure  sur- 
mounting, the  design.  This  figure  re- 
presents the  "Spirit  of  the  Pacific,"  and 
is  poised  lightly  on  the  Pacific  Ocean 
part  of  the  globe,  with  wings  outspread, 
as  if  about  to  fly.  The  lower  figures  arc 
finished  in  white,  the  central  ones 
bronzed,  and  the  topmost  figure  is  gilded. 

Many  of  Herr  Frolich's  statues  decor- 
ate prominent  parks  in  this  country,  and 
he  executed  several  pieces  for  the  St. 
Louis,  and  other  expositions. 

As  from  its  crysalis  emerged  the 
'"Workshop,"  so  the  "Colony."  evolved 
from  this  idea  is  now  a  substantial  fact. 
Already  plans  are  being  laid  for  the  Col- 
ony that  had  its  evolution  in  the  "Work- 
shop," and  in  furtherance  of  the  inten- 
tion, a  large  tract  of  waterfront  land  has 
been  purchased  on  Puget  Sound,  where 
the  Cascades  are  silhouetted  against  the 
skv— the  Olympics  point  upward  with 
their  purple '  peaks,  and  Mount  Rainier 
under  a  pearl-kissed  crown,  gleams  like 
an  uncut  gem  on  the  breast  of  nature. 

Before  many  months,  a  coterie  of  art- 
ists, scientists!  literateurs,  and  artisans, 
joined  bv  forces  from  the  East,  will  make 
this  spot  a  real,  as  well  as  an  ideal  col- 
ony, and  the  cynosure  of  all  eyes,  while 
Seattle  sits  on  her  "storied"  hills,  and 
trazes  over  the  Sound. 
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The  First  Piece  of  Statuary  Sculptured  for 

the     Alaska-Yukon     Exposition,     1909.. 

Fountain  Executed  by  Herr  Finn 

Haarkon  Frolich. 


On  the  Brink 


Jessie  Orchard 


Y(  )LXG  DURRINGTON  stood 
leaning  against  cne  of  the  pillar:- 
at  the  Casino  at  Monte  Carlo. 
Ho  was  slaring  tixedly  at  the 
flaming  lamps  and  green  tables  inside. 
\'ery  soon  those  lamps  would  be  ex- 
tinguished and  as  something  else  would 
go  out  at  the  same  time  he  had  a  certai-i 
amount  of  interest  in  watching  them — 
much  in  the  same  way  as  a  condemned 
man  watches  for  the  rising  of  the  last 
sun  that  he  will  ever  see.  For  when  the 
darkness  and  blackness  of  the  night  had 
fallen,  that  around  which  his  fingers  had 
never  ceased  their  steady  grasp  would 
be  drawn  forth.  One  short  moment,  and 
he  would  be  lying  on  his  face,  dead,  with 
a  bullet  through  his  brain. 

Now  that  it  would  all  so  shortly  be 
over  a  quiet  had  come  to  his  soul.  The 
agonizing  pain  that  of  late  had  never 
ceased  to  dart  like  hot  jots  of  fire  through 
his  head  had  stopped :  the  whirl  of  his 
thoughts  had  settled  into  a  queer,  un- 
canny apathy;  and  while  this  possessed 
him  he  w^as  quietly  reviewing  the  past. 

His  boyhood  when  he  had  been  stirred 
by  such  strong  and  wholesome  ambi- 
tions. His  healthy  tastes,  and  pride  in 
his  firm  young  muscles.  The  delight  of 
his  widowed  father  when  his  conduct  and 
studies  at  Sandhurst  proved  him  worthy 
of  the  old  and  honourable  name  he  bore. 
His  hopes  of  distinguishing  himself  as 
his  ancestors  had  done  by  a  long  and 
serviceable  career.  The  medals  he  would 
win.  the  glory  he  would  add  to  the  long 
list  of  warriors  whose  calm,  brave  eyes 
looked  out  so  steadfastly  from  their 
frames  in  his  Somerset  home — the  noble 
collection  of  goodly  men  who  had  served 
their  country  with  blood  and  steel,  from 
the  first  Sir  John  Dorrington  in  Eliza- 
bethan rufT  and  armour,  down  to  Sir 
John,  his  father,  whose  decorated  breast 


spoke  of  many  a  hanl-iMugiit,  imi^  cam- 
paign. His  face  quivered  as  lie  recalled 
his  high  intention  of  dtjing  as  these  brave 
and  worthy  sires  had  done,  and  tlic  zeal 
with  which  he  had  started  to  follow  in 
their  footsteps.  And  he  liad  <lonc  hh 
best  until  that  fatal  day  when  the  death 
of  a  cousin  made  him  a  richer  man  ancj 
the  owner  of  a  vaster  property  than  that 
which  belonged  to  his  father  or  his  fore- 
fathers before  him.  Tiien  the  lad,  un- 
tempted  before  by  the  knowledge  of  the 
power,  the  social  weight,  the  smiling  de- 
ference that  unlimited  wealth  per|)etual- 
ly  earns  forgot  his  single-eyed  ambition, 
forsook  his  plain  and  wholesome  mcxJc 
of  living,  and  followed  Pleasure  to  her 
rose-strewn,  scente<l  bowers.  "Only  for 
a  time,"  he  told  himself,  "he  would  see 
what  this  sort  of  life  could  mean,  and 
then,  when  tired  of  it,  like  the  Prince  in 
history,  he  would  renounce  his  comrades. 
forswear  the  roses  and  passion-tlowers. 
and  be  his  usual  self  once  more.  He 
could   easily  give   it  up,  but  just   for  a 

little  while^ !" 

And  the  "little  while"  grew  to  a  long 
while,  and  then  the  end  was  easy  to  see. 
And  how  quickly  he  had  reached  it,  too! 
Onlv  five  short  years  had  passed,  yet  he 
had  dissipated  a  fortune,  accumulateil 
debts,  and  dragged  an  unbcsinirched 
name  in  the  dust.  What  an  inscription 
for  a  tombstone!  He  took  a  letter  from 
his  pocket,  and  read  it  through  for  al)oui 
the  twentieth  time.  It  was  from  his 
father,  and  had  reached  him  a  few  <lays 
previously.  It  spoke  of  reconciliation,  of 
love,  of  the  hopes  he  yet  could  fulfil,  but 
he  shook  his  head  with  a  stifled  groan. 
At  first  his  father's  anger  had  aided  in 
driving  him  far  on  the  path  he  had 
chosen.  The  stern,  upright  character  of 
the  elder  man  failed  to  comprehend  the 
unsuspected  weakness  inherent  in  that  of 
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the  son,  and  his  uncontrolled  scorn  and 
contempt  lashed  Dorrington  into  hard, 
unyielding  stubbornness.  They  parted 
in  bitter  wrath  and  all  intercourse  ceased 
between  them.  But  now  the  father  was 
remembering  the  son  with  longing,  and 
was  stretchmg  out  yearning  hands  of 
love  and  self-reproach.  Ana  all  the  son 
could  say  was:  "loo  late,  too  late,  my 
father.  Two  years — one  year — ago  1 
might  have  been  worthy  to  take  your 
hand,  but  since  then  I  have  fed  with  the 
swine  in  the  troughs,  and  am  foul  with 
the  blackest  mire.  You  would  never  for- 
give me  now,  for  no  Dorrington  has  ever 
done  the  things  that  I  have  done." 

His  father  had  reminded  him  of  the 
father  in  the  Bible  who  ran  to  meet  his 
son  "when  he  was  yet  a  great  way  off." 
Even  so  was  his  welcome  to  be.  "The 
past  shall  never  be  mentioned.  I  want 
you,  my  dearest  boy.  Come  !"'  But  Dor- 
rington set  his  lips.  "That  son  was  never 
so  far  as  L  Neither  had  he  wallowed  in 
so  deep  a  pit  of  shame."  And  he  tore 
the  letter  in  pieces,  and  flung  them  far 
on  the  evening  breeze.  He  had  not  lived 
such  a  sorry,  degraded  life.  Wild,  reck- 
less foolhardiness  was  the  worst  that 
could  be  laid  to  his  charge ;  but  a  sensi- 
tive conscience  and  the  memory  of  what 
he  had  meant  to  be  deepened  his  sense 
of  guilt  and  personal  dishonour  until  it 
was  transformed  into  abject  vileness  and 
infamy. 

He  presently  took  out  his  watch  and 
looked  at  it.  Surely  the  time  must  be 
near !  As  he  replaced  it  a  girl  came  out 
from  the  lighted  hall  and  made  her  way 
towards  him,  at  first  hesitatingly,  then 
with  more  decision.  Her  back  was  to  the 
light,  her  face  shaded  by  the  large  pic- 
ture hat  she  wore.  She  was  a  stranger 
to  him :  undoubtedly  English ;  undeni- 
ably a  gentlewoman.  Therefore  her  con- 
duct was  the  more  remarkable.  She 
stopped  in  front  of  him,  and  bowed 
slightly.  Then  she  pronounced  his  name. 
Somewhat  confused  that  she  should  iden- 
tify him,  Dorrington  returned  her  salute, 
and  silently  removed  his  hat. 

"You  will  think  me  extraordinary — 
impertinent,  even !"  the  girl  suddenly 
broke  out,  speaking  with  rapid  vehem- 
ence.    "But  oh,   I   am   in   such  trouble. 


such  very,  very  great  trouble,  and  I 
come  to  you  because  I  think  you  can  help 
me  if  you  w'ill." 

Her  slight  form  shook  perceptibly  with 
agitation,  and  in  changing  her  position 
Dorrington  could  see  tnat  tears  glistened 
on  her  eyelashes  and  cheeks.  Now  that 
her  features  were  visible  there  was  some- 
thing dreamily  familiar  about  them.  "But 
in  the  unreal  state  of  feeling  that  had 
seized,  him  he  could  not  piace  them  de- 
finitely. 

"jNIy  brother  is  in  there,"  she  con- 
tinued, without  waiting  for  him  to  speak. 
Slie  made  a  gesture  in  the  direction  of 
the  rooms  behind  them.  "He  has  been 
there  for  the  last  three  days,  and  I  can- 
not get  him  away.  Nothing  will  induce 
him  to  leave,  and  oh — it  is  dreadful !" 

"Has  he  lost  much?"  Dorrington  in- 
quired, gently,  as  she  paused,  choked  for 
a  moment  by  a  sob. 

"No,"  she  replied,  checkmg  her  tears 
by  a  desperate  effort.  "It  would  be  bet- 
ter if  he  had.  He  would  be  disheartened 
then,  and  would  come  away.  But  he  has 
won,  oh,  a  very  great  deal !  I  do  not 
know  how  much,  but  his  success  is  mak- 
ing him  almost  beside  himself,  and  I 
thought — "  she  stopped,  and  looked  ai 
him  imploringly. 

"I  see,"  the  young  man  said  harshly, 
his  face  darkening  with  bitter  indigna- 
tion,  "You  w-ant  me  to  pose  as  an  ob- 
ject lesson  on  your  brother's  behalf.     I 
am  to  go  up  to  him  and  say — 'Look  here !  ■ 
Take  heed,  my  friend.     You  behold  in  j 
me  your  own  probable  future  dramatic-  \ 
ally  represented.     A  few    short    months 
ago  I  was  courted,  feted,  fawned  upon!  , 
I  was  told  of  my  many  merits,  admired  | 
for  my  talents  and  ability,  and  greeted  j, 
with  hands  of  affection.    That  was  when  {. 
I   w^as   rich.      Today   I    am   a   penniless  I 
wretch.     My  last  coins  were   staked  in  I 
the  Casino.  My  late  comrades  have  open- 
ly mocked  me  as   an  ignorant,   deluded' 
fool.     I  am  deserted  by  the  curs  and  sy- 
cophants who  fed  full  fat  at  my  table.     I 
have  contracted  debts  I  can  never  repay, 
and  the  money  lenders  have  stripped  my 
carcase  bare.     Now,     my     friend,     take 
care — "      But   the   girl   interrupted   him 
with  a  horrified  cry  of  deprecation. 
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"liulced,  indeed,  1  had  no  idea  of  such 
a  thing,"  she  stammered,  her  eyes  wide 
with  pity  and  dismay,  ""i  did  not  know 
— how  could  1  have  hearil !  We  only 
arrived  here  the  other  day,  and  it  \\a> 
only  a  few  minutes  ago  that  1  liappciicd 
to  see  your  face  and  remembereU  it.  1 
am  .Mildred  Cameron.  1  met  you  onc«. 
at  Goodwood.  We  were  on  tlie  Fen- 
wortli  s  drag,  and  you — "'  she  hesitated. 
aiKi  oiusheJ  painfully,  conscious  01  luiv- 
ing  nearly  maue  another  slip.  Un  tlie 
(ia\  m  (juestion  Dorrmgton  had  won  tre- 
mendously, heing  then  at  the  heignt  of 
his  luck.  "Since  then,""  she  contuuied, 
hastily,  feartul  of  having  woundcM  iiiin. 
"Tom  and  1  have  been  travellmg.  \\  »,• 
have  been  round  the  world,  takmg  our 
time  at  sightseeing,  and  are  now  on  our 
homeward  way.  \\  e  only  intended  t(» 
stop  liere  one  day.  but  now — !"'  and  she 
made  a  despairing  movement,  "There  i.^ 
nothing  but  trouble  and  sorrow  in  this 
■  beautitul,  terribie  spot!" 

Dorrington  looke-i  at  ncr,  a  iidc  of 
recollection  Rowing  swift  and  strong 
through  his  mind.  (Jf  course  he  remem- 
bered her  now.  The  fair,  pretty  girl  who 
had  attracted  him  by  her  grace  and  un- 
studied charm.  He  had  wanted  to  see 
more  of  her,  but  other  things  had  inter- 
vened. There  were  man}-  engagements 
to  fulfil — an  appointment  with  Lottie 
Venture  and  her  pals  of  Tivoli  fame,  a 
supper  wnth  a  few  chosen  spirits  of  Fras- 
cati"s,  and  so  on,  and  so  on,  until  the 
brilliant  rouge-tinted  cheeks  and  Hash- 
ing eyes  of  his  other  associates  dulled 
the  recollection  of  the  sweet  seriousnes.-> 
of  the  soft  grey  eyes  that  had  so  brietl\- 
looked  into  his  own. 

He  was  still  hazily  wrapped  up  in 
these  thoughts  when  she  looked  up  at 
him.  "1  must  go  back  to  Tom,"  she 
murmured,  brokenly.  "I  only  thought 
that,  perhaps,  the  influence  of  a  country- 
man^a  few  timely  words — might  check 
this  gambling  spirit  to  which  he  is  giv- 
ing way.  I  saw  you  were  not  playing, 
and  that  is  why  I  ventured  to  come  to 
you.  I  thought  you  realized  the  futility 
of  it  all  and  would  be  able  to  warn  him 
in  time.  But  I  did  not  know  you  were 
in  such  trouble  yourself."  she  aiide<l,  ner- 
vously clasping  l.er  hands.     "I  hope,  oh, 
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I  do  hope  that  I  have  not  added  to  your 
distress  by  anything  I  have  said?"" 

Her  face,  with  its  tremulous,  tender 
lips,  and  pitying,  gentle  eyes  was  up- 
lifted to  his  as  she  bade  him  farewell, 
and  he  assured  her  that  she  need  not 
feel  the  slightest  regret  for  anything 
she  had  said.  But  she  smiled  sadly 
and  shook  her  head  as  she  left  him. 

He  watched  her  little,  slender  figure 
as  she  crossed  the  balcony  and  emerged 
into  the  glare  of  the  lights  again.  With 
a  light,  quick  step,  she  went  up  to  one 
of  the  tables  and  imploringly  touched  a 
tall,  fair-haired  youth  on  the  shoulder. 
Dorrington  was  not  so  far  away,  but  he 
could  see  the  resentful  movement  with 
which  the  boy  shook  the  hand  of  his 
sister  off,  and  he  noted  also  the  forlorn 
droop  of  her  head  as  she  stepped  behind 
him  in  hopeless  resignation. 

With  a  sudden  and  unaccountable  re- 
solution he  found  himself  walking  up  to 
the  table  by  which  she  had  paused.  Tom 
Cameron  was  just  raking  in  some  win- 
nings with  a  chuckle  of  boyish  pleasure, 
as  Dorrington  laid  a  firm  hand  upon  one 
of   his.      "Drop    this,"    he    said,    briefly. 


"Lome  and  listen  to  what  1  have  to  sa} .'" 
For  a  moment  the  younger  man  stared 
at  him  aghast,  then,  as  the  enormity  of 
the  other's  offence  was  borne  in  upon 
him  he  straightened  his  back  and  told 
him  in  pertinent  English  what  he  thought 
of  his  conduct.  Dorrington  listened  un- 
moved. He  did  not  relax  his  purpose. 
He  had  caught  sight  of  the  look  of 'joy- 
ful trust  that  irradiated  ]\Iildred"s  face, 
and  it  strengthened  his  determination 
He  would  do  one  decent  act  before  he 
committed  that  last  one  which  was  to 
be  the  fitting  close  to  his  miss-spent, 
wasted  life,  and  he  turned  to  the  boy 
again.  "Devil  take  you,""  the  latter  had 
ended.  "iMind  your  own  business,  and 
get  out !"'  Then  he  had  turned  to  stake 
again,  and  by  this  time  the  ball  was 
rolling  and  clicking  on  its  course.  It 
stopped,  and  once  more  Tom  Cameron 
won.  Hastily  raking  his  winnings  to- 
gether he  made  as  if  to  sweep  them  all 
back  and  stake  afresh,  but  Dorrington 
caught  him  by  the  wrist.  "You  fool.  " 
he  said,  "come  away.  I  tell  you.  Lea\e 
this  accursed  place !" 

Their  eves  met.  and  Cameron  falterc  ! 
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as  Dorrington's  burnt  their  unllincliinj,' 
resolution  into  his.  Possibly,  in  that  close 
look  he  gained  an  indefinable  hint  of  the 
unspeakable  purpose  that  lay  behin<l 
Dorrington's  present  action,  and  uncon- 
sciously  was  overawed.  For  the  eMer 
man.  standing  as  he  did  on  the  brinl< 
of  Mternity,  was  superbly  indifferent  t( 
all  obstacles  of  conventionality,  time,  or 
place.  He  had  ceasetl  to  be  aware  that 
there  were  any. 

He  thrust  his  arm  through  CanK'riin'-> 


t(jok  off  his  liat,  Icwiked  up  at  the  stars, 
and  laughed.  .\  laugh  of  gratitude  and 
thanks.  Then  he  turned  to  13orrington: 
"You've  shown  mc  what  a  UhA  I've 
been,"  he  .said.  "1  think  1  can  safely 
say  I'll  never  tackle  that  losing  job 
again." 

It  was  not  a  graceful  speech,  but  I>or- 
rington  understood,  and  he  gave  a  sigh 
that  was  almost  a  groan.  If  only  hi.s 
own  renunciation  could  have  l»cen  as  eas- 
il\  made!     It  was  not  an  occasion  to  talk 
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and  hurried  him  away.  (  )ut  into  the 
sweet,  fragrant  night  among  the  olean- 
ders, cypress,  and  pami.  He  found  a 
seat  for  Mildred,  and  then,  facing  the 
brother  and  sister  he  began  to  relate  his 
story.  What  he  said  with  regard  to 
himself — how  he  bared  his  unfortimate 
life  for  insjjection — and  how  he  pleaded 
with  the  boy  not  to  do  as  he  had  done 
he  (lid  not  know.  Ikit  the  girl  gazed  at 
him  as  if  he  were  inspired,  while  Cam- 
eron, now  that  the  previous  excitement 
and  heat  had  gone  out  of  his  blood,  sat 
listening  with  a  pale,  cold  face  in  which 
remorse  and  shame  were  struggling. 

When  Dorrington  at  last  said  no  more, 
and  only  stood,  straight  and  tall,  in  si- 
lence, his  arms  folded  across  his  broad 
chest,   Cameron   rose   to   his   feet.      He 


empty  ])latitudes.  and  the  girl  in  saying 
good-bye  when  they  reached  the  steps 
of  the  hotel  where  tlie  two  were  staying 
referretl  to  his  own  case  once  more. 

T  suppose  you  will  be  going  home  to 
Sir  John."  she  said  (piietly.  as  she  laid 
her  hand  in  his.  "How  comforting  for 
you  to  have  a  father  to  go  to  in  your 
trouble." 

Dorrington  started,  and  as  her  inno- 
cent eyes  met  his  he  turned  his  own 
aside.  I'ncon.sciously  he  gripped  her 
fingers  convulsively  in  his  as  remcm- 
rance  drove  sharp  and  keen  through  his 
brain.  For  a  moment  he  had  forgotten! 
He  stepped  back.  "Yes."  he  answered, 
hoarsely,  "of  course — home — I  am  go- 
ing home!" 

He  had  not  made  more  than  a  dozen 


3^8 


WESTWAED    HO!    MAGAZIXE 


paces  away  when  with  a  hght  flutter  of 
garments  she  was  beside  him  again. 

"Oh.  please,  stop !  Listen  one  mo- 
ment!" she  cried,  breathlessly.  And  in 
some  slight  surprise  he  waited.  "It  is 
this/'  she  continued,  hurriedly,  "You  are 
going  away  as  if  you  do  not  want — did 
not  intend — to  see  us  ever  again.  Ah, 
surely,  now  that  you  have  gone  so  far 
you  will  not  fail  to  complete  your  good 
work  ?" 

He  looked  at  her,  only  half-compre- 
hending the  drift  of  her  words,  and  she 
spoke  more  plainly. 

"I  want  you  to  help  me,"'  she  con- 
tinued, her  voice  soft  and  low^  but  so 
distinct  that  every  syllable  sounded  like 
a  silver  bell  in  his  ear.  "I  want  you  to 
help  me  still  with  Tom.  Ah,  see !"  she 
cried,  as  he  involuntarily  made  a  gesture 
of  almost  passionate  refusal.  "He  is  so 
young,  so  easily  tempted.  I  may  not  be 
able  even  now  to  keep  him  away  from 
that  dreadful  place  by  myself.  But  with 
3'our  assistance  it  would  be  all  so  easy, 
and  there  would  be  no  more  anxiety  for 
me.     Oh,  pray  do  not  say  no.     I  am  so 


lonely,   so  helpless,   and "   her  voice 

sank,  "so  frightened !  I  want  a  friend  so 
much.  Oh,  help  me,  ]\Ir.  Dorrington, 
help  me !" 

She  was  full  of  such  desperate  agita- 
tion, the  hands  she  held  up  to  him  were 
so  tremulously  impioring,  that  his  reso- 
lution was  shaken  in  spite  of  himself. 
He  could  not  understand  the  agony  of 
entreaty  in  her  eyes.  She  had  seemed  so 
confident  in  her  brother  just  now  thai 
this  sudden  change  bewildered  and  dis- 
concerted him.  x^s  if  in  answer  to  hi.^ 
unspoken  question  she  spoke  again : 

"It  is  not  as  if  I  could  get  Tom  away 
at  once,"  she  said,  forlornly,  weeping 
and  wringing  her  hands.  "We  have  to 
wait  for  a  draft  upon  the  bank  before 
we  can  leave.  Surely  you  will  not — 
cannot — refuse  to  be  our  companion  for 
so  short  a  time — only  four  or  five  days 
at  the  most !"' 

Dorrington  was  staggered.  If  he  con- 
sented to  do  what  she  asked  he  could 
not  look  upon  his  reprieve  as  an  acquit- 
tal. It  would  only  mean  the  inflicting 
of  a   martydom   upon   himseif.      He — to 
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join  in  their  laughter— listen  to  their 
merriment — accompany  them  upon  their 
walks  and  expeditions !  What  a  travesty 
of  his  purpose.  And  it  had  all  heen  so 
easy,  so  nearly  accomplished  before.  No, 
it  coultl  not  be.  And  he  refuse.  I  with  a 
peremi)toriness  that  was  almost  brutal. 
But  the  girl  plied  him  with  such  an- 
guished entreaties  that  only  stony-hearted 
inhumanity  couid  refuse,  (leaf  to  her  sup- 
plications, and  finally  he  was  forced  to 
give  a  reluctant  consent.  The  whole 
thing  was  liorrible.  but  it  appeared  to 
be  inevitable. 

And  yet  in  those  few  succee(Hng  days 
Mildred  (Hd  not  seem  to  be  the  happier 
for  gaining  her  wish.  She  grew  paler 
and  more  distraite  each  hour,  while  in 
her  eyes  Dorrington  frequently  surprised 
the  same  look  of  apprehension  and  pain 
that  had  filled  them  pleading  with  him. 
The  brother  was  the  only  one  who  en- 
joyed himself,  and  he  was  frankly  and 
exuberantly  noisy  in  his  pleasure.' 

And  Dorrington?  Well,  had  he  not 
known  from  the  first  that  if  the  delay 
of  his  intention  was  bound  to  bring  one 
kind  of  pain  it  was  equally  certain  to  in- 
flict another  that  was  worse.  The  girl 
whom  in  the  midst  of  all  his  revels  and 
foolish  deeds  he  had  never  entirely  for- 
gotten had  come  to  his  side  once  more 
and  he  could  not  ask  her  to  stay.  The 
words  of  aflfection  that  in  those  last  days 
arose  in  burning  precipitance  on  his 
tongue  must  never  be  uttered  although 
it  was  pain  intolerable  to  keep  them  back. 
For,  as  though  it  knew  the  time  was  so 
short,  the  love  which  had  only  lain  dor- 
mant before  now   concentrated  itself  in 


one   fierce  desperate   upheaval  that  cost 
liini  all  his  strength  to  suppress. 

On  the  fifth  day  after  meeting  the 
Lamerons,  Dorrington  went  to  their  hotel 
as  usual.  Neither  brother  n<»r  sister  were 
in  the  sitting-room  as  he  entered  it.  In- 
steatl  a  tail,  spare  figure  stro.Jc  torwarci 
with  eager,  outstretched  hands,  and  Dor- 
rington gave  a  cry. 

"i\Iy  father!"  he  said,  "My  father!" 
And  his  eyes  sank  in  his  bewilderment 
and  shame. 

Biit  the  other's  were  full  of  only  love 
and  joy.  "My  son,  my  dear,  dear  son!" 
And  Sir  John  would  have  taken  him  in 
his  arms  as  if  he  were  a  child  again. 
But  Dorrington  shrank  as  he  came  near. 
"I  am  not  worthy — you  do  not  know !" 
he  faltered.  And  he  fumbletl  blindlv 
at  the  handle  of  the  door. 

But  his  father  caught  both  his  hands 
in  his.  "I  know  all,"  he  said.  "I  knew 
it  before  1  came."  And  with  the  gentle 
touch  of  a  woman  he  drew  his  son  to  the 
couch  and  took  his  seat  beside  him. 

A  few  months  later  the  Autumnal 
winds  were  whirling  the  dead  leaves 
away  in  an  English  wood  ami  tossing 
branch  and  bough  in  wild  fantas- 
tic byplay  overhead.  Oblivious  to  the 
chilly  gale  and  the  flying  scud  whicli  ha<l 
already  brought  threatening  drops  of  rain 
young  Dorrington  and  Mildred  Cameron 
walked  slowly  along  a  mossy  pathway 
leading  to  a  stile.  When  they  reached 
this  they  halted,  by  mutual  consent,  and 
leaning  on  the  topmost  rail  looked  across 
a  level  meadow  to  a  sweepini:^  upland 
bevond. 
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Crowning-  the  hill  stood  a  stately,  bat- 
tlemented  mansion — the  century — old 
iiome  of  the  Dorringtons — and  the  young- 
man's  eyes  shone  with  mingled  pride  and 
affection  as  he  looked  at  it.  Fitful 
gleams  of  sunshine  illumined  the  towers 
and  mullioned  casements,  and  shot  in 
ruddy  brightness  along  the  stone-flagged 
terrace  and  green  sloping  banks  below. 

"Had  it  not  been  for  you  I  should 
never  have  seen  it  again,"  he  said,  turn- 
ing to  the  girl  as  he  spoke.  Sir  John 
and  young  Dorrington  were  entertaining 
a  house  party  for  the  shooting,  and  both 
men  held  Mildred  in  highest  honour. 
Her  face  flushed.  "I  don't  like  to  think 
of  that  time,"  she  said.  Then  added  il- 
logically,  "Oh,  I  shall  never  forget 
what  I  felt.  The  terror  of  it  all.  For 
I  guessed — I  knew  ! — as  well  as  if  you 
had  told  me  what  you  intended  to  do! 
And  I  feared  so  that  my  letter  to  Sir 
John  would  miscarry,  or  that  he  would 
never  get  to  Monte  Carlo  in  time.  The 
strain  was  becoming  frightful,  and  I 
seemed  to  know,  too,  by  some  dreadful 
instinct  that  if  he  did  not  arrive  by  the 

fifth  or  sixth  day  you  would "   she 

shuddered "  not  come  to  see  us  any 

more." 

"Yes,"  Dorrington  rejoined,  in  bitter 
self-scorn,  "I  was  a  coward — a  cowarc 
in  more  ways  than  one.  I  w^as  afraid  if 
I  waited  any  longer  something  that  had 
come  into  my  life  would  make  me  wish  to 
live.  And  I  felt  that  I  was  too  low  a 
thing  to  dare  to  cumber  the  ground  any 
lonsrer.     Such  as  I  could  never  bring  anv 


happiness,  any  good,  to  a  single  living 
thing." 

"bir  John  does  not  think  so.  He  has 
become  quite  young  and  handsome 
again,"  Mildred  said,  with  a  little  laugh. 

"Ah,  he  is  a  father  in  a  thousand,  i'u 
think  that  he  should  so  ungrudgingl} 
sell  all  the  Scottish  and  London  property 
to  pay  my  vile  debts.  And  that  the  only 
return  he  allows  me  to  make  is  to  be 
steward  for  him  here!" 

"But  you  are  a  very  good  steward.  He 
says  you  work  too  hard,  and  do  not  allow 
yourself  a  proper  amount  of  rest." 

Dorrington  smiled.  "Dear  oid  boy. 
When  he  talks  like  that  I  only  feel  like 
kicking  myself.  I  wonder  if  men  find 
it  easier  to  forgive  than  a  woman,"  he 
subjoined  wdth  sudden  irrelevance. 

"Perhaps  men  forgive  some  sorts  of 
injury  more  easily  than  women,"  Mil- 
dred suggested.  "Certain  things  might 
strike  a  woman  as  being  so  much  worse 
than  a  man  would  consider  them.  And 
then  again  much  would  depend  upon  the 
character  of  the  person  who  had  to  for- 
give." 

"That  is  what  I  fear,"  Dorrington  re- 
turned, despondently.  "A  pure,  refined 
mind  would  find  it  impossible  to  extend 
pardon  to  another  whose  sins  were  past 
redemption."  His  voice  was  muffled  and 
almost  indistinct,  but  Mildred  heard. 
And  she  saw  that  his  brow  was  pained 
and  drawn.  The  youth  that  had  lately 
returned  to  his  face  fell  away,  and  with 
a  sharp  thrill  of  pain  she  caught  a 
glimpse  of  the  hopeless,  haggard  expres- 
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sidii  that  it  had  worn  at  Monte  Carlo. 
W  ith  the  womanly  impulse  to  comfort 
him  she  spoke  with  earnest  warmth. 

"Ah,  would  any  of  us  dare  be  so  mkt- 
cilcss.  Are  any  of  us  so  noble  in  tlccd 
—so  exalted  in  thought  and  sentiment — 
that  we  can  scorn  a  felU)w  creature  whose 
temptations    have    been    far    worse    than 

r  own.  If  we,  less  sorely  assailed, 
d,  is  not  our  sin  in  proportion  just 
!j;-reat?  Let  us  be  just — let  us  be 
charitable !'" 

And  then  her  face  giowed  rosily  red, 
I'  r.  as  he  looked  at  her.  his  eyes  light- 
11  li;-.  his  whole  bearing  changed,  she  real- 
ized with  a  sudden  shock  how  personal 
I  >  meaning  and  application  had  been. 
I  ci)rived  of  speech  in  her  confusion  and 
Linharrassment  she  shrank  back  aiui 
turned  her  head.  The  hedge  by  which 
they  stood  was  brilliant  with  scarlet  ber- 
ries, and  trailing  from  overhead  hung  a 
wild  tangle  of  yellow  and  russet  bnar- 
leaves.  She  busied  herself  in  gathering 
some  random  sprays,  but  the  hand  that 
plucked  them  trembled,  and  the  cheek,  so 
crimson  before,  had  paled  to  the  lily's 
hue. 

"Mildred,"  Dorrington  exclaimed, 
stirre.l  by  sudden  and  electric  emotion, 
"there  is  one  question  I  have  always 
wanted  to  ask  you.  Do  not  reply  if  you 
think  my  question  impertinent,  or  if  you 
do  not  wish  to.  But  I  have  always  won- 
dered why  you  took  such  trouble  to  save 
my  worthless  life."' 

There  was  silence.  A  robin,  embohl- 
ened  by  the  quiet  of  the  human  beings 
beneath  him,  hoppe  1  nearer  on  to  a  twig. 


.\fter  eyeing  them  in(|uisitively  he  broke 
out  into  a  clear,  sweet  call.  But  except 
for  the  robin  and  a  gust  of  wind  ihc 
stillness  was  unbroken  until  Dorrington 
^poke  again. 

"If,"  ne  said,  gent.y,  "rnncnibcring 
how  1  bared  my  soul  to  you  before,  and 
knowing  therefore  what  my  life  has  Ik-cu. 
if,  I  say, — remembering  all  this,  and  un- 
derstanding all  the  evil  1  have  done— 
could  you  ever  fnul  it  in  your  heart  to 
])ardon  me?" 

She  was  shaking  from  head  to  fi»«>t. 
but  her  eyes  met  his  steadily.  ■"Yes." 
she  murmured  faintly,  "I  could  pardon." 

He  drew  a  little  nearer.  "And  il  I 
were  to  devote  my  every  effort — my  m<»si 
earnest  endeavour — to  atone  in  some 
small  measure  for  the  past,  would  you 
some  day  think  me  worthy  U)  tell  yi»u 
how  1  love  you  and  to  ask  if  you  counl 
ever  care  a  little  for  me  in  return?" 

She  looked  up  at  him.  her  eyes  misty 
and  soft,  a  happy  smile  parting  her  lips. 
"Not  some  day,"  she  said,  "but  now. 
I'or  I  have  loved  you  ever  since  the  day 
when  first  we  met." 

Later  on  as  they  entered  the  great 
tapestry-hung  hall  Sir  John  met  them. 
Young  Dorrington  led  .Mildred  forward 
with  proud  love  in  his  glance  and  touch, 
and  his  father's  face  was  irradiated  with 
jov  as  he  realised  the  meaning  of  his 
action.  He  took  the  girl  in  his  arms  and 
kissed  her  fondly.  "Ihis  is  what  I  have 
hoped,"  he  said.  "My  dear,  you  have 
doubly  enriched  me.  For  you  gave  me 
back  mv  son,  and  now  I  have  founti  a 
daughter." 
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DRUNKENNESS  CAN  BE  CUPED  BY  THE 

EVAN'S  GOLD  CURE  TREATMENT 


The  Evans  Institute  has  now  been 
established  over  fourteen  years  in  Win- 
nipeg and  one  year  in  Vancouver.  It 
lias  met  with  entire  success,  even  in 
cases  which  had  been  regarded  as  ab- 
solutely hojpelcss.  The  treatment  not 
only  entirely  ilispels  the  craving  but 
creates  a  posiiixe  distaste  for  stimu- 
lants. It  also  restores  the  nervous  sys- 
tem, induces  natural  sleep,  creates  a 
healthy  appetite  and  improves  the  gen- 
eral health  uf  the  patient.  The  treat- 
ment is  gradual,  and  patients  are  al- 
lowed their  usual  stimulants  until  :n 
from  four  to  five  days,  they  no  longer 
want  them. 

We  refer,  by  permission,  to  the  fol- 
lowing from  among  the  thousands  who 
are  familiar  with  and  approve  of  the 
Evans  treatment:     The  Hon.  Hugh  John 


Macdonald,  ex-Minister  of  the  Interior 
and  ex-Preniier  of  Manitoba;  Ven. 
Archdeacon  Fortin,  Holy  Trinity,  Winni- 
peg; Rev.  Dr.  Duval,  Moderator,  Gen- 
eral Assembly.  Presbyterian  Church  of 
Canada;  ex-Mayor  Andrews,  Winnipeg; 
ex-Mayor  Ryan,  Winnipeg;  ex-Mayor 
Jameson,  Winnipeg;  ex-Mayor  Mc- 
Creary,  Winnipeg:  Dr.  C.  W.  Gordon 
(Ralph  Connor),  Winnipeg;  Dr.  F.  S. 
Chapman,  M.D..  Wiimiiieg;  Judge  Prit- 
chard,  Cnrmaii,  Man.;  Prof.  J.  H.  Rid- 
dell,   Winnipeg. 

A  prospectus  containing  full  infor- 
mation regariling  the  treatment  will  up 
mailed  privately   on   application. 

The  Evans  Institute  of  Vancouver 
has  now  removed  to  more  commodious 
<iuarters  at 
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J.  K.  JOHNSON  &  CO.,  Limited 

Beal  Estate  and  Insurance. 

Now  that  Prince  Rupert  Townsite  is 
being  placed  on  the  market,  the  last 
week  in  May  is  the  time  for  prospective 
purchasers  of  Town  Lots  to  use  de- 
spatch and  correspond  with  this  pioneer 
firm  for  full  information  regarding 
prices,  terms,  and  locations  of  any  de- 
sired lot.  We  will  act  as  buyers'  agent 
for  any  outsider  requiring  our  services; 
we  will  also  furnish  a  sketch  plan  of 
the  portion  of  the  townsite  now  being 
offered  for  sale,  on  receipt  of  fifty  cents. 
We  have  had  a  year's  residence  in  Prince 
Rupert  and  are  thoroughly  familiar 
with  all  local  conditions. 
J.  K.  JOHNSON  &  COMPANY,  I,TI>., 
Box  100 
FBINCB  RUPERT,  B.  C. 


THE  PRINCE  RUPERT  REALTY  & 
COMMERCIAL  COMPANY,  LTD. 

is  organized  for  the  purpose  of  buying 
for  its  stockholders  Prince  Rupert 
real  estate  when  it  is  put  on  the  mar- 
ket, and  affords  to  the  investing  public 
a  medium  through  which  to  make 
Prince  Rupert  investments. 
Authorized  capital  $400,000. 
For  Prospectus  and  particulars  of 
plan   address 

HARRY  A.  JOHNSTON  CO., 

430  Richard  St., 

VANCOUVER,  B.  C. 


RESTAURANTS. 

•he  Granville  Cafe — J.'i.oo  meal  tickets  for 
14.50.  F'our  cour.se  dinner.  2r.c.  Special 
breakfast,  15c.  Neat,  clean,  homelike.  Trays 
sent  out.  762  Granville  St.,  opposite  Opera 
House,    Vancouver,    B.C.     W.    F.    Winters. 

OLD  BOOKS. 

imy  Old  Books,  Magazines,  Manuscripts,  etc. 
I  Live  on  hand  large  selection  of  reference 
i"">ks  rtnd  works.  Write  full  particulars.  E. 
I      Galloway,    782    Granville    St.,     Vancouver. 


The  publishers  of  the  Canada  Scots- 
man have  issued  a  very  creditable  num- 
ber which  they  call  the  Special  Emigra- 
tion Number.  This  paper  should  prove 
of  interest  to  anybody  in  the  Old  Coun- 
try wishing  to  make  their  home  in 
Canada  and  particularly  should  it  be  read 
by  Scotsmen.  We  advise  writing  for 
sample  copy  of  this  excellent  journal. 


BRITISH   COLUMBIA   TIMBBR 

We  are  e.xclusive  dealers  in  British  Columliif. 
Timber  Lands.  No  better  time  to  buy  than 
now.  for  investment  or  immediate  logging 
Write  us  for  any  sized  tract.  E.  R.  Chandltr, 
407    Hastings    St.,    Vancouver,    B.C. 

AWNINGS. 

For  Yacht  or  House;  Hammocks,  Cushion.s. 
Deck  Chairs,  etc.  Langridge  &  Co.,  lOVJ 
Granville  St.     Phone  B1460. 

FRINC2   RUFBRT,  B.C. 

This  townsite  will  he  sold  in  May.  We  are 
acting  as  buyers'  agents  for  outside  client.^. 
Now  is  the  time  to  invest.  Write  Rupert 
City  Realty  &  Information  Bureau,  Ltd. 
P.  O.  Box  213. 

PRINCH  RUPERT,  B.C. 

The  first  official  sale  of  Prince  Rupert  lots  will 
be  held  in  Vancouver,  commencing  May  25th. 
Terms — quarter  cash.  For  maps  and  par- 
ticulars write — C.  D.  Rand,  Agent  for  the 
Sale,    Vancouver,    B.C. 


BRITISH  COLUMBIA  LANDS. 

Handsomely  illustrated  catalogue  of  apple  and 
farm  lands  in  B.  C.  Mild  climate,  rich  soil, 
cheap  lands.  Write — F.  J.  Hart  &  Co.,  Ltd., 
Vancouver.     Established  1891. 
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YOU  CAN  LEARN  MUSIC 
AT  HOME ! 


WHY  KOT?  liDiit  you  possess  equal  ability  uml  applK  ittlon  with  th.-  nvir.ii.' 
person?  II  this  is  so,  you  can  accomplish  as  much  as  any  on«'  of  our  600  iiHtliin>-l 
pui)ils    ill     15     I".      Our    system    offers    tlie    following    advantaKea: — 


We  Klvi«  you   u   re  iHon     •why"   fur  ■ 
step    taken. 

We    "show"    you    an    well    an    tell    you. 

Pictures    ant)     DIafframii    make    It    nil 
plain. 

You  study  at  home. 

No   time   lost   from    work   or  «cho.. 

You    have    no    l.ook.s    or    music    to 


Always    the 

same    teac-her, 

no    change 

f    method. 

Our    wondei 

fill    Tonograiili 

Is    free    to 

11    pupils. 

We  print  our  own  music,  thus  giving 
our   pupils   just   what   they   should   have. 

You  get  special  assistance  whenever 
needed. 

For    furtl 


information    address 


COLUMBIAN  CONSERVATORY  OF  MUSIC 

640     GBASrVII^I.Z:     STREET,     VANCOXTVEB,     B.    C. 

Send    for    our    "yard    of    music" — it    is    FREIO. 
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The  Most 

Beautiful  Display 

of  Hair 


Goods  and  all  the  newest  styles  in 
Shell  Combs,  Bands,  and  Barretts, 
Wavy  Switches,  from  $5  up;  Straight 
Switches  from  $1.75.  Mary  T.  Gold- 
man's Hair  Restorer  for  the  use  of 
ladies  and  gentlemen,  by  far  the  best 
article  on  the  market. 


Mail  orders  receive  the 
ful  attention. 
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Madam  Humphreys 

589  GRANVILLE  STREET, 


ORDKR  HY  M.VII.  -No  matter  what  It 
Is  In  our  entire  line  of  druK*.  pro- 
prietary remedies,  druK^lMtn'  aundrles, 
prescriptions,  etc.,  you  can  secure  it 
promptly   by   mall. 

Accuracy,  promptnens  and  absolute 
unfailing  purity  of  our  stock  haj«  Klven 
this    store  a   reputation    to   be   proud   of. 

TRY  OUR  MAIL  ORDER  SYSTEM. 

Z.ESUE    O.    KEirSERSOir. 

Corner    Georgia    and     OranvlKe    Streets, 

and 

2419    Wettnilnster.    Vanconver,   B.C. 
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Phone  4422. 


The  Hunter=MacMickingCo. 


(LIMITED) 

BROKERS 


WHOLESALE  FRUIT  AND   PRODUCE 

FORWARDING  AND   STORAGE  AGENTS. 

A  TRIAL  SHIPMENT  SOLICITED. 

170  WATER  ST.,  COR.  CAMBIE  ST.  VANCOUVER,  B.C. 


OF  INTEREST  TO  ANGLERS. 


^ 


If  you   want  the  right  kind   of  fishin?  ** 

outfit,   send    $2    to   JOHN  HUMFHBZSYS,  iji 

who    is    an    expert    angler,    tell    him    the  ^ 

kind   of  fishing   you   want   to   do   and   he  ♦.♦ 

will  send  just  what  you  need  by  return  ^ 

mall.  ♦.♦ 

Special    dollar    outfit    for    those    who  rK 

want    to    suend   less    money.  J-J 

JOHN   HUMFHBEVS  -r 

160  Cordova   St.  W.,   Vancouver.  H 
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There  are  evidences  of  a  very  large 
movement  of  manufactured  goods  this 
year,  especially  in  lines  purchased  by 
farmers.  The  Page  Wire  Fence  Com- 
pany, Limited,  report  March  sales  as 
showing  an  increase  of  over  40  per  cent, 
more  than  in  same  month  of  last  vcar. 
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To  150  Cordova  Street 

A  FEW  DOORS  BELOW  STARKS 
—GLASGOW   HOUSE. 

Smoke 
Padmore's 


ADVERTISll^'G   SECTION,    WESTWAKJ)    Ilo:    MACJAZINK 


Sutton's 
Seeds 


THE  BRACKMAN-KER 
MILLING  CO.,   LTD. 

SOI.K    ACJKNTS 

136  HASTII70S  ST.,  WEST, 
VANCOUVER,   B.C. 


WOULD 
YOU  LIKE 
TO  OWN 


TEN  Acres  in  Apples  in  the  irri- 
gated fruit  district  of  Washington, 
in  a  growing  community,  with 
three   railroads   running    through? 

If    so,    write    for    circular    and 
particulars  to — 

The  Palousc  Irrigation  and 
Power  Co. 

114  Columbia  St.,  Seattle. 


HENRYS 


ide  : 


For  the  Spring  Trade 

Tested  Stock- 

SP:ED.>^  for  Farm,  Garden  or  Con- 
servatory—from the  best  prower.s  in 
England,  France,  Holland,  United 
States  and  Canada. 

Fruit  and  Oinaniental   Trees. 

Small  Fruits,  home  kiowi). 

Fertilizers, 

Bee   Supplies,   Spraying    Ma- 
terials, Cut  Flowers. 

lo?  page  Catalogue  Free. 

M.J.  HENRY 

Offlce,  Greenhouses 
and    Seedhouae. 

3010   Westminster   Road, 
VANCOUVER.  B.C. 

VNURSERIES 


New  Books 

TIk-     Kyl)alt<)ii     lieniu-tic     Philo- 
sophy    $1  ..'5 

i\L'incarnation    .tiuI    the    Law    of 

Karma — W.  Watkinson 1^5 

The  Inner  Consciousness 60 

Mind    Reading    60 

I'syclioniancy    60 

The  Secret  of  Success 60 

Tlu-    Law    of    .Mental    Medicine — 

r.    J.    lUnlson    i.6» 

Vhv   Divine  Pedigree  of  Man....    1.60 
.Miih!    Power    and    Privileges — A. 

n.   .Mston   $1.75 

Ui-liijion      and      Medicine      (The 
ICmanuel  Movement) — 
i:     W.irchostor    16; 

THOMSON 
STATIONERY  C^o 

325  HASTINGS  ST.  'PHONE  3520 

TAW COUVE».    B.  C. 


ADVERTISIXG  SECTIOX,   WESTWARD   HO!    MAGAZINE 


If  You  Want  | 

Current  | 

Information  I 

i 

regarding  VANCOUVER  and  BRIT-  | 

^SH    COLUMBIA   generally,   here   is  !^ 

your  chance  to  secure  the  publications  f* 

that  will  give  it  j^ou.  li 

We    have    concluded    arrangements  5! 

with    the    management   of   the   "Daily  J! 

Province    newspaper"    to    include    the  ti 

Saturday  issue  of  the  paper  in  a  com-  j^ 

bined    subscription    rate    with    West-  i^ 

ward    Ho!    Magazine.  ;1; 

The  Saturday  edition  of  the  "Daily  ii 

Province"  consists   of   over   50   pages.  ;j; 

It  is  a  live,   clean  newspaper,   regular  -r 

subscription    price    $1.00    per    j-ear.  *! 

Westward       Ho!,       an       illustrated  ;!; 

monthly,     regular     subscription     now  *'*- 

$1.00.  *^ 

Both    of   these   publications   will   be  -;- 

sent,  postage  paid,  for  one  year,  any-  *,- 

where  in  Canada  or  the  British  Isles,  !> 

for  $1.25.  « 

Foreign,   50   cents   additional.  ** 

This  offer  is  for  a  limited  time  only.  ;.; 

Use  the   following  coupon:^  !> 

Westward  Ho!  Pub.  Co.,  Ltd.,  ;; 

Enclosed  find  money  order  for  $1.25,  jj 

payment   of  your   special  subscription  ;I; 

rate  for  Westward  Ho!  Magazine  and  *'* 

Saturday     edition     of     The     Province  il 

newspaper;    to  be   sent,  postage  paid,  ij; 

for  one   year   from   date   to   following  *t 

address: —  tl 


♦?    Xamt 


'■^  Note. — If  the  above  is  to  be  sent  to  J-J 
^  U.  S.  A.  or  other  foreign  country,  ;J; 
♦.*         add  50  cents  to  above  price.  !;! 


VERTICAL 
FILING 


OF  LETTERS,  INVOICES,  RE- 
CEIPTS AND  ALL  PAPERS  OF 
VALUE,  is  now  the  acknowledged 
up-to-date  system. 

WE  CARRY  IN  STOCK  filing 
systems  suitable  for  the  HOME, 
TRAVELLER,  THE  SMALL  OF- 
FICE OR  THE  LARGEST  BUSI- 
NESS. 

$1.00  and  upwards. 

See  our  WEIS  Cabinet  for  the 
house  or  private  correspondence. 

GET  OUR  CATALOGUES. 

HEADQUARTERS: 

Sectional  Book  Cases. 
Filing  Systems, 

Card  Indexes, 

Office  Desks, 

Office  Chairs. 

UNDERWOOD  TYPEWRITERS. 

THE  WEBSTER=HANNA  CO, 

426-428-430  Cordova  St.  W., 
VANCOUVER,  B.C. 


■'i,!-'    -'.'^--'"•'M''' 


5aiQOL5AmCOLLEQE5 


'-^P^J^^^J 


A  Scholarship 

For   the   young   man   or  woman   who 
wants  more   education. 

If  you  are  this  person  and  will  de- 
vote some  of  your  spare  time  to  gain 
it,  we  will  tell  you  how  you  can  earn 
this  scholarship. 

Write  for  particulars  if  interested  to 

BUSINESS  OFFICE, 

Westward  Ho!  Publishing  Co. 


ST.  ANN'S  ACADEMY 


406    Btmsmoir    St.,    Vancouver,    B.C. 

BoarJing  and  day  school,  oondiictea 
I'v  the  Sisters  of  St.  Ann,  offering  suit- 
ible  accommodations,  modern  .sanitary 
'iquipments.  Discipline  mild,  but  firm. 
miting  a  careful  training  of  manner.^ 
md  cliaracter,  with  the  best  intellectual 
uid  physical   training. 

Curriculum  —  Primary,  Intermediate 
and  Academic  grades,  together  with 
Music  and  Art  .Studies.  A  complete  and 
practical  Commercial  Course  is  also  at- 
tached to  the  establishment. 

For  further  particulars,  apply  to 

SISTER    SUPERIOR. 


HIGH£B  STUDIES,  ItANGUAQES,  ETC. 

Also  elementary  classes;  careful  pre- 
paration for  all  examinations.  Rev.  .\ 
.<t.  John  Mildmay.  M.A.,  Oxford  dale 
Principal  Vernon  College),  1061  Barclay 
."^t.,  Vancouver,  B.  C. 


Studio  of  Arts  and  Crafts. 

Classes     in     china     decoration,     metal 

work. 

leather  craft, 

and  stencilling. 

Full 

stock 

of     materials 

kept.       loi      I 

CI  111.-. 

apply 

to — 

MKS. 

£1.1.18 

1056 

O-eorgia    St- 

VAlffCOUVEB, 

B.C. 

Chesterfield  School 

North  Vancouver,  B.C. 

Ucsidfiiti.il  and   Day  .School   fi.r   Hoy* 
J'riiKii):ils— A.  H.  Scriven.  Esq.,  B.A., 
R.  H.  Bates,  Esq.,  B.A. 

lioys  prepared  for  the  Universities 
:md  Commerce.  Preparatory  depart- 
ment. Manual  Training,  Gymnastics, 
Military  Drill.  Five  acres  athletic 
ficM.  covered  play-Kround. 
Prospectus  and  terms  on  application. 


Our  Keynote  It 


PRACTICAL 
EXPERIENCE 

May  we  send  you  onr  Proipectu«7 

Calgary  Business  College 

CAXOABT,    AI.TA. 


The 

the  r 

tailifli 
l.ibic 

nioiitli 
Writ 


PITMAN'S 

Shorthand  and 
Business  College 

oldest,  laivext,  and  bcMt  equipped!  rMlletrc  on 
aeiflc  I'ooMt.  All  comiuerrial  iiut^eota 
I.  individual  tuition.  SpccUl  attention  given 
kwnni  HtudentM. 

i  one  month  $1.V no.  three  nionthx  940.00.  fix 
i  $7.'..<iO.    Toxt  biHiks  free. 
•  for  pro(i[»o«-tii-*.  Hfiit  frfe  t<>  any  a<ldrf»i«. 
XUrCK  Seymour. -^tn-of.  VANCOl  VEB,  B.C. 


ADVEETISrXG  SECTION,   WESTWARD   110!   :\[AGAZINE 

'BAGLEY  makes  good  RUBBER  STAMPS " 


HOMER  STREET, 


Vancouver,  B.C. 


MOUNT  PLEASANT  MILLINERY 

2234  Westminster   Road, 

VANCOUVER,  B.C. 

THE   $5 
HAT  SHOP 

Special  Designs  in  Modish  Styles. 
MRS.    M.    SINCLAIR,    Proprietress. 


\\/E  are  full}-  equipped  for  big 
business,  and  .solicit  orders 
for  fresh  meats  from  Contractors, 
Lodging  Camps,  Mills  and  Retail 
Butchers. 

Vancouver=Prince  Rupert 
Meat  Co.,  Ltd. 

Head  Office  and  Cold  Storage  Plant : 

Vancouver,  B.  C. 


152-154  Hastings 
Street,  W. 


Wallpaper.   Painting. 

Go  to  Cross  &  Huestis  for  fine  Wall 
Papers,  Burlaps  or  Artistic  Wall  Cover- 
ings. 

Estimates  furnished  for  painting,  kal- 
soming,  and  decorating.  Best  materials 
always  used,  as  we  import  our  own 
leads,  oils,  and   varnishes  from  England. 

Cross  &  Huestis 


437    Homer    St.  Opp.    "World"    Bldg. 

VANCOUVEB,   B.C. 


B.  e.  OETEeXIYE  SERViee 

Operatives  for  every  class  of 

Civil,    Criminal    and    Commercial 

Investig-ations. 

B.    S.    BABON,    Snpt. 

Head   Office:    207   and   208    Crown   Bldg-., 

VANCOtrVBB,   B.C. 
"hloodhounds  Kept.'' 


Brown  Bros.  Co.  Ltd. 

FLORISTS 

Fruit  Trees,  Shrubs,  Bulbs  and 
Flowering  Plants 

Write  for  1909  Catalogue— its  free. 

59  Hastings  St., E.,  Vancouver,  B.C. 


PATENTS 

■  AND    TRADE    MARKS 

Obtained  in  all  Countries. 

ROWLAND  BRITTAIN. 
Registered  Patent  Attorney  and  Mechani- 
cal Engineer.     Call  or  write  for  full  Infor- 
mation.    Room  3,  Fairfield  Block,  Granville 
Street,   Vancouver,   B.C. 


An  Assured  Income  Represents 
Future  Happiness. 

f  r        OF  CANADA. 

Is 

p 

fu 

sues  a  Policy  that  Protects  the  Individual  a 
-ovides  for  the  Future.    A  Postal  will  give  y 
11  information.    Address 

WILLIAM  J.   TWISS.  Manager 
VANXOUVER.  B.  C. 

id 
ou 

TOPONTO  ,   MONTREAL, 
\A/INNIPEC  .VANCOUVER 


VANCOUVER  STORE 

122  HASTINGS  ST.W. 
P.O.BOX  1273. 


ADVEKTI81i\G   SECTION,    WKSIWAKI)    llu:    .M.\(;.\/.I  XK 

Nicola  Valley  Coal 

THE  BEST  DOMESTIC  AND  STEAM 
COAL  IN  THE  WEST. 


Agencies  at:— 

VANCOUVER,  ASHCROFT,  KAMLOOPS.  REVELSTOKE. 

VERNON  AND  OKANAGAN  POINTS. 

NELSON  AND  KOOTENAY  POINTS. 

Head  Officai-VANCOUVER,   B.  C. 
Collieries  :-MIDDLESBORO,  B.  C. 

Nicola  Valley  Coal  and  Coke  Co.  Ltd 


Free  for  the  Asking 

We  will  mail  to  any  LADY  in  Canuila  the  harKi-^t.  Sni.ii  t.-.-^i  .ti..l  iii.-i  l.\-  ...■-.  • 
?■  :inK:e  of  Washable  Shirting  Fabrics,  very  suitable  and  cpecially  adapted  tor  BIoaiM 
and  Suits. 

We  import  our  Shirtings  from  the  Mills  in  Seolland.  and  our  price.-.  .»rr  at  U'a.it 
one-third  less  than  retail. 

You  will  save  time,  trouble  and  tieasi:rr   by   writing-  at   on.  e  for  .samples. 

THIS  MONTH'S  SPECIALS 

WHITE   MERCERIZED   ZEPHYR    SHIRTI  .NCS.     in     .stripes,     figured    and    embrold.-re.l 
effects    (10  yds.  sufficient  for  whole  costume);  width  27  Inches 16o  a  yard. 

ZEPHYR  SHIRTINGS,   in  white  and  colored   grouiid.s   with    Ru.s.slnn   conl-s.   utrlpes   an-l 
figured    effects   of   every   conceivable  color;  width  32  Inche.s.     Price  3Sc  to  50o  a  yd. 

BOT.A.NY   TAFFETA  SHIRTINGS,   a  wool   weft  fabric  of  light   weight  and   tine   weave. 
in    every    color    and    tint,    unshrinkable  and   will   wash    like  a   handkerchief;    wi.Hb 

32   inches Price,  50o  to  60c  a  yd. 

Our  Mail   Order  Department   is   for   your  convenience,   goods   shipped  same  day  ui* 

ordered    and    Gr.\RANTEED    to    MORE    than    PLE.\SE   you    or    money    refunded,    and 

all    charges   on   Mail    Orders    PREP.MD    to  any  address   in  Canada. 

Write    for    our    exteii.sive    range    of    samples    todav    lui.l    s:iv.-     \..iir>.elf     .HbopMnir 

troubles. 

HARRY  TOLTON,       -       BERLIN,  ONT 

Shirt-Tailor  and  Importer  of  Woven  Fabrics  of  rare  weave. 


LT©. 

f 

^^^0rff£^^ifFo:miiwjiKj^uroMAr/ci£'' 
y/fo/wrc/iOfrMjff//f£MoroRs.  ai^o 


Gasoline  Engine  Supplies 

Promptly  Shipped  by  Mail  or  Express.     A  full  stock  on  hand. 


Our  Tye  A  Launch 
We  manufacture  Launches  to  suit  you. 

We  provide  and  install  Gasohne  Engines  that  will  serve  you  faithfully. 
We  guarantee  our  goods,  and  our  customers  vdll  tell  you  that  our  guarantee 
is  worth  something. 

A  choice  of  reliable  engines  is  yours: 

HIGH  GRADE  UNION  AND  REGAL  4-CYCLE  ENGINES. 

THE  HINTON  ELEeXRie  6©.,    YieTORia,  B.  6. 

Address  Launch  Department. 


.\i)\i:iMisi.\(;  sKc'Jiox,  wkstwaim)  ho:  .ma(j.\/i.\i-: 


Palmer  Motors 


HAVE  SATISFIED  THEIR 
USERS  FOR  PAST  FIF- 
TEEN  YEARS. 

THEY  DEVELOP  THEIR 
RATED       HORSEPOWER 

and   art-    rcasunalilr    in    price. 
Built   in    27   difTcTcnt    sizes 
from    I'/j    to    30    lip.,    2    and 
4-cycli-  types. 

CAR-LOAD      OF     THESE 

MOTORS     JUST 

RECEIVED. 

Call   and   sec    them   or    write 
for  Catalogue. 

V.  M.  DAFOE. 

Western    Canadian 

Representative. 

1600    Powel    St.,    Vancouver. 

Duwii-tiiwii    Showrooms, 
28  Powell  Street. 


Double    Cylindei 


HDAMS 

Marine  Gasoline  Engines 


New  is  the  time  fr*-  you  to  get  an  engine  for 
that  boat  cf  yours.  If  you  want  z  good  engine 
at  a  very  reasonable  cost,  you  shculd  write  in 
to    us    or    corre   and    see    what    we    offer   you. 

Best  Engine.  Best  Prices. 

Write  for  our  free  catalog. 

Sole  B.  C.  Agents  for  Gilscn  Fsrm  Engines, 
for  running  spraying  machines,  cream  separa- 
tors, pumps,  saws,  feed  choppers  and  all 
stationery  work.    Catalog  Free. 


The  Adams  Launch  and  Engine 
Mfg.  Company 


108  Water  Street 


Vancouver.  B.  C. 


ADVERTISING  SECTION,   WESTWARD   HO!    MACiAZTNK 


Get  a  Peterboro 
eanoe 


We  have  just  received  a  stock  of  the  latest  models  in  Peterboros.  jj 
Copper  nailed;  in  sizes  i6,  iG^^,  i7,  17V2,  18  feet.  Prices  from  $48.50  to  !| 
$60.00.     Complete  with  pair  of  paddles.  ^t 


J.  A.  FLETT.  Ltd. 


g      SPORTIMG  GOODS 


Ill  Hastings  St.,  W. 

vaiveouYER,  b.  e. 


Ktfflt'^'TTffl 


■;«'U.' 


S450.00  READY  FOR  SEA 

This  is  one  of  our  22-ft.  family  launches,  equipped  with  one  of  our  5  H.P.  engines. 
She  is   comfortahle  and  will   carry    8  to  10  people  nicely. 
She   is  a   good   sea  hoat   and   we  gmarantee  a  speed  of  9  miles  an  hour.     Finish  the 
best  throughout  with  solid  brass  rudder  and  shoe.     We  make  small  sizes  too,  and  also 
large   launches   of   every    description. 

We      are      the      only       firm      in      British     Columbia   manufacturing    Engines    and 
launches   complete.     We  can  give   you    the  best  value  and  we  gniarantee  you  results. 

EASTHOPE     BROS. 

Manufacturers    of    Marine    Gasoline    Engines.  Builders    Complete  Iiaunches. 
Office   and   Pactory:    1705    GEORGIA    STREET,  -  -  VANCOXTVEB,  B.C. 


I 


AiJ\EKTisiN(.  Mi  II,.:.,  \.i,>iu.\i:i)  ii,»:  m.\(..\/:m- 


FAIRBANKS-MORSE 
MARINE    ENGINES 

APPROACH    PERFECTION   AS  NEAR  AS    IS  POSSIBLE  WITH 
HUMAN  SKILL  AND  BEST  MATERIALS 

All  cylinders  are  ground  like  glass  by  latest  process. 
All  bearings  are  babbitted  and  renewable. 
All  have  double  and  positive  system  of  lubrication. 
We  furnish   either  Jump,  or   Make  and   Break  ignition. 
We  use   the   famous   Schebler   carburrcttcr. 

We  make  a  special  simple  slow  speed,  moderate  p-ice  engine  tor  lishmg  boats 
We  install  the  engines  if  wanted — and  look  after  them. 

We  guarantee   every  engine  and   OUR   nuarantco  is   worth   something   to  you. 
Ask  for  Catalog  or  see  our  display. 

CANADIAN  FAIRBANKS  CO.,  Ltd. 


MONTREAL. 


IOI-3  WATER  STREET.  VANCOUVER.   B.C. 
TORONTO,  ST.   JOHN,  WINNIPEG. 

K-'-K  ■-«-:•:•::-:•:  :■:■: : ::  :•:•:  ;-r:  :-^;^■^^:■:•:-:■:•:  :■:■:;■«  :-k-:-«-:-k 


CALGARY. 


ADVEKTISING  SEr!Tlox>,   WESTWARD   HO!   MAGAZINE 


^®®®®®® 


NORRIS  SAFE  AND 
LOCK  CO.,  Ltd. 


FIRE  AND  BURGLAR-PROOF 
SAFES. 

VAULT  DOOR  TIME  LOCKS. 
JAIL  AND  PRISON  WORK,  ETC. 


Western  Agents: 
HALL  SAFE  CO.,  Cincinatti,  O. 

ELY   NORRIS   MANGANEESE 
BANK  SAFE. 


Frank  Q.  Bruson 

P.O.  Box  542.       VANCOUVER,  B.C. 

^J®®®®®  •>SXSX«)®®®(S)^»:)®®®^X<»X»)(»  ®®®®®®®«) 


WIL5i5  IflVALlCy  PORT 


li//i//A 


(la  a  Qu  du  Perou) 


Pays  daily  dividends 
in  health,  strength  and 
vigor,  by  increasing 
appetite,  helping  di- 
gestion, and  mildly 
toning  the  entire 
system 


A  healthy  Stimulant 
An  Invigorating  Drink 
A  Delightful  Appetizer 

Big  Bottle 

All  Druggists 

Everywhere 


1  Something 

I  New  in 

I  Motor  Boats 


1  >     "\  ^  *\^f7is7*visyT 


5jee6e^9!9B:- 


The  average  man,  buying  a  motor 
boat  at  a  reasonable  price,  wants  four 
things: —  safety  —  comfort —  freedom 
from  trouble — speed. 

As  to  the  last  of  the  four,  don't 
fool  yourself — or  let  others  fool  you. 
If  you  are  jollying  yourself  with  the 
idea  that  you  don't  want  speed,  you 
have  had  mighty  little  experience  in 
the  great  joy  of  motor  boating. 

You  can't  get  a  35-miler  and  have 
comfort,  but  on  the  other  hand  don't 
be  satisfied  with  a  tub.  You  would 
rather  ride  at  11  or  15  or  20  miles  per 
hour  than  to  drift  along  at  six. 

We  have  the  designs  and  the  plant, 
and  are  turning  out  something  dif- 
ferent from  the  ordinary  launch — dif- 
ferent in  design — different  in  con- 
struction— different  in  arrangement — 
embodying  the  latest  ideas  shown  at 
this  year's  Chicago  and  New  York 
shows. 

Such  are  "KOOTENAY  FLYERS,' 
making  from  9  to  28  miles  per  60 
minutes,  depending  on  size  and  power. 

These  boats  are  not  mrre  racing 
machines  either  —  heavy,  well  con- 
structed hulls  —  strong,  substantial 
power  plants — every  inch  of  material 
the  best  the  market  affords. 


Send  for  plans  and  descriptions. 


y»        And  prices   no   more  than   ordinary    2^ 
<|;    launches.  ^j" 


3>    j^^'ci]^':^'^'/L.^:L,^^'::^'c.':^]s^*c^]c^^j^c^^  tv 

i  The  Kootenay  Motor 
I  Boat  Company,  Ltd. 

I  NELSON,  B.  C. 


ADVERTISING   SEUTIUX,    WESI  W  AUK    llo:    MA(. A/INK 
i-:':'i^'!^i<;^t'^:-l:¥i:i^:r^Si^^  ::  ::   ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::   ::  :■::•: -::-r»4^ 
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Boys  and  Qirls 

What  Will  You  Do  in 
Vacation  Time? 


(5)  TENNIS  RACQUET. 

(6)  BASEBALL  AND  CATCHERS  MIT. 


Address— 

SUBSCRIPTION  DEPARTMENT, 

WESTWARD  HO!  PUBLISHING  CO..  LID.. 

536  HASTING  STREET  W..  VANCOUVER. 

:-'-K-:-K-:-K-:-K-:-K-:-K-:-K-:-K-:-K-:-n:-K;:-::-K-:- 


i  —  i 

55  How  would  a  fine  Peterborough  Canoe  help  to  pass  the  time?  ^ 

S  or    perhaps    you    would    prefer    a   rifle— fishing    pole — or    Kodak.  :^ 

ifc  At  all  events  there   is  surely  just  the   article  you   want   in   the  K 

h  following  list.  ^ 

%  The   Westward  Ho!    Publishing   Co.   will  be   pleased  to   give  a 

^  you  any  one  of  the  following  in  exchange  for  a  little  work  on  your  '£ 

^  part.  ii 

i  i 

g  This  is  not  a  competition,  every  worker  will  receive  his  or  *! 

^  her  reward.  f' 

^  Your  friends  will  help  you  in  securing  one  of  the  following  5 

articles :  —  j^ 

(1)  FINE    PETERBOROUGH    CANOE    WIIH    PADDLES  J^ 
COMPLETE.  f;- 

(2)  30-30  WINCHESTER  REPEATING  RIFLE.  '^ 

(3)  FOLDING  POCKET  KODAK,  31/4x41/4  PICTURE.  ^ 

(4)  BEST  QUALITY  STEEL  FISHING  ROD.  *< 


K 


S 


9 

*^  If  you  are  interested  and  want  to  earn  any  of  the  above, 

ii  send  us  your  name  and  address  together  with  a  letter  of  recom-  * 

ii  mendation  from  your  school  teacher  or  church  pastor  and  we  will  g 

♦?  send  you  by  return  mail  full  particulars  and  printed  matter  for  K 

5  the  work.  « 


& 


Inyestments&Securities 

t/^  Lam>s,Bonds,Stocks,Etc.cv3 


THE  SOUTH-WEST  ALBERTA  LAND  CO.,  Limited 

(INCORPORATED   IN   PROVINCE    OF   ALBERTA), 

Invests  funds  on  first  mortgag-es  on  Albertan  Wheat  Farms  at  Eight  to  Ten  per  Cent, 
per  annum.  The  Large  margins  and  the  upward  trend  of  values  make  these  lands  the 
best  secured  investments  at  the  highest  interest  for  both  home  and  British  Capital. 

ARTHUR  C.  KEMMIS,  PINCHER  CREEK,  ALBERTA,  CAN. 

Refer  to  UNION  BANK  OF  CANADA  Solicitor  for  S.  W.  Alberta  Land  Co.,  Ltd. 


HAROLD    MAYNE    DALY 

MEMBER  VANCOUVER  STOCK  EXCHANGE 

STOCKS,  LOANS  AND  INSURANCE 

103  Crown  Buildinq  615  Pender  St.,  VANCOUVER,  B.  C. 


MONEY  JOHN  J.  BANFIELO  estd 

TO  REAL  EST.ATE,  IN 

LOHN  INSURANCE,    INVESTMENTS.  IS9I 

607  Hastings  St.  W.,  Vancouver,  B.  C. 


Yorkshire  Guarantee  & 
Securities   Corporation, 

Limited,  of  Huddersfield,  England 

CAPITAL         -        -         -         $2,500,000. 

MUNICIPAL     BONDS     BOUGHT     AND     SOLD 
ESTATES  MANAGED,  FINANCIAL  AGENTS. 

Vacant    and    Improved    Properties    for    Sale    in    Vancouver.    North    Vancouver, 

MORTGAGES     ON     REAL     PROPERTY 

Victoria,  and  New  Westminster 

Also  SUBURBAN  AND  FARM  LANDS  in  Lower  Fraser  Valley. 

General  Agents  in  B.  C.  for 

YORKSHIRE    FIRE    AND     LIFE    INSURANCE     COMPANY,     LIMITED. 

OF  YORK,  ENGLAND    (Established   1824,  Assets  $10,000,000). 

R.  KERR  HOULGATE,  Manager 

440  SEYMOUR  STREET  ....  VANCOUVER,  B.C. 


ADVERTISING  SECTION,   WESTWAKD    llo:    MACA/IXK 


i 


s 


Revelstoke  Fruit  Lands 


<• 

^*:-:^-:^ 


In  my  Addition 
to  the  City 
command  a 
Home  Market 
Unexcelled  in 
the  West. 
These  5-acre 
plots  face 
REVELSTOKli 
fronting  on  the 
Columbia  River 

The  soil  is  excellent 
and  the  finest  apples 
and  small   fruits  can 
be  raised  without 
irrigation. 

\\  rite  me  for 

particulars. 


CHARLES  F.  LINDMARK 

REVELSTOKE,  B.  C. 


ADVERTISING  SECTION,   WESTWARD  110!   MAGAZIXE 


A  Choice 
Investment 


12  Per  Cent 

DIVIDENDS    LAST    TEAR. 

The   stock   of   the 

FSUDEITTIAI.    INVESTMENT 

COMFANV,    IiIMITED, 

is    now    offered    to    the    public    on    easy 
terms  of  payment. 

Subscribed  Capital    $155,000.00 

Paid-up    Capital     68,000.00 

Reserve  and  Surplus    $       9,246.67 

THOS.    T.    LANGLOIS, 

President   and   Manag-er. 

JAS.   BAMSAT, 

Vice-President. 

Office:   Cor.   Fe&der  and  Homer   Streets, 
VANCOTTWEB,   B.C. 

Write   for   literature. 


The 


Nechaco 
Valley 

holds  unbounded  natural  resources — 
the  richest  soil,  abundant  water  sup- 
ply— ideal  climatic  conditions — the 
natural  resource  values  are  enhanced 
by  the  coming  of  the  Grand  Trunk 
Pacific  Railroad.  Land  bought  now 
should  double  in  value  upon  comple- 
tion of  the  railroad.  Write  us  today 
for    full    particulars. 


Appleton  Investment  Corporat'n 

FAIBFIEI.S   BI.DG.,   VANCOXTVEB,  B.C. 


WHITE    BI.DG.,   SEATTIiE, 


liTm^i'iM'^ii^ii^i'S^ii^ii^m 


iti^^^ti^ii^is^X'i^x^^n^ii^ti^t'iW::^^^ 


Fruit,  Farm  and 
Ranch  Lands. 


% 


In  the  Southern  Interior  of  British  Columbia.  The  Kamloops  district  stands 
unrivalled  for  Climate,  Soil,  Water  and  Transportation  facilities.  I  have  for 
Exclusive  Sale  acreage  in  small  and  large  lots,  suitable  for  settlers  and  investors, 
and  back  by  24  years  of  practical  experience  in  the  district  can  advise  you  of  the 
best  opportunities  to  engage  in  poultry  raising,  fruit  growing,  mixed  farming 
and  ranching. 

W,  U,  HOMFRA  V 


P.    O.  Box  235 


KAMLOOPS,  B.   C. 


vi^^x^i^i^^vi9^'^vi-¥-if^vs^fsm^^ 


ADVERTISING  SECTION,   WESTWARD    IIO:    MACIAZINE 


Are  You  Looking  for  a  Business  Opening  or  a 
Safe    Investment  ? 

THE   BULKLEY   VALLEY,  B.  C. 


with  its  vast  area  of  rich  agricultural  lands,  coal  fields,  and  adjacent 
mountain  ranges,  rich  with  precious  metals,  such  as  gold,  silver, 
copper,  lead,  etc.,  offers  most  unusual  opportunities  for  those  look- 
ing for  favorable  business  openings  and  investments. 

With  the  certain  construction  of  the  MAIN  LISE  of  the 
GRAND  TRUNK  PACIFIC  RAILWAY  through  this  valley,  it  is 
bound  to  become  one  of  the  richest  azricultural  and  mining  dis- 
tricts in  the  world,  and  its  development,  now  that  ample  transpor- 
tation facilities  are  assured  for  the  near  future,  will  be  marvel- 
lously rapid. 

IF  YOU  ARE  INTERESTED  IN  THIS  NEW  COUNTRY,  send 
me  a  postal  with  your  name  and  address,  and  I  will  send  you  full 
particulars  concerning  BULKLEY  VALLEY  LANDS  and 

TELK  W A 

The  Commercial  Centre  of  the  Bulkley   Valley. 

This  town  is  located  in  the  very  heart  of  the  BULKLEY  VAL- 
LEY, at  the  confluence  of  the  Bulkley  and  Telkwa  Rivers.  It  is 
now  the  distributing  point  for  the  Bulkley  and  Telkwa  \  alleys  and 
is  destined  to  be  one  of  the  most  important  cities  in  Northern 
British  Columbia. 

To  those  desiring  to  purchase  property  in  TELKiVA  «  iih  (he 
Intention  of  entering  business  and  living  (here,  special  induce- 
ments will  be  offered. 

J.  L.  FOREPAUGN,  Agent 

Jones  Block,  407  Hastings  St.,    Vancouver.  H.  C. 


ADVEKTISING  SECTIOX,  WESTWARD   HO!   MAGAZINE 

Western  Opportunities==Timber. 

Have  for  sale  one  to  loo  sections  of  640  acres — Pine,  Spruce,  Fir  and  Cedar— 
along  Fraser  or  Columbia  Rivers.    Write  Free  Information  Bureau. 


^      P.  O.  Box  198 


E.  AUGUST  BRADLEY, 

REVELSTOKE,  B.  C. 


^■"^rhUTkii^ 


■:-:':-y,:k:->:<-:±t-:rk:-:-:<-y^^^^^^^^^^ 


BRITISH  COLUMBIA 

FRUIT  FARMS 

in  the  Glorious  Kootenay. 


I  have  for  sale  5,  10  and  20-acre  fruit  plots,  cleared  and  uncleared  and            -;- 
in    fruit.      Write    for    illustrated    literature,  maps  and  prices— sent  free  on            5! 
request.                                                                                                                                             *! 

S.  M.  BRYDGES, 

Imperial  Bank  Block, 

Nelson,  B.  C, 

Canada. 

S.  M.  BRYDGES,                                         « 

Effingham  House,                                  -r 

Arundel  St.,  Strand,                        5! 

London,  W.C,  England.            « 

1 

♦*J- 

%. 

1 

r)i:SIGNE-R_ 

ILLUSTI^AII^; 


J.M.HENTON 

HJloElRAVING  il 


NEV\\SPAI>LRS     tlOOKS    ^  CSi^^^SU^BlUlISTRATED    ESTIMATES  GIVEN 

653  GRANVILLE  STREET,  VANCOUVER,  B.  C.  PHONE  1370 


ADVERTISTXG   SECTION.    W  KSTW  AIM  )    llo:    \l  A(  iA/l  N  K 


PLEASURE 


Grand    Scenery,    Fishing,    Hunting    and    Boating.     Most    Equable    and    Health-Giving 
Climate  in  the  Glorious   Lake   District  of   Southern   British  Columbia. 


You  Are  Welcome  to  a  Free  Map 

Which  we  have  published  showing  the  Fruit  and  Lake  Districts  with  photographs  of 
orchard  and  fruit  scenes;  fishing  and  hunting  scenes;  statistics  in  regard  to  weather. 
rainfall,  prices  of  product,  markets  and  general  information. 

We  are  the  largest  owners  of  first  class  fruit  lands  on  direct  existing  lines  of 
transportation  in  British  Columbia.  We  will  be  glad  to  send  you  one  of  these  maps 
free  of  charge  and  give  you  all  of  the  information  in  our  power  whether  you  buy  land 
from  us  or  not.     Write  today. 

KOOTENAY  OReHARD  ASSOCIATIOIV  Ltd. 


Orchard  Tracts. 
Wholesale  Blocks. 


NELSON,   B.  e. 


PROFIT 


$i,ooo  and  More  Profit  Per  Acre  Annually  is  Being  Made  Growing   Fru.t    Especially 
Apples,  in  the   Glorious  Lake   District  of  Southern   British   Columbia. 


ADVERTISING   SECTIOX,   WESTWARD   HOI    ^LAGAZIXE 


Prince 
Rupert 
Sale, 


The  first  sale  of  lots  at  Prince  Rupert  will  be  held  at  \'ancouver. 
Mav  25  to  Mav  29.  1909.  The  sale  will  be  held  in  the  interests  of  both 
the  Grand  Trunk  Pacific  Railway  Company  and  the  Government  of 
British  Columbia,  half  of  the  lots  ofifered  for  sale  being  owned  by 
each  party.     From  2000  to  2400  lots  will  be  offered  for  sale. 

This  sale  will  be  held  by  auction  and  the  terms  of  payment  will 
be  one-quarter  cash  and  the  balance  in  one.  two  and  three  years  with 
interest  at  six  per  cent. 

Maps  of  the  townsite  wid  be  ready  for  distribution  during  the 
last  week  in  April. 

Other  sales  will  be  held  at  different  cities  in  the  province  on  dates 
to  be  arranged. 

This  is  merely  a  preliminary  announcement  and  further  particulars 
will  be  given  through  the  press  from  time  to  time,     ^^'atch  for  them. 


C.  D.  RAND 

AGENT 

450  Granville  Street,  Vancouver,  B.  C. 


PERPETUAL 

IN/<XOME 


$1,000 


A  YEAR 

As  Long  as  You 


Live 


SECURED 


MONTHLY 


BT     SMAI.I. 
PAYMENTS 

The  less  money  you  have,  the  greater 

the    need    to    place    It    where    It    will 

work    hard    and  fast   for   you 

Fill  Out  and  Return    Coupon  Just  Now 


Do  yo'i  want  nn  income  of  from  $100.00  to  $500  a  year  for  life,  if  no,  return 
tliis  roupon  promptly.  You  talte  absolutely  no  risk  of  any  kind.  If  upon  exnin 
iti.ition  yon  are  not  thoroughly  convinced  that  this  Is  one  of  the  ORSATEST 
OPFORTUNTTIES  of  your  life  to  secure  a  steady,  permanent  Incnmo.  .v  i.-'i; 
..  ,  ,,..  Imp.  yf)u  are  under  no  obligation.  Our  tirst  (Jcnii-annual  (!i\  i(i«  ml  \v,i«  |.ai<l  Jan 
iiarv  l.i  I'.td'l.  ainotiiit'i)}^  to  21  ptr  cent,  pcraniiuni.  As  tlie  busiiics.-i  jfniw-.  ilif  <li\  i.|«  lul.-i  will 
inercH.-;o. 


Bon.!- 


Name    

Post  Office 

Province     

I^lea.se   reserve   for   me    I..lfe-Income   Investment 

•  value  $100.00  each).     Semi  £ull  information.     If   I    am   convinced    that    your   c\ 
terprise    i"=    one    of    the   Sonndest   character,    and    will    prove    Saormoaaly    ptnfir 
ible.    I    will    pay    for   the   same   at    the    rate  of   $5.00   cash   and   $6.00   per   m.>i.i>, 
r>n    ea-h    $100.00    Bond    until    fully    paid.     No  more  than   10     Bonds  re«erv«Hl    for 
any   one   pt^rson. 

THE  UNITED    SECURITIES  COMPANY 

1163    EMPIRE   BUILDING.    SEATTLE.   WASHINGTON 


ADVERTISING  SECTION,  WESTWARD  HO!  MAGAZINE. 


NEW  WESTMINSTER 


NEW  WESTMINSTER  is  the  centre  of  the  agriculture,  fishing,  and  luinbei- 
ing  industries  of  the  Fraser  Valley,  British  Columbia. 

NEW  WESTMINSTER  is  the  meeting  point  of  two  great  transcontinental 
railways— the  Canadian  Pacific  and  the  Great  Northern,  while  the  V.  V.  &  E. 
railway  now  under  construction  will  shortly  become  a  feeder  to  the  city's  trade 
and  industry.  A  network  of  inter-urban  electric  railways  connecting  with 
Vancouver,  Eburne,  Steveston,  Cloverdale  and  Chilliwack  are  so  laid  out  as  to 
converge  at  New  Westminster,  adding  considerably  to  the  commercial  prosperity 
of  the  city. 

NEW  WESTMINSTER  is  the  only  fresh  water  port  on  the  British  Pacific. 
Over  1,200  deep-sea  and  coasting  vessels  visited  the  port  last  year,  and  the 
Dominion  Government  has  just  decided  upon  plans  for  a  deep  water  channel  to 
enable  the  largest  ocean  going  steamers  to  navigate  the  river  at  all  stages  of  the 
tide.  The  G.  N.  railway,  Gulf-Car-Ferry  and  the  C.  P.  N.  Co.'s  steamers  and 
passenger  vessels,  and  tugs  of  other  companies  make  the  "Royal  City"  their 
home  port. 


WHITE,  SHILES  &  CO. 

Fire  Insurance 
Real  Estate  and   Financial    Agents 


The  B.  C.  MILLS,  TIMBER 
AND  TRADING  CO. 

(Royal  City   Planing    Mills  Branch) 

Manufacturers  of  Doors,  Windows,  Fish  and 
Fruit  Boxes  and  all  Descriptions  of  Interior 
Finishing's. 


Westminster  Iron  Works 

JOHN  REIO,  Proprietor 

Manufacturers  of  Wrought  Iron  Gates,  Fences, 

Ornamental  Iron  Work,  Fire  Escapes, 

and  Iron  Stairs. 

OFFICE  AND  WORKS.  loTH   STREET. 


Dominion  Trust  Co.,  Ltd. 

Real  Estate,  Insurance  and 
Financial  Brokers. 

FARM  AND  FRUIT  LANDS  A  SPECIALTY. 


ADVERTISING  SECTION,  WESTWARD    IIO!    MACA/INE 


CAPITAL 

$2,000,000 


SU&SCRIBCD 
CAPITAL 
$505000 


PAID  UP 
CAPITAL 
$120,000 


Safety  2)epo8it  IDaults 

There  is  no  good  crying  over  spilt  milk.  It  is 
1  ttic  use  locking  the  stable  after  the  horse  is 
stiilcn.  An  ounce  of  prevention  is  worth  a  pound 
of  cure. 

Our  burglar  and  fireproof  vaults  are  the  place 
to  keep  your  personal  valuables,  will,  deeds, 
mortgages,  life  and  tire  insurance  policies,  agree- 
ments and  other  important  documents.  A  safety 
deposit  box  with  sutikient  accommodation  for  ail 
reasonable  requirements  costs  from  $5.00  to  $io.ck.> 
per  year  rent.  It  is  almost  as  important  that  all 
your  important  documents  siiould  be  in  one  place 
and  accessible  as  that  they  should  be  secure, 
Vou  combine  both  conditions  by  renting  a  dcj 
vault  box. 

jfive  Jneurance 

There  is  little  need  of  urging  the  nee 
protection  against  fire  in  this  country  of  wooden 
buildings.  What  condition  would  you  find  your 
self  in  in  case  you  were  burned  out  tomorrow' 
.-\sk  yourself  the  question  and  answer  it  fairly. 
It  IS  a  matter  of  the  greatest  importance  to  you. 

We  insure  buildings  of  all  kinds,  contents  of 
buildings,  plate  glass,  also  revenue  from  build- 
ings. Our  companies  are  unquestionable  so  far 
as  security  is  concerned.  You  get  the  protection 
you  pay  for.  If  you  are  putting  on  further  insur- 
ance, or  have  your  buildings  or  their  contents 
unprotected  call  or  drop  us  a  line  and  we  will 
be  pleased  to  explain  our  position  on  the  insur- 
ance question,  and  to  quote  you  the  most 
favorable  rates. 


•DOAIHIOn  TRUST  COA\PAI\Y 

nEAD  OFFICE  HA5TIH05  5TW..V^NC0UVER.B  C 


ADVERTISING  SECTION,  WESTWARD  HO!   MAGAZINE 

Don't  You  Think  He'd 
Better  Buy  an 


MATTRESS 


^Essslfi 

Then   son  will   understand      ^H  ^^^    ^^ 
why    it    soothes    the   work-    ^^^L^^^^^^A 


Note  how  the  Ostermoor  is  made, 
why  it  is  so  restful  and  comfortable; 
weary  to  sound,  refreshing-  sleep. 

This  is  the  secret:  riuffy,  hillowy,  Cotton,  new  from  the 
plantation  where  it  has  thrived  on  the  langorous  Southern  heat, 
naturally  spring-y,  is  woven  by  our  exclusive  process  into  sheets  so 
wonderfully  elastic  that  a  sing-le  one  would  make  a  comfortable  bed. 
Yet  in  the  Ostermoor  Mattress  there  are  EIGHT  of  these  resilient 
sheets,   laid  by   hand  one   upon  another. 

/nd  an  Ostermoor  Mattress  remains  supremely  rest- 
ful and  comfortable  for  a  lifetime.  It  never  needs  re- 
making"— "First  cost  is  last  and  only  cost." 

The  name  "Ostermoor"  and  trademarked  label  in  red 
and  black  are  sewn  into  the  end  band  of  every  g-enume 
Ostermoor  Mattress,  and  are  a  PERSONAL  GUAB- 
ANTES    to    you    of    every   quality    we   claim. 

One  dealer  in  every  live.  Western  town  sells  the 
Ostermoor  Mattress.  Write  us  for  his  name  and  copy 
of   our  descriptive  booklet. 


MATTRESSES     COST 

4  ft  6  in.  wide,  45  lbs.,  $15.00 
4  ft  0  in.  wide,  40  lbs.,  14.00 
3  ft.  «  in.  wide,  35  lbs.,  12.50 
3  ft  0  in.  wide,  30  lbs.,  11.00 
2    ft.    «   in.   wide.    25   lbs.,        9.50 

All    8    ft.    3    in.    Ions. 

Madf    in    two    i>arts,    BOc   extra. 

Transportation   prepaid. 


THE  ALASKA  FEATHER 
&  DOWN  CO.,  LIMITED 

MONTREAL  AND  WINNIPEG 


HERE'S  THE  SENSATION  OF  THE  YEAR  IN  MEN'S  CLOTHING 


No   MuestioM   ahout    it     a..    *";i'"';y''|,,;;i:;.^'iiESt:BVEDLV'U'p^^^^^         MATEWAil" 

made    from   pure   Botany   wool,    is    the   "'"'~\*'~^*' ,  

Men's  Suits  on  the  market.  J''"'- ,  that  reason  « e  1 
(17  oz.  weiKht.  guaranteed  fast  eolor)  to  i.e  in.  i. 
season       ^ueh    v^lue  has    never  before  been   offered   to    ^ 

DON'T    OVERLOOK    THESE    DETAH-S.-The     K- 
ijrniiif,'   and    tailmini,'    thf-se   suits,   and    each    on.-     s 
before    il    is    s.-nt    out    to   a    customer.      The   material    .. 
.shrunk    before    inakinK    up.    and    we    Kuaranfe.-    tliem     !■ 

unbreakalde   front   of   sluunk    lin.-n   ''*"'*,.•■.-„.,    ,^   ,,,„.,,    „|,ii  n.-.i.aii, 

cloth    and    paddins    stayed    with    '"'i'"^^.''' '' i'       'IL^   ■•amg    -^    d  ^"    »'"' 

and   tinishe.l   %vith   doutole  stitched   edgres   and    raised   ••»m« 
silk.      Single    breasted    style    has    tan-'^     "  "■-    ""    ' 
vest  pockets  and  cuffs  on   the  sleeves. 

K5. — Double-breasted 
KB. — Sinffle-breasted 

(When    ordering,    specify    which    one 


III    want.      Slsrj. 


ver    44.    $1..S0   extra.      Write    for   Catalogue 


THE 
ROBERT 


SIMPSON  ^ 


COMt'ANY 
MITED 


kV 


TORONTO.    ONT 


.-J 


It  i.s  the  proper  bhnding  of  the  tobaccos  used  in  MURAD  TURKISH 
CIGARETTES  which  gives  them  their  delightful  flavor. 


J*,  j^nargyros 


PRICE    TEN    CENTS 


MUNBifl 


Published  by  the  Westward    Ho    Publishing  ComDanv.  Ltd. 


^r> 


For  tlie  June  Bride 


Two  direct  influences  decide  the  wedding  gift,  your  own  taste  and  what  you 
think  the  bride  would  appreciate.  It  is  impossible  to  go  wrong  if  you  select 
a  piece  of  Birks'  silverware. 

Silver  Deposite-ware  as  above  illustrated  is  very  popular  this  year  in 
the  East.  We  are  showing  many  attractive  pieces  of  this  in  addition  to 
our  heavy  stock  of  silver  dishes,  comports,  vases  and  the  endless  list  of 
table  appointments. 

We  study  and  are  vitally  interested  in  silverware  from  the  first  stages 
of  silver  bullion  to  the  finished  article  purchased  for  your  home. 

Silverware   and   Diamond   Jewellery  are   our   particular  hobbies. 


Henry  Birks  &  Sons,  Limited 

Manufacturers  of  Silverware  and  Jewellery.     Diamond  Merchants. 
Geo.  E.  Trorey,  Man.  Dir.  VANCOUVER,  B.C. 
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J.C.Green  ,  prop 
GOLDEN.  B.C. 


Bates  $2  a  day  and  up. 

The 

King  Edward 

Hotel 


BELL  &  MTJBBAY.  Proprietor*. 
ENDE&BT,    B.C. 


Newly   BtUlt  and  Fumi*h«d. 
Bates  Sa  per  day. 


Big  Gauie  ShuotinK^.       Bzcellant  risblac. 
A  Tourist's  Paradlia. 


WOfiTONIA  HOTEL 

1    -  —     fliSVfll^  '  POKTL.AN'D 
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A.  B.  NORTON.  Manager 
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Hotel  loit  Royal 

BANFF.  ALT  A. 

Electric  Lighted 

Steam  Heated 

Hot   and   Cold   Water 

Private    Baths 
Centre  of  the  National   Park. 
Rates   $2.50   per   day   and   up. 

D.  McDOUGALL        -  Proprietor 
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European  and   American   Plan. 
Rates  Mcderate. 

Hotel  Balmoral 

M.  J.  G.  WHITE 

Proprietress. 

A    First    Class    Family    and    Tourist 
Hotel. 

Situated  in  the  Best  Part  of  the  City. 

DOUGLAS  ST.,       VICTORIA,  B.C. 


Hotel  Dominion 


Is  the  recognized  headquarters  in  Van- 
couver. B.I'.,  for  visitor-s  from  the 
Prairie  Provinces.  On  arrival  take  your 
bas^'H^e  to  the  large  Brown  Auto  Bus 
which  carries  you  to  the  hotel  free. 

Bates — American,  $1.50  to  $2.00. 

European,   50c   and   up. 


P.  BAYKES,  Proprietor. 
Abbott   Street        -        VANCOUVER,    B.C. 


BADMINTON  HOTEL 

of  VANCOUVER,  B.  C. 
The  Leading  Tourist  and  Family  Hotel 

Kates  $2.00  and  $2.50  par  day. 

Special  Rates  by  the  Week. 


Free  Bus  meets  all  trains  and  boats. 
George  E.  Parry,  Manager. 


AUVEKTlSliNG  SECTlOiS,    W  EblW  Al;ii    llu!    .\I.\UA/.1.M. 


S.G.EQ^QE  MOTFL 


•   A.jn  he 


Your  impressions  of  Vancouver— the  "Sunset  City"  will  be 
made  all  the  more  lasting  by  seeing  the  City  and  Maqnificent 
Stanley  Park  in  one  of  our  comfortable  Hacks,  Broughams, 
Victor  as.  Surreys  or  Carriages. 

STAIVLEY     PARK    STABLES 

aiex.  Mitchell,   Mqr.  VaMCOLlVER.   B.    C. 


When  in 
The  Royal  City 


Tfn" 


iir  It 


THE  WINDSOR  HOTEL 

(Next  to  the  'I'rain  OtHco.) 
P.  O.  BII.ODEAU,  Proprietor. 

American     Pt«"         $1.25  to  J2. 00 

European     Plan     50c  to  $1.00 

NEW  WESTMINSTER,  B.  C. 
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\i       Enderby.B.C. 


r-::-:-:;-:-:-M-:-:-i-:-:-f:-;^-M+n4-:-:-f:-:-f  :•:+:•:+:•:+:•:-«: 

•:5 


{•J    t  iiff  Uiisuri>ii'>-'»  il 
-;-         furthe  >leiiu 

I    Poodle  Dog  Hotel 

:;:  EL'ROPEAN  PLAN 

JI  "*" 

^l     K(M>m«(tti>  bo  hiul  hy  Ilii"  day.  wc.k  or   intiiith     ^ 
Vj»  nt  n-aHoimble  nitc«.  « 

%  A.  COoPEMAN.  Proprietor  g 

+    Yites  Street.  •  VICTORIA.    B.  C.    t 

i-:+:-:*:-£4-:-:*:-:=f:-?f:-:+tt+«+K+t:+K+*t*ew6Mi 


ADVEKTISING  SECTION,  WESTWARD  HO!  MAGAZINE. 


Write  for  illustrated  booklet  and  rates. 

Q.    E.    HABTNESS,    Manager. 


Visitors  to  Chilliwack 

Should  Make  This  Hotel  Their 
Headquarters. 


Bates  $2.00  to  $2.50. 

Hot     Watfr     Heating,     Eler-tric      Lifrhl.s. 
Kaths,    Private    Bus. 

B.  B.  MCLENNAN,  -  Proprietor 

CHII.I,IWACK,    B.C. 


THE  GLORiOliS  KOOTENAY 

TROUT  A^D  SALMON 

BEAR,  SHEEP  AND  GOAT 

CARIBOU,  Etc. 

If  you  wish  to  have  an    outing    amid    the 

finest  sconery  and    urroundings  in 

Amer  ca,  apply  for  particulars 

to 

GEO.   P.  WELLS 

Proprietor 

THE   HUME    HOTELS 

NELSON,  B.  C.    ^ 
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'Twelve  Stories  of 
Solid  Comforl" 


Building,     comrcti-, 

steel  and  marble. 
I.ccated,   most  fash- 
idiiable   shoppiiijr 
'i-.trict. 

'f)oms,  135  baths. 
'      niry    and    bound 
magazines  in  read- 
ing rooms  for 
guests. 
Most  refined  hostelry 

in  Seattle. 
Absolutely  fireproof. 
Rates,  SI. 00  up     English  Grill. 


Canadians  \  isiting 
Seattle  Should  Make 
Their  Headquarters  at  the 

HOTHL 

WASHINGTON 

ANNifX 


European   and   American   Plana. 
Absolutely    Fireproof. 

Itocated   WitMn    One   Block    of    8hoppla« 

Dletrlct. 

New — Conatructed    In    1907. 

Elegrantly   Fumlsbed.   Every   Modern 
Convenience. 

Adjoininj   Suitee   for   Parties   TraTelUnr 
Tog:  ether. 

Dlning--Rooni    Service   Perfect. 

Music    Every    Evenlng^. 


ARE  YOU  GOINO  TO  FKINCi:   klFLK 


Then   travel   on   the 

'•  RUPERT  CITY  " 

The  largest  and  best  appointed  steamer  on  the  Northern  British  Columbia  run 
Leaves  Vancouver  every  Monday  for  Prince  Rupert,  Port  Esslnitton.  etc..  Write 
or  wire  reservations. 

MACKENZIE  BROS.,  Limited 

330    SE'TMOtTB    STBEET  ....  -VAnCOITVrK.    B C 
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E.  H.  Heaps,  President.  R.  P.  McLennan,  Vice-President. 

C.  E.  Berg,  Manager. 

Columbia  Fire  Insurance  Co.,  Ltd. 

VANCOUVER,  CANADA 

54.  HX?f ".e.  w  Reliable  Insurance 

AGENTS  WANTED. 


LOANS.  INSURANCE.  RENTS. 

PROCTOR  &  WALSH 
Real  Estate 

2435  GRANVILLE  STREET,  VANCOUVER.  B.C. 

FAIRVIEW  PROPERTY  A  SPECIALTY. 

Phone  3315. 


June  Weddings 

You  cannot  make  a  more  useful  or  handsome  present  to  the  bride  or  bride- 
groom than  a  good  English   Leather  Travelling  Case  or   Grip. 

We    have    just    received    a     splendid     shipment     of    first     class     ENGLISH 
LEATHER  GOODS  of  all  kinds,  and  invite  your  inspection. 


For  the  Bride 

Fitted  Suit  Cases, 

Real  Alligator  Hand  Bags, 

Fitted  Dressing  Cases, 

Dress  Baskets, 

Flat  Cases. 


For  the  Bridegroom 

Sole  Leather  Trunks, 

Fitted  Suit  Cases, 

Real  Hornback  Alligator  Bags, 

Suit  Cases  in  all  Sizes, 

English  Kit  Bags  and  Gladstones. 


E,  CHAPHAN 


BRITISH  IMPORTER.  613  HASTINGS  STREET,  VANCOUVER. 

Sole  Agent  in  B.  C.  for  R.  Atkinson's  Royal  Irish  Poplin  Neckwear. 
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Publishers  Notice! 


Beginniug-  ^vitii  this  the  Jtuie  number  we  propose  to  adopt  an 
entirely  new  policy  with  regard  to  our  articles.  We  want  to  giv 
the  greatest  value  in  our  magazine  to  the  greatest  number  of  our 
readers. 

We  want  to  tell  our  readers  abroad  of  the  advantag^-s  and 
progress  of  our  own  country,  and  to  give  our  home  readers  interesting 
reading  on  the  Colonies  and  Foreign  lands.  Arrangements  have  been 
concluded  for  some  beautifully  ilhistrated  articles  along  these  lines. 

Our  yachting  friends  will  be  pleased  to  hear  that  the  Royal 
Vaxcouvee  Yacht  Club  has  adopted  this  magazine  as  its  otticial 
organ,  and  will  make  all  of  its  club  announcements  througli  thes  • 
coltmins,  together  with  the  record  of  its  cruises. 

We  start  a  new  Serial  this  mouth,  The  Pacific  ^Var  of  191'). 
This  is  a  thrilling  narrative  with  plenty  of  local  colour,  and  will 
prove  of  sustained  interest  through  each  succeeding  installment  to 
the  end.     It  is  by  the  well  known  writer,  Chas.  H.  Stuart  Wade. 

The  Fiction-prose  articles  and  selections  are  good  this  mouth, 
while  the  article  of  interest  to  most  of  otir  readers  will  uu  loubtedly 
be  the  A.  Y.  P.  E.  descriptive  illustrated  sketch. 

And  now  just  a  word  as  to  future  issues : — 

Jul}'  Mill  be  the  •'Domini ou""  number,  containing  articles  from 
the  i^ens  of  some  of  our  well  known  pioneers,  men  whos? 
reminiscences  of  the  early  days  will  interest  the  present  generation. 
We  have  secured  some  rare  photographs  for  illustrations  in  this 
number. 

And  for  the  rest — ^^  ell  I  we  promise  good  entertaining  literature, 
the  best  we  can  get  each  montli. 

WESTWARD  HO!  PUBLISHING  CO.,  Ltd. 


P.S. — AU  business  communications  should  be  addressed  to  the  Company  and  noc 
to  individuals. 
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The  Alaska- Yukon-Pacific 
Exposition* 

By  W.  H.  Raymond. 


SEATTLE  is  ready  to  play  actively 
her  part  as  intermediary  between 
Occident  and  Orient.  She  will 
introduce  the  great  fully  devel- 
oped world  of  the  West,  to  the  great  and 
practically  undeveloped  world  of  the  far 
east  and  to  the  knowledge  of  both  she 
will  bring  the  vast  domain  of  the  north, 
Alaska,  that  they  three  may  thereafter 
get  together  for  their  mutual  profit  and 
advancement. 

In  a  word,  through  the  agency  of  the 
Alaska-Yukon-Pacific  Exposition,  which 
Seattle  will  open  to  the  world  on  June 
1st,  the  tremendous  developmental  en- 
ergy of  America  is  to  be  ushered  in  to 
ihe  theatre  of  the  world's  work  during 
the  centuries  that  are  to  come. 

It  is  in  Alaska  and  Yukon  and  the  far 
east  that  the  world's  exploitation  will  be 
done  from  now  forward.  There,  will 
the  millions  be  poured  into  railroad 
building,  and  the  engineering  feats  which 
have  placed  .\merica  on  the  pinnacle  of 
industrialism,  be  duplicated  and  even  ex- 
ceeded. 

This  acquaintance  Seattle,  with  the 
splendid  assistance  of  the  United  States 
Government,  has  undertaken,  and  the 
success  of  its  undertaking  is  today  as- 
sured, for  it  is  ready  to  perform  the  cere- 
mony. 

It  is  the  first  congress  of  the  nations 
that  lie  on  the  western  seas,  such  a  con- 
stress  as  the  world  has  never  known,  for 


participating  in  it  are  nations  and  raci- 
that  have  only  just  awakened  and  felt  llu 
fire  that  moves  to  national  endeavour  and 
accomplishment. 

The  China  that  was  asleep  and  is  now 
awake  is  making  prei)arations  to  outdo. 
if  that  be  possible,  her  lusty,  wumlerlul 
neighbour,  the  Mikado.  Siani  and  Anam 
and  Uurma.  aroused  by  the  unheard  o; 
racket  of  preparation  being  made  by 
their  erstwhile  somnolent  parent,  are  aiso 
up  and  doing  and  as  fully  determined 
lo  show  to  the  world  their  capacity  for 
its  tasks. 

Uncle  Sam  is  si>ending  a  quarter  mil- 
lion to  give  to  the  American  people  a 
correct  knowledge  of  the  '^  "  '>  •-  -Mn- 
derstood  Filipino  and  his  tr  i- 

l)acity  for  production  and  ••  \- 

cellence  and  there  are  exhibits  also  irom 
those  islands  neighbour  to  Luzon,  Su- 
matra and  Java  and  with  them  also,  Cey- 
lon and  Borneo  and  the  other  spice 
islands  of  the  Straits  Settlements,  with  a 
characteristic  display  from  Singapore, 
with  the  whole  Malay  Peninsula  includ- 
ed. I^enang  has  sent  its  women,  its 
sjMces  and  its  incense,  with  all  else  it  has 
that  throws  a  glamour  over  equatorial 
existence. 

Japan's  exhibit  at  the  exp«i<«ition  is  by 
tar  the  most  elaborate  that  N'ippon  ha' 
ever  made.  Not  since  the  <lay  Uncle 
Sam  quietly  shook  the  land  of  the  rising 
sun  bv  the  shoulder  and  wakened  it  from 
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Beginning  with  this  the  June  number  we  propose  to  adopt  an 
entirely  new  policy  with  regard  to  our  articles.  AVe  w^ant  to  giv 
the  greatest  value  in  our  magazine  to  the  greatest  number  of  oui 
readers. 

We  want  to  tell  our  readers  abroad  of  the  advantages  and 
progress  of  our  own  country,  and  to  give  our  home  readers  interesting 
reading  on  the  Colonies  and  Foreign  lands.  Arrangements  have  been 
concluded  for  some  beautifully  illustrated  articles  along  these  lines. 

Our  yachting  friends  will  be  pleased  to  hear  that  the  Royal 
Va^tcouver  Yacht  Club  has  adopted  this  magazine  as  its  oiiicial 
organ,  and  will  make  all  of  its  club  announcements  tlirougli  thes,- 
columns,  together  with  the  record  of  its  cruises. 

We  start  a  new  Serial  this  month,  The  Pacific  War  of  1910. 
This  is  a  thrilling  narrative  with  plenty  of  local  colour,  and  will 
prove  of  sustained  interest  through  each  succeeding  installment  to 
the  end.     It  is  by  the  well  known  writer,  Chas.  IT.  Stuart  Wade. 

The  Fiction-prose  articles  and  selections  are  good  tliis  mouth, 
while  the  article  of  interest  to  most  of  our  readers  will  un  loubtedly 
be  the  A.  Y.  P.  E.  descriptive  illustrated  sketch. 

And  now  just  a  word  as  to  future  issues  : — ■  » 

July  will  be  the  'T)ominion''  number,  containing  articles  from 
the  pens  of  some  of  our  well  known  pioneers,  men  whos:' 
reminiscences  of  the  early  days  will  interest  the  present  generation. 
We  have  secured  some  rare  photographs  for  illustrations  in  this 
number. 

And  for  the  rest — Well !  we  promise  good  entertaining  literature^, 
the  b:'st  we  can  get  each  montli. 

WESTWARD  HO!  PUBLISHING  CO.,  Ltd. 

P.S. — All  business  communications  should  be  addressed  to  the  Company  and  noc 
to  individuals. 
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The  Alaska- Yukon-Pacific 
Exposition* 

By  W.  H.  Raymond. 


SEATTLE  is  ready  to  play  aclivcl\ 
her  part  as  intermediary  between 
( Jccident  and  Orient.  She  will 
introduce  the  great  fully  devel- 
oped world  of  the  West,  to  the  great  and 
])ractically  undeveloped  world  of  the  far 
east  and  to  the  knowledge  of  both  she 
will  bring  the  vast  domain  of  the  north. 
Alaska,  that  they  three  may  thereafter 
get  together  for  their  mutual  profit  and 
advancement. 

In  a  word,  through  the  agency  of  the 
Alaska-Yukon-Pacific  Exposition,  which 
Seattle  will  open  to  the  w^orld  on  June 
1st,  the  tremendous  developmental  en- 
ergy of  America  is  to  be  ushered  in  to 
the  theatre  of  the  world's  work  during 
the  centuries  that  are  to  come. 

It  is  in  Alaska  and  Yukon  and  the  far 
east  that  the  world's  exploitation  w^ill  be 
done  from  now  forward.  There,  will 
the  millions  be  poured  into  railroad 
building,  and  the  engineering  feats  which 
have  placed  America  on  the  pinnacle  of 
industrialism,  be  duplicated  and  even  ex- 
ceeded. 

This  acquaintance  Seattle,  with  the 
splendid  assistance  of  the  United  States 
Government,  has  undertaken,  and  the 
success  of  its  undertaking  is  today  as- 
sured, for  it  is  ready  to  perform  the  cere- 
mony. 

It  is  the  first  congress  of  the  nations 
that  lie  on  the  western  seas,  such  a  con- 
gress as  the  world  has  never  known,  for 


participatmg  in  it  are  nations  and  raci- 
that  have  only  just  awakened  and  felt  thi 
fire  that  moves  to  naticjnal  endeavour  and 
accomplishment. 

The  China  that  was  asleep  and  is  now- 
awake  is  making  preparations  to  outdo, 
it  that  be  possible,  her  lusty,  wonderful 
neighbour,  the  Mikado.  Siam  and  Anani 
and  LJurma.  aroused  by  the  unheard  o; 
racket  of  preparation  being  made  by 
their  erstwhile  somnolent  parent,  arc  a;so 
up  and  doing  and  as  fully  determined 
to  show  to  the  world  their  cai)acity  for 
its  tasks. 

Uncle  Sam  is  spending  a  quarter  mil- 
lion to  give  to  the  American  people  a 
correct  knowledge  of  the  much  misun- 
•  lerstood  Filipino  and  his  tremendous  ca- 
pacity for  production  and  industrial  ex- 
cellence and  there  are  exhibits  also  from 
those  islands  neighbour  to  Luzon.  Su- 
matra and  Java  and  with  them  also,  Cey- 
lon and  Borneo  and  the  other  spice 
islands  of  the  Straits  Settlements,  with  a 
characteristic  display  from  Singa|x>rc. 
with  the  whole  Malay  Peninsula  includ- 
ed. Penang  has  sent  its  women,  its 
spires  and  its  incense,  with  all  else  it  has 
that  throws  a  glamour  over  equatorial 
existence. 

Japan's  exhibit  at  the  exposition  is  by 
»nr  the  most  elalK»rate  that  Nippon  ha* 
ever  made.  Not  since  the  day  L'nclc 
Sam  quietly  shook  the  land  of  the  rising 
sun  bv  the  shoulder  and  wakened  it  from 
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— Courtesy   of  the   Vancouver  Tourist  Association. 


its  sleep  of  ages,  have  the  Japanese  an- 
swered to  the  industrial  call  as  they  have 
answered  to  the  invitation  of  Seattle. 
The  first  and  always  the  staunch  friend 
of  the  natives  of  Nippon  on  the  Pacific 
Coast,  Seattle's  request  has  been  consid- 
ered a  command  by  the  home  govern- 
ment and  as  a  result,  the  whole  life  of 
Tokyo  is  taken  up  and  transplanted  on 
the  northwestern  shore. 

Not  only  the  commercial  life  of  Japan 
is  shown,  but  the  home  life  of  its  people, 
their  daily  habit  of  life  and  dress — the 
way  they  are  today,  the  way  they  were 
an  hundred  years  ago  when  the  Samurai 
lorded  it  over  all  the  land  and  the  man 
of  business  and  affairs  commercial 
ranked  with  the  scullion  and  the  petty 
thief.  Japan  does  not  plan  to  show  only 
the  great  things  it  has  today,  but  its 
whole  romantic,  startling  story. 

Australia,  all  Australasia  in  fact,  and 
this  includes  New  Zealand  and  whole 
batallions  and  regiments  of  islets  and 
islands  that  lie  under  the  Southern 
Cross,  have  made  as  complete  a  showing 
as  any  other  nation  or  colonial  govern- 
ment. Had  that  not  been  assured  be- 
fore, the  visit  of  the  American  fleet  to 
Sydney  would  have  made  it  certain.  It 
was  taken  in  dead  earnest  as  "hands 
across  the  sea"  when  Sperry  with  the  Ar- 
mada sailed  in  past  Sydney  Heads  and 


the  good  natured  question  down  that  w^ay 
was,  whether  the  land  of  the  kangaroo 
owes  fealty  to  King  Edward,  or  Teddy 
Roosevelt. 

Alaska's  exhibit  or  better,  exhibits,  are 
a  revelation  to  the  hundreds  of  thousands 
who  strangely,  know  little,  or  positively 
nothing  of  the  world's  great  treasure 
box.  The  exhibits  are  such  that  there 
will  no  longer  be  ignorance.  It  is- 
Alaska-Yukon  as  it  is,  even  to  the  ro- 
mance of  the  trail ;  the  mysteries  of  the 
blizzard  and  the  hardships  the  great 
white  silence.  It  is  shown  by  constant 
mining  operation  how  it  is  that  the 
northland  in  ten  years  of  work,  has 
leaped  to  second  place  in  the  gold  pro- 
duction of  the  world.  It  wall  be  shown 
why  the  millions  of  Morgan  and  Gug- 
genheim are  being  expended  like  water, 
to  overcome  physical  obstacles  which, 
until  the  present,  were  considered  insur- 
mountable, that  they  may  lead  railroads 
to  the  most  enormous  deposits  of  copper 
the  world  has  to  offer.  Alaska's  fish- 
eries w^hich,  although  half  developed, 
are  still  factories  for  turning  out  mil- 
lionaires, are  shown  in  full  operation  and 
the  other  trading  possibilities  of  the 
never-ending  Alaskan  coast,  will  be 
completely  demonstrated.  The  Esqui- 
maux, the  Siwashes,  the  Indians  of  the 
Yukon  and  the  giant  aboriginals  of  the 
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farther  north,  the  Gens  du  Large,  with 
their  sled  dogs,  which  are  half  wild  wolf, 
their  klootchmen  and  their  children,  their 
birch  canoes  and  the  kiaks  in  which  the 
coast  huntsmen  chase  the  walrus  antl  the 
whale  are  also  shown  as  also  is  the  big 
game  with  which  Alaska  abounds. 

Canada  and  all  the  state  of  the  west 
and  many  of  those  of  the  east  and  south 
liave  buildings  of  their  own  within  tlie 
exposition  reservation.  Canada  and 
1  ukon  have  whole  divisions,  for  they 
have  as  much  to  show  and  as  much  to 
dc /elope  as  has  any  other  exhibitor. 

The  state  of  Washington  alone  is 
spending  a  million  of  dollars  that  its 
wondrous  resources  may  be  amply 
shown.  Its  vast  stores  of  timber,  grains, 
fruits  and  mineral  and  its  remarkable 
fisheries  are  arrayed  as  they  are. 

And  that  all  of  these  things  may  be 
shown  and  that  Seattle  may  do  properly 
and  well  the  great  big  thing  which  it  has 
set  its  hand  to  do  twenty  millions  of  dol- 
lars have  been  spent  in  the  one  way  or 
another. 

The  exposition  city  has  been  builded 
in  a  virgin  forest  upon  which  mount 
Rainier  looks  down  from  a  height  of 
15,000  feet;  its  palaces,  many  of  them  of 
permanent  brick,  rise  among  firs,  and 
cedars  and  hemlocks.  Its  grounds  are 
tangles  of  blooms  and  woodland  greens. 
The  site  slopes  to  two  lakes,  not  unlike 


gems  in  the  woods  and  upon  which  the 
water  life  and  beauty  of  Venice  will  be 
reproduced. 

In  the  buildings  there  are  all  the 
beauty  and  attraction  of  Oriental  cun-c 
and  graceful  towering  pihar.  The 
structures  are  grouped  in  a  series  of 
circles  surrounding  the  central  court  in 
which  rises  the  imposing  Alaska  shaft, 
and  down  which  plunge  the  magnificent 
cascades  to  Geyser  IJasin.  Around  the 
central  court,  in  a  semi-circle,  are  the 
splendid  buildings  being  erected  for  the 
L'nitcd  States  Government  to  house  the 
exhibits  from  Hawaii,  the  Philippines 
and  the  Government's  Alaska  exhibit. 

The  out  and  out  amusement  feature 
of  the  exposition  will  exccll  anything 
produced  at  any  world's  fair  down  to  this 
time.  At  Chicago  it  was  the  "Midway," 
at  St.  Louis  it  was  the  "Pike,"  at  the 
Lewis  and  Clarke  exposition  it  was  the 
"Trail."  At  the  Alaska- Yukon- Pacific 
Exposition  it  is  the  "Pay  Streak"  and 
upon  it  are  only  such  amusements  as  arc 
the  "last  word"  in  their  lines.  There  is 
of  course,  the  usual  Oriental  village  with 
its  caravans,  theatres  and  cafes,  but  it 
will  be  no  stock  production.  On  the  con- 
trary, a  special  commissioner  was  sent 
through  the  Oriental  countries  to  gather 
at  first  hand  the  leading  amusement  feat- 
ures and  everything  else  that  would  serve 
to  show  the  e very-day  life  of  the  pco- 
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pies.  Turkey,  Greece,  the  Levant  gener- 
ally, have  been  laid  under  tribute. 

The  illumination  of  the  Exposition  is 
on  a  magnificent  scale.  In  the  decorative 
feature  of  the  grounds  alone,  one  mil- 
lion eight  candle-power  incandescent 
lamps  are  used  and  by  night  every  build- 
ing on  the  grounds  is  brought  out  in 
blazing  outline.  The  cascades  are  illum- 
inated wth  powerful  submerged  electric 
lights  of  various  colours  and  the  Geyser 
basin  is  a  lake  of  liquid  fire.  The 
Alaska  shaft  is  also  lined  with  lights 
and  the  shore  waters  of  Lakes  Union 
and  Washington,  which  lie  upon  the  Ex- 
position city,  are  made  beautiful  from 
below,  as  well  as  above,  by  the  same  sys- 
tem. On  Lake  Union  the  Government 
carries  on  experiments  with  submarine 
torpedo  boats  and  at  night  the  operations 
of  the  craft  may  be  plainly  seen  by  means 
of  a  myriad  of  lights  placed  under  the 
water. 

Enough  electricity  is  used  for  both 
power  and  light  on  the  exposition 
grounds  to  supply  all  of  the  needs  of  a 
busy  city  of  40,000  population. 

In  large  part,  the  exposition  city  has 
been  permanently  constructed.  Several 
of  the  buildings  are  of  stone  and  pressed 
brick  over  steel  construction  and  these 
will  revert  to  the  State  University  after 
they  have  served  their  purpose  with  the 
Fair.  A  complete  and  modern  sewer 
system  has  been  installed  and  also  a 
water   svstem   which    is   connected   with 


the  city  supply.  All  of  the  electric  wir- 
ing has  been  done  under  ground  not  a 
surface  wire  showing  anywhere  above. 
All  of  the  boulevards,  streets,  plazas  and 
walks  have  been  paved  heavily  in  bitu- 
men and  cement  and  the  gardens  which 
lie  between,  have  been  planted  as  a  pcr- 
iiianent  state  institution. 

Splendid  boulevards  have  been  buiU'.e '. 
along  the  lake  fronts  of  the  grounds  and 
these  all  lead  to  a  general  passenger  de- 
pot outside  the  enclosure  at  which  six 
lines  of  electric  urban  and  inter-urba'.i 
electric  lines  deliver  passengers.  Other 
passengers  are  delivered  on  the  lake 
front  by  the  "mosquito  fleet,"  a  cloud  of 
small  power  craft,  and  many  large  ones, 
which  ply  on  Lake  Washington  between 
the  various  stations. 

Seattle  itself  is  well  able  to  care  com- 
fortably for  no  matter  how  large  a  crowd 
may  be  attracted  by  the  exposition.  It 
has  many  excellent  hotels  and  restaurants 
and  its  associations  of  hotel  and  eating 
house  men  have  held  meetings  and 
pledged  themselves  to  abide  by  their 
usual  scales  of  prices  throughottt  the  ex- 
position period.  Should  the  capacity  of 
Seattle  be  at  all  pressed,  the  city  of  Ta- 
coma  is  only  an  hour  and  a  half  away 
by  a  splendid  inter-urban  trolley  ser\dce 
and  it,  too,  offers  the  best  to  be  had  of 
hotel  accommodation.  All  round  Puget 
Sound,  for  a  matter  of  that,  are  cities 
which  boast  first  class  hotel  service  and 
which  are  connected  with  Seattle  bv  al- 
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most  constant  boat  traffic  over  one  of  the 
most  beautiful  bodies  of  water  in  the 
world.  The  larger  towns  of  the  Dom- 
inion are  also  at  hand ;  so  much  so  that 
one  may  in  a  day  go  sightseeing  in  either 
X'ancouver  or  Victoria,  or  to  the  remark- 
able coal  mines  on  Vancouver  Island. 

To  the  sightseer  these  side  trips  from 
Seattle  offer  such  scenery  as  may  be  had 
nowhere  else.  To  the  sportsman,  two 
hours'  journey  from  the  city  will  pro- 
vide him  with  bear  or  deer  shooting  and 
unexcelled  trout  fishing  at  all  seasons  of 
the  year.  An  exhibit  of  live  specimens 
of  the  big  game  of  l)oth  Washington  and 
Alaska  is  one  of  the  most  interesting 
features  of  the  big  fair. 


sic  in  style.  This  structure  is  topped  by 
a  huge  dome  and  conujiands  prominence 
in  the  sky  line.  The  Washington  buihl- 
ing  is  two  stories  in  height  and  in  design 
is  a  free  American  treatment  of  the  clas- 
sic Krench  stNle  of  architecture.  Seven 
buildings  on  tiie  ex|K)sition  grounds  will 
revert  to  the  University  of  \\  a.shington 
at  the  close  of  the  exposition. 

These  arc  the  auditorium,  fine  arts, 
machinery,  Washington,  Arctic  Brother- 
hood, Forestry  and  Women's  buildings. 
The  auditorium  is  Roman  classic  in  <lc- 
sign  and  the  fine  arts  follows  the  French 
style  of  architecture.  The  machinery 
hall,  to  lie  the  permanent  engineering 
Iniildincr  for  the  universitv.  is  a  nnxlern 


South    End    of    Manufacturers'    Building. 


In  the  general  plan  of  architecture  the 
Alaska- Yukon-Pacitic  Exposition  fol- 
lows the  French  renaissance  style.  Ihis 
applies  to  the  manufactures,  agriculture, 
mines,  fisheries,  and  other  structures 
forming  the  central  picture  of  the  exhi- 
bition. The  buildings  are  grouped  about 
the  Cascades  and  Geyser  basin,  the  main 
decorative  features,  and  the  United 
States  Government  buildings  complete 
the  scheme.  The  federal  structures  are 
a  pleasing  combination  of  French  and 
Spanish  renaissance  styles  and  the  great 
dome  on  the  main  government  building 
is  the  architectural  ciimax  of  the  fair. 

The  California  state  building  is  of 
Spanish  mission  architecture  and  the 
Oregon  building  is  strictly  Roman  clas- 


adaption  of  the   Spanish  mission  archi- 
tecture and  is  an  attractive  structure. 

The  agriculture  and  manufactures 
buildings  are  similar  with  just  em>ugh 
difference  of  detail  to  avoid  mechanical 
repetition.  Un  the  agriculture  building 
is  a  beautiful  circular  jHirgola  coloimadc 
with  ionic  columns  supporting  trehis 
beams  and  flower  tubs.  During  the  life 
of  the  exposition  these  cohuuns  will  be 
covered  with  w(H)dbine  and  clematis.  The 
end  facades  of  the  building  consist  of  a 
semi-circular  arch  fifty  feet  wide  crown- 
ed with  a  pediment  containing  the  offi- 
cial seal  of  the  exposition  iK-autifully 
worked  out  in  staflf.  The  fisheries  build- 
ing stands  on  the  same  side  of  the  Cas- 
cades   as    the    agriculture    buiMing    and 
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ionic  columns  were  used  to  harmonize 
with  the  adjoining  building.  On  the  op- 
posite side  of  this  court  of  honour  stand 
the  manufactures  and  mines  buildings 
where  doric  columns  have  been  used  for 
the  sake  of  harmony  with  the  adjacent 
structures. 

The  factory  building  will  be  the 
largest  log  house  ever  built  and  about 
the  front  of  the  structure  will  be  one 
hundred  and  twenty-four  logs  each  forty 
feet  high  and  containing  6,000  feet  in 
board  measure.  The  weight  of  each 
one  of  these  great  logs  is  estimated  at 
50,000  pounds.  The  logs  used  in  the 
exterior  of  the  building  are  being  left 
in  the  rough  while  those  used  in  the 
interior  will  have  bark  removed. 

One  of  the  ornate  buildings  on  the  ex- 
position grounds  is  the  music  pavilion. 
This  building  is  of  colonial  architecture 
with  many  of  the  characteristics  of  the 
French  style,  carrying  columns  modeled 
after  those  surrounding  Washington's 
old  home  at  Alt.  Vernon.  In  the  frieze 
about  this  building  is  a  musical  staff  and 
other  decorations  of  a  similar  nature. 

The  home  of  the  Arctic  Brotherhood 
on  the  exposition  grounds  is  typical  of 
the  buses  in  Alaska  and  the  north  of  Fin- 
land and  is  built  of  logs.  The  landscape 
features  about  this  building  represent 
gardens  seen  in  the  north.  The  struc- 
ture to  be  occupied  by  the  Japanese  and 
Chinese  will  be  strictly  Oriental  in  gen- 
eral character.  On  the  Pay  Streak  the 
exposition  amusement  street,  many  of 
the  structures  will  follow  the  Japanese 
architecture  and  the  entrance  to  the 
gaiety  boulevard  is  of  Japan-Alaskan  de- 
sign so  called  because  the  main  arch  will 
consist  of  totem  poles  supporting  curved 
pagoda  roofs. 

A  large  number  of  structures  are  of 
free  American  style  of  architecture,  but 
have  been  so  located  as  to  make  a  com- 
plete picture  with  the  buildings  in  the 
main  group  following  the  French  ren- 
naissance  design. 

Surrounding  the  exposition  is  a  forest 
and  much  of  the  natural  verdure  has 
been  left.  The  formal  gardens  approach- 
ing the  manufactures  and  agriculture 
palaces  are  similar  to  those  in  the  nublic 
park  of  Versailles  and  are  French  in  de- 


sign. From  the  standpoint  of  the  lover 
of  the  beautiful  the  Pacific  exposition 
will  excel  any  world's  fair  in  history. 
The  first  consideration  has  been  the  land- 
scaping, floral  display,  ihumination  and 
sculpture.  This,  combined  with  the  mild 
climate  of  the  Puget  Sound  country,  the 
beautiful  mountain,  lake  and  woodland 
scenery  and  the  central  location  of  the 
grounds  will,  result  in  the  Alaska-Yukon- 
Pacific  Exposition  being  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  and  attractive  ever  planned. 

The  principal  work  of  sculpture  is  the 
exposition  monument,  at  the  head  of  the 
Cascades.  It  is  seventy  feet  high  and 
stands  on  a  pedestal  twenty  feet  in 
height.  About  the  base  of  the  pedestal 
are  three  seated  female  figures  symboli- 
cal of  the  Northland,  the  South  Seas, 
and  the  Orient.  The  column  is  of  Cor- 
inthian design  and  carries  a  globe  show- 
ing the  signs  of  the  zodiac.  Surmount- 
ing this  globe  is  a  huge  American  eagle. 
The  animal  groups  about  the  Geyser 
basin  are  an  elk,  bear,  timber  wolf  and 
cougar,  all  representative  of  the  North- 
land. Ornamental  vases  carrying  the 
official  emblems  of  the  exposition  stafif, 
circle  the  entire  central  court  around 
the  Cascades  and  the  Geyser  basin  and 
in  front  of  several  of  the  larger  build- 
ings. These  vases  will  contain  many 
varieties  of  flowers  and  the  pergolas 
about  the  front  of  the  buildings  will  be 
completely  covered  with  climbing  roses. 
The  electroliers  on  the  grounds  are  of 
French  renaissance  design  and  the  settee"^ 
of  the  Roman  design.  The  decorative 
light  standards  provide  for  a  large  sphere 
of  light  and  each  containing  sixty  thirty- 
power  lights. 

The  1909  exhibition  will  be  well  light- 
ed and  thousands  of  lights  will  be  used 
in  the  illumination  of  the  buildings.  On 
the  manufactures  and  agriculture  build- 
ings will  be  a  total  of  17,000  lights  for 
the  exterior  decorations  and  it  requires 
more  than  5,000  each  to  outline  all  of  the 
mines  and  fisheries  buildings.  On  the 
Fine  Arts  building  will  be  4,000  g.obes 
and  the  auditorium  will  require  5,000 
lights.  In  the  Geyser  basin  are  more 
than  1. 000  lights  and  1.500  will  be  used 
in  the  electrical  decorations  under  water 
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about  the  Cascades  illuminating  the  falls 
with  the  colors  of  the  rainbow. 

In  the  green  houses  owned  by  the  ex- 
position company  are  more  than  1,000,- 
000  plants  of  description  to  be  used  in 
building  beautiful  tloral  designs  and 
sunken  ganiens.  When  the  expositi<jn 
opens  climbing  roses,  geraniums,  rhodo- 
dendrons, cactis,  dahlias  and  many  other 
varieties  of  flowers  will  be  found  massed 
in  profusion  about  the  big  structures 
giving  forth  colour  and  perfume  from 
every  conceivable  nook  and  corner.  The 
building  of  the  exposition  has  progressed 
to  such  an  extent  that  the  fair  will  be 
easily  ready  two  weeks  before  the  open- 
ing date,  June  i,  1909. 


339 

Fireworks  will  cost  approximatci> 
$30,000,  and  the  special  events  arc  esti- 
mated to  cost  $50,000.  Salaries  of  em- 
I)loyes,  prizes  for  the  athletic  contests 
and  the  cost  of  the  stadium,  which  will 
be  $i9,ocx),  will  make  up  other  items  in 
the   allowance  of  $200,000. 

1  he  allowance  made  for  the  exposi- 
tion guards  is  $53,000.  This  estimate 
was  based  upon  the  assumption  that  the 
I  ity  will  furnish  patrolmen  to  police  the 
gates.  The  exposition  will  engage  one 
hundred  and  forty  guar<lsmen,  three  de- 
tectives, the  chief  and  the  chief's  secre- 
tary. 

ihe  detectives   will   be  brought   from 
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Where   the    Formal    Gardens    Ccme    Up   to 
the  Buildings. 

— Courtesy   of   the    Vancouver   Tourist   Aasoclation. 


The  Exposition  will  cost  over  $10,- 
000,000 ;  the  estimated  value  of  the  ex- 
hibits is  $50,000,000.  while  the  cost  of 
operation  alone  will  be  $828,000,  or  an 
average  of  $6,000  per  day. 

One  of  the  largest  items  allowed  by 
'he  finance  committee  is  $200,000  for  the 
ivision  of  ceremonies,  music,  special 
events  and  athletics.  It  is  estimated  that 
the  exposition  will  spend  $17,000  on  din- 
ners, balls  and  on  the  entertainment  of 
guests.  This  does  not  represent  the 
total  amount  to  be  spent  in  this  manner 
for  the  reason  that  several  of  the  ofHcers 
who  are  wealthy  will  entertain  privately 
and  will  themselves  pay  the  bills. 


the  East  and  will  be  paid  $10  a  day. 
Men  who  have  had  experience  protect- 
ing the  patrons  of  large  gatherings  will 
be  selected  for  the  work. 

The  treasurer's  department  is  allowed 
$74,000.  The  treasurer  will  engage  the 
gatekeepers,  ticket  takers  on  the  Pay 
.^treak  and  inspectors  to  keep  check  on 
the  employes  of  the  department  of  ad- 
missions. 

.\n  stimate  of  the  amount  that  will  be 
expended  for  publicity  gives  a  total  of 
at  least  $65,000. 

No  expense  nor  effort  has  been  spared 
to  make  it  the  "most  beautiful  exposition 
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that  has  ever  been  held,"  and  its  success  ing    the    Dominion   building.      This    ex- 
has  been  assured  from  its  inception.  hibit    is    devoted    to    the    resources    of 
THE  DOMINION  BUILDING.  Canada  and  especially  those  within  the 

Representing  Canada  at  the  fair  is  a  district  of  the  Company's  sphere  of  in- 
beautiful   structure   containing   a   unique  fluence  and  operation, 
and  elaborate  display.  A    full    and    complete    article    on    the 

This  building  was  erected  at  a  cost  of  Dominion  Building  will  be  given  in  the 

$75,000     with     a    lighting    expense     of  July     number     of    this     Alagazine.      .It 

$8,000.     The  Grand  Trunk  Pacific  Rail-  would  have  appeared  in  this  issue,  but 

way   Company  has   its   building  on   the  up   to   going  to   press,   photographs   for 

Canadian   property    immediately   adjoin-  same  were  not  available. 


Ode  to  Vancouver 


Mabel   Schnell 

Oh  dear  \'ancouver,  I  shall  see 

Thy  loveliness  in  memory ; 

Though  from  thy  verdant  hill  and  shore 

My  steps  must  turn  forevermore. 

Like  birds  with  folded  wings  at  rest. 
The  ships  lie  on  the  placid  breast, 
Of  peaceful  waters  stretched  between. 
Thy  wooded  shores  and  islands  green. 

Like  "sentinels"  across  the  way 
The  "Lion's"  guard  thee  day  by  day 
And  scenic  waters  circle  round 
From  Burrard  Inlet  to  Howe  Sound. 

Nature  was  lavish  in  thy  birth, 
For  there's  no  lovelier  spot  on  Earth, 
Than  Stanley  Park  whose  pathways  wind. 
Off  where  the  world  seems  far  behind 

When  evening  settles  o'er  the  bay 
Canoes  and  lovers  have  full  sway 
And  soft  love-songs  they  idly  sing 
In  rhythm  to  the  paddles'  swing. 

Now  silently  across  the  town. 

The  shades  of  night  came  creeping  down. 

All  is  so  peaceful  it  might  seem. 

The  sweet  fulfilment  of  a  dream. 

O  fair  V^ancouver !  blest  indeed. 
Is  he  who  finds  his  every  need. 
Within  thy  realm,  nor  cares  to  roam. 
Who  loves  thy  ways  and  calls  thee  'Home 
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'One  decinc/i   licr  but  a   land  of   tloucr 

and   fan, 
A:nd  lo !  no  stripling,  l)ut  a  forceful  man 
Hath  stepp'd,  full  ann'd,  from  out  the 

centuries." 

—  {Vemon  Xott) 


T 


HE  eventful  period  through  which 
the  people  of  British  Columbia 
have  so  recently  passed  is  one 
which  can  never  be  forgotten  by 
ing  or  old;  whilst  the  cruel  ravages 
:i  rapacious  foe  will  tell  the  tale  to 
-c  yet  unborn,  of  how,  at  Christmas- 
.  even  whilst  words  of  Peace  were 
red  by  every  nation  throughout  the 
lid,  the  dogs  of  war  were  let  loose 
the  Chrysanthemum  Lord,  who 
red  his  veteran  warriors  in  countless 
libers  upon  a  defenceless  province, 
ii  whose  sovereign  he  had  no  cause  of 
i-rel ! 

inr   cities    in    ruins,    our   commercial 

;   destroyed,  railways  blown  up,  and 

blood  of  thousands  watering  the  land 

;    Hooding   the   streets   in   defence   of 

II"     homes,     bear     witness     that     the 

i'lavery  inherited  from  our  forefathers — 

whether   they   be   British,   American,   or 

I  icnch, — is  still  as  great  as  at  any  period 

"1  ihe  world's  history. 

Attacked  by  land  and  sea,  without  even 
the  preliminary  of  a  Declaration  of 
War,  and  with  but  a  brief  twenty-four 
hours'  warning,  the  Pacific  Coast  of 
Canada  was  plunged  into  all  tiie  h<jrrors 
of  war ;  and  this  Western  Province,  by 
the  wily  strategy  of  the  cunning  Jap, 
was  cut  off  from  all  prospect  of  assist- 
ance from  other  parts  of  the  Dominion, 
or  .Mother  Land ! 


W  ilhout  niuiiiiions  of  war  or  r- 
'>!    food  supplies,  with  neither  n.. 
military  equipments,  and  with  tli.  ; 
of  the  iMikado's  soldiers  spread  throiigli 
out  the  land  in  every  hamiet,  town,  and 
city.— where    they     had    been   gathering 
information   for  a  decade  previously— it 
was  iloubtless  the  opinion  of  the  Japanc>v 
statesmen    that    British    Columbia   could 
offer  a  resistance  so  slight  that,  ere  the 
electric  fluid  couhl  s|)read  the  news  of 
the   invasion  abroad,   it   wouid — like  the 
annexation  of   Bosnia  and   Herzegovnia 
by   Austria — be  a    "fait  accompli";  and 
Japan  meanwhile,  have  obtained  absolute 
command  of  the  commerce  of  the  Pacihc. 
and   an    impregnable   position    ui)on   the 
continent  of  America;    from  which,  l)\- 
reason  of  its  geographical  and  st: 
conditions  it  would  be  almost  imp 
with   the   forces  of  men   and   mumtijii.N 
uniler   Canadian   control    to  comi)ei   her 
to  withdraw. 

Even  the  brief  warning  vouchsafe«l  t«» 
our  country  seems  like  a  special  .1 
sation  of  l'r(jvi«lence,  as  will 
hereafter;  for,  without  it  llurc  i-  n- 
doubt  that  the  cunning  plans  prepared  by 
the  Japanese  generals  would  have  suc- 
ceeded in  their  entirety,  and  the  threat- 
ened ■'Yellow  Peril"  which  has  been  so 
scoffed  at  by  ix)liticians  and  others,  as 
the  diseased  imagination  of  a  few  alann- 
ists,  would  have  proved  that  their  pre- 
science was  the  result  of  a  keen  insight, 
or  a  political  sagacity,  reganling  the 
characteristics  of  those  great  leaders  of 
thought  in  the  Japanese  nation,  who. 
having    emancipated    their    countrymen 

from  barbarism,  and  trainetl  its  n •" 

the  nu)dern  arts  of  war  and  com: 
found  the  necessity  of  providing  in 
ing  opportunities  for  mercantile  pursuits  ; 
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and  a  more  extensive  area  of  land  for  the 
exploitation  of  the  teeming  multitudes 
overcrowding  their  native  islands. 

The  war  with  China  had  proved  to 
the  Mikado  the  power  of  his  arms ; 
whilst  the  enthusiasm  of  his  people  when 
defying  the  Russian  bear,  satisfied  him 
that  the  Japanese  nation  possessed  the 
same  attributes  of  bravery,  loyalty,  and 
patriotism,  which  for  ages  past  has  char- 
acterized that  other  insular  kingdom — 
which  is  referred  to  in  the  books  from 
which  the  Japanese  children  are  taught 
as — "The  British  Empire  now  in  Decad- 
ence !" 

That  this  "Decadence"  has  not  extend- 
ed so  far  as  his  advisers  believed,  recent 
events  have  shewn;  for  the  people  of 
"British  Columbia"  thrown  on  their  own 
resources  by  the  skilful  tactics  of  the 
Japanese  leaders,  have  expended  their 
treasures,  and  their  blood  without  stint ; 
and  men  of  peaceful  pursuits  have  proved 
that  the  blood  of  the  heroes  of  a  thous- 
and years  spent  in  History-making  still 
runs  in  their  veins ;  that  overwhelming 
numbers  do  not  daunt  their  courage  ;  and, 
that  the  country  bordering  the  Pacific 
Ocean — associated  with  the  names  of 
Columbus,  Sir  Francis  Drake,  Juan  de 
Fuca,  Behring,  Captain  Cook,  Captain 
Vancouver,  and  Simon  Fraser, — is  an 
heritage  derived  from  white  men ;  and 
that,  God  willing,  this  fair  land  shall 
never  again  be  trod  by  the  foot  of  the 
yellow  conqueror,  but  remain  for  all 
future  ages  a  White  Man's  Country. 

CHAPTER  I. 

JAPANESE  SPIES. 

TO  VANCOUVER. 

Where  Capilano,  wild  and  grand. 

Looks  down  from  azure  skies. 
Far  spread  on  Burrard's  silver  strand, 

Vancouver  city  lies ; 
A  city  that  may  well  be  proud 

Of  men  of  nerve  and  brain. 
And  sing  their  praises  long  and  loud, 

Who  gave  it  might  and  main. 
— T.  McK.  Nelson. 

Without  any  pretensions  to  outward 
beauty,  indeed  rather  the  reverse,  the 
\^ancouver  Hotel  in  the  city  of  that  name 
is  the  temporary  home  of  those  tourists 


from  all  nations  w^ho  are  numbered 
amongst  the  elite,  or  whose  wealth  en- 
ables them  to  visit  the  Pacific  Coast  re- 
nowned the  world  over  for  its  ideal 
climate,  its  magnificent  scenery,  and  the 
wondrous  resources  which,  within  two 
score  years,  have  transformed  it  from  a 
virgin  forest  of  primeval  growth  into  a 
mighty  city,  promising  ere  a  sirliilar 
period  shall  have  elapsed  to  attain  rank 
as  one  of  the  world's  greatest  com- 
mercial ports. 

It  is  September,  1907,  the  sun  is  bril- 
liant overhead,  and  the  waters  of  the 
Strait  of  Georgia  shimmer  with  a  trans- 
lucent gleam  as  the  mail  steamer  passes 
along  the  Burrard  Inlet  and  glides  along- 
side the  Custom  House  wharf,  where 
some  hundreds  of  people  wait  to  greet 
friends  arriving  from  the  Orient.  A 
private  brougham  is  drawn  up  in  wait- 
ing, containing  three  gentlemen  dressed 
in  the  acme  of  fashion,  and  noticeable 
only  by  reason  of  their  individuality. 
In  a  cosmopolitan  city  like  Vancouver, 
this  trio  attracted  neither  attention  nor 
comment  from  the  bystanders,  so  accus- 
tomed were  they  to  seeing  representa- 
tives of  all  nationalities  traversing  the 
city,  and  yet,  had  some  psychologist  or 
thought-reader  been  able  to  warn  one  of 
the  Government  agents  scattered  around, 
and  so  cause  the  arrest  and  searching  of 
these  men,  it  would  have  been  clearly 
demonstrated  that  ]^Ionsieur  Giroux  and 
Herr  Schenke,  two  reputable  merchants 
ostensibly,  were  in  reality  the  paid  spies 
of  Japan,  whilst  Pekah,  their  companion, 
was  a  strategist  of  high  rank  in  the 
Alikado's  Council. 

Prominent  on  the  saloon  deck  of  the 
approaching  vessel  stood  a  young  man 
w-hom  the  occupants  of  the  brougham 
saluted  with  evident  respect ;  with  a 
brief  word  of  command  Pekah  left  his 
companions,  and  scarcely  had  the  gang- 
way reached  the  shore  than  he  sprang 
on  board.  His  reception  was  supercil- 
iously curt  and  brief,  so  that,  but  a  short 
time  elapsed  ere  the  new  arrival  was 
driven  from  the  landing-stage. 

As  the  party  reached  the  Vancouver 
Hotel  two  young  ladies  emerged,  and 
descending  the  steps  drove  in  the  direc- 
tion of  Stanley  Park,  but  upon  entering 
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the  vehicle  one  of  them  dropped  a  lace 
handkerchief  which  the  courtly  stranger, 
with  a  graceful  bow,  restored  to  the  lady. 
Standing  on  the  pavement  he  gazetl  after 
I  them,  apparently  lost  in  thought,  until 
recalled  to  himself  by  the  voice  of  his 
fellow  countryman  ;  on  entering  the  hotel 
he  enquired  from  the  liveried  attendant 
i  at  the  door,  who  informed  him  that  the 
■  fair  drivers  were  the  Hon.  Ernestine 
Hilliard  and  her  friend.  Miss  Beatrice 
Everitt ;  and  further,  that  they  were 
leaving  for  China  on  the  following  day. 
It  is  necessary  here  to  remind  the 
reader  of  the  agitation  which,  in  the  fall 
of  lyO/,  pervaded  the  whole  of  Western 
Canada  as  a  consequence  of  tlie  enor- 
mous intiux  of  Japanese  immigrants; 
they  had  been  arriving  hundreds  at  a 
time,  by  every  vessel  from  the  Orient 
for  several  years  previously.  Principally 
of  the  coolie,  or  lower  classes,  they  were 
all  apparently  well  supplied  with  money, 
and  able  to  speak  the  English  language 
in  the  majority  of  cases;  wages  seemed 
to  be  of  little  consideration  to  them,  and 
they  were  ready  to  undertake  any  kind 
of  work  at  sums  even  less  than  half  the 
usual  rate  received  by  white  men.  It 
is,  however,  only  justice  to  admit  that 
their  work  was  almost  invariably  per- 
formed with  assiduity,  patience,  and  care- 
ful attention  to  detail ;  whilst  intemper- 
ance, and  insolence  were  practically  un- 
known amongst  them. 

It  is  not  to  be  wondered  at  therefore 
that  employers  of  labour  were  not  only 
willing,  but  glad  to  engage  the  smooth- 
tongued, silent  little  brown  man  who 
was  content  to  obey  orders  unquestion- 
ly,  and  ready  to  work  unlimited  hours 
for  a  remuneration  which  would  have 
scarcely  provided  a  white  employee  with 
food  and  lodging!  Every  hotel  nearly 
had  its  contingent  of  Japs  as  waiters  and 
ooks ;  whilst  in  some  of  them  they  were 
actually  employed  in  place  of  chamber- 
maids: the  more  educated  class  readily 
obtained  positions  as  clerks,  book- 
<eepers,  and  correspondents,  whilst  hun- 
dreds of  others  conilucted  businesses  for 
themselves.  Conditions  of  commercial 
life  were  such  that,  although  hundreds 
of  white  men  were  unable  to  obtain  em- 
ployment   and    walked    the    city    streets 


moneyless  and  half  starving,  the  little 
Jap  was  earning  wages  double  and  treble 
the  amount  he  would  have  received  in 
his  native  land,  whilst  his  expenses — 
for  rice  and  similar  comestibles — were  in- 
tinitesimal ! 

liie  unemployed  at  Vancouver  and 
other  cities,  justly  feeling  that  the  Vel 
low  Peril  as  it  was  named,  threatened 
their  very  existence,  souglit  by  every 
means  in  their  power  to  urge  their  prior 
claim  upon  the  merciiants,  and  other  em- 
ployers of  labour — with  little  success. 
The  civic  authorities  were  lielpless — lor 
want  of  the  necessary  funds, — and  un- 
able to  start  adeciuate  emergency  works 
on  which  they  might  l>e  employed  ;  event- 
ually many  leadnig  citizens  and  men  of 
thought,  including  politicians,  clergymen, 
and  others  of  social  rank  were  levi  to 
study  the  subject, — which  resulted  in  tho 
formation  of  the  Anti-Asiatic  League 
with  its  battle-cry  of  "A  \\  hite  Canada." 

The  position  had  become  intolerable, 
and  culminateil  on  the  day  when  this 
history  starts  in  a  far-reaching  riot ;  dur- 
ing which  a  certain  portion  of  the  city 
of  Vancouver  that  had  practically  be- 
come a  large  Japanese  settlement  was 
attacked  by  the  sympathizers  with  the 
unemployed  ;  the  stores  being  wrecked, 
and  damage  to  the  extent  of  many 
thousands  of  dollars  being  done. 

Returning  from  their  drive  through 
Stanley  i'ark  the  Hon.  Ernestine  lid- 
liard,  and  Miss  Everitt,  who  had  made 
a  considerable  detour  to  view  the  city, 
suddenly  fouml  themselves  in  the  midst 
of  a  wildly  surging  mob  of  men  who 
were  shouting  and  throwing  missiles  of 
every  kind:  surprised,  anl  unable  to  ad- 
vance, they  knew  not  what  to  do  for  the 
vehicle  was  speedily  hemmed  in,  and, 
but  for  the  skilful  handling  of  the  fair 
driver  the  frightened  horses  would  have 
caused  ilisaster.  Assistance,  however, 
was  at  hand,  for  the  door  of  a  house 
suddenly  burst  open  and  a  soldierly 
figure,  with  the  words  "Pardon  me" 
bounded  into  the  light  carriage,  seized 
the  reins  from  the  Hon.  Ernestine,  and 
in  a  commanding  voice  shouted  word- 
which  instantly  cleared  a  course  through 
which  he  drove  until  able  to  escape  from 
the  dangerous  vicinity. 
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Pale,  but  with  the  bravefy  of  true 
daughters  of  Britain  the  two  girls  gazed 
upon  the  stalwart  figure  standing  like  a 
Roman  charioteer  in  front  of  them,  as, 
with  firm  hand  he  guided  the  maddened 
animals  up  Hastings  and  Granville 
streets,  finally  drawing  up  at  the  steps 
of  the  Vancouver  Hotel,  where,  having 
called  a  hall  attendant  to  whom  he 
handed  the  lines  of  the  now  subdued 
horses,  he,  with  a  brief  apology  for  his 
unconventional  abruptness  of  action  in 
seizing  the  reins  from  the  lady's  hand, 
escorted  them  into  the  rotunda  and  bade 
them  farewell,  after  stating,  in  reply  to 
their  enquiry,  that  he  was  aware  of  their 
destination  for  he  himself  was  also  a 
guest  of  the  house. 

Desiring  to  more  fittingly  return 
thanks  to  their  rescuer  the  ladies,  after 
a  brief  rest,  sent  to  invite  him  to  call 
upon  them,  and  were  much  astonished 
to  learn  that  "Lieut.-Col.  Kosaki  had  left 
the  hotel  without  stating  the  time  of  his 
return" ;  accordingly,  as  they  were  leav- 
ing by  steamer  early  the  following  morn- 
ing a  brief  letter  of  thanks  was  the  only 
recognition  in  their  power ;  but  the  world 
is  small,  and  the  acquaintance  thus 
strangely  begun  was  destined  to  be  re- 
newed amidst  Oriental  scenes  and  stir- 
ring events. 

CHAPTER  H. 

BRITISH    COLUMBIA    ISOLATED. 

THE   SONG   OF   DYNAMITE. 

Servant,  or  master,  of  man  am  I ; 
Him  to  obey,  or  him  to  defy : 
I  tear  the  earth,  I  rend  the  rock, 
With  the  terrible  fierceness  of  my  shock. 

Genius  for  good  or  for  evil,  I  can 

Put  might,  in  the  arm  of  that  puny  thing, 

man; 
Or  shatter  his  strength  ;    or  cripple  his 

form ; 
Whiff  out  his  life,  like  a  match  in  the 

storm ! 

— Win.  Marsden. 

Several  years  have  lapsed  since  the 
events  described  in  the  previous  chapter ; 
it  is  a  Saturday  night,  and  the  operator 
of  the  "United  Wireless  Telegraph  Co." 
at   North   Vancouver  has  just  been   re- 


lieved by  his  night  colleague.  ■"How- 
strange  it  seems,'  said  the  latter,  "that 
whilst  all  the  rest  of  Canada  reports 
snow  and  ice  we  have  the  bright  sun 
above  us,  the  green  fields  around  us,  and 
even  flowers  in  bloom !  But  what's  the 
matter  old  man?"  "Well,"  said  the  day 
clerk,  "I  scarcely  know,  but  the  fact  is 
I  feel  somewhat  alarmed  at  not  being 
able  to  maintain  any  conmiunication  with 
the  steamship  "Empress  of  Japan"; 
"Ah!  that  is  extraorainary,"  was  the  re- 
ply, "for  I  failed  also  shortly  after  you 
left  last  night ;  but  I  suppose  nothing  is 
wrong,  so  hand  over  the  instrument  and 
clear  out,  for  I  have  a  big  budget  of 
news  to  forward  to  Seattle  in  time  for 
the  Company's  seven  o'clock  edition  of 
the  "Wireless  Bulletin,"  and  I  do  not 
wish  to  have  the  editor,  or  our  boss  on 
my  track.  Why  not  start  off  by  referring 
to  this  strange  silence,  said  his  colleague, 
— for  she  cannot  be  800  miles  distant, 
and  is  undoubtedly  within  our  zone  of 
Inliuence!"  This  message  was  according- 
ly sent,  and  elicited  a  reply  stating  that 
the  Seattle  operator  had  reported  the 
news  to  the  Superintendent;  deeming  it 
of  very  serious  importance,  as  a  passen- 
ger on  the  "SS.  Iroquois"  wishing  to 
communicate  with  his  representative, 
(who  was  returning  to  China  by  the 
sister  ship  "Empress  of  India"),  had 
been  in  the  act  of  receiving  a  reply  from 
that  vessel  when  it  suddenly  broke  off 
without  apparent  cause,  nor  had  any  fur- 
ther communication  been  possible.  In- 
structions followed  to  notify  the  local 
agents  of  these  incidents.  They,  being 
informed  of  the  strange  coincidence  be- 
came alarmed,  and  wired  the  Premier 
at  \'ictoria  that  they  feared  a  disable- 
ment b}'  typhoon,  or  other  elemental  dis- 
turbance. The  news,  however,  impressed 
the  first  minister  of  the  Crown  as  bear- 
ing a  more  sinister  import,  for  he  imme- 
diately informed  the  Lieutenant-Gover- 
nor and  in  response  to  telegraphic  mes- 
sages the  Attorne3'-General  and  the  Pro- 
vincial Minister  of  Finance,  accompanied 
by  the  President  of  the  Executive  Coun- 
cil, left  Vancouver  by  special  steamer  en 
route  (under  full  steam)  for  Victoria; 
whilst  later  despatches  from  the  Capital 
reported    that    all    the    principal    depart- 
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riital  officials  had  been  suniiiioiicd,  by 
•ccial    messengers,    to    attend    in    their 
rious  offices  without  an  instant's  delay. 
Midnight    reports    brought    the    news 
it  instructions  had  been  given  by  the 
ntenant-Governor   that   the  telegraph 
ics  should  be  held   at  the  disposal  of 
c  Government;     also,    that    a  Cabinet 
Council  was  then  sitting  under  his  per- 
sonal direction. 

At  one  o'clock  on  Sunday  morning 
strange  rumours  were  current  in  the 
clubs  and  newspaper  offices,  where,  al- 
though nothing  definite  was  known  it 
was  freely  stated  that  the  extraordinary 
silence  was  not  to  be  attributed  to  a 
typhoon,  but  that  it  boded  a  serious 
crisis,  considering  how  strained  had  been 
the  relations  existing  between  the  Pro- 
vincial and  Japanese  authorities — as  a 
result  of  the  Anti-Asiatic  movement  of 
the  previous  few  years.  The  correspond- 
ent of  the  "Montreal  Star  and  Herald" 
materially  increased  the  excitement,  when 
at  I  :i8  a.m.  he  rushed  into  the  Van- 
couver Club,  and  told  some  of  his  asso- 
ciates that  he  had  just  left  the  telegraph 
office,  whither  he  had  gone  to  forward 
a  despatch  to  his  newspaper,  but  had 
been  unable  to  do  so  as  the  lines  were 
reported  "broken  somewhere  in  the 
mountains"  ;  scarcely  had  this  been  made 
known  when  a  prominent  official  of  the 
Canadian  Pacific  Railway  was  called  to 
the  telephone,  and  the  sudden  pallor 
which  overspread  his  face  on  hearing  the 
message  caused  the  members  to  throng 
around  him  in  apprehension  of  a  disaster 
which  proved  well  founded,  for  he  brief- 
ly informed  them  that  the  eastbound 
train  had  been  plunged  into  the  Fraser 
River  near  Kanaka  immediately  after 
leaving  the  tunnel  and  entering  on  the 
cantilever  bridge  there, — which  was  also 
reported  wrecked.  In  company  with 
subordinate  officials  who  were  present  he 
hurriedly  left  the  ciub,  after  expressing 
a  hope  that  they  would  maintain  silence 
as  far  as  possible  for  the  present,  as  the 
disaster  might  not  be  as  great  as  ai)par- 
ent  from  the  message. 

Unfortunately  this  hope  was  not  veri- 
fie<l,  for  it  was  followed  in  rapid  suc- 
cession by  information  of  a  landslide  in 
the  Black  Canyon  at  Basque,  and  later 


on  came  news  that  Kcvclstukc  was  cut 
nl\  from  ci>mmuiiication.  \ma\\  ICast  and 
\\  est,  by  reason  of  a  great  mass  of  rock 
which  had  suddenly  fallen,  Hi-  '  '  '  k- 
ing  up  the  Faslcrn  end  of  a 

Ciacier  House.     These  inci .,  .■....,%- 

ing  so  rapidly  one  upon  another  struck 
everyone  with  consternation,  a»id  roused 
excitement  to  the  highest  pilch;  but 
even  yet  no  suspicion  had  been  arouited 
in  the  minds  of  the  inemlKTS  present, 
that  other  than  natural  forces  were  their 
cause — indeed  it  was  generally  cunsid- 
ered  that  some  distant  earthquake  liad 
traversed  the  particular  lx;lt  of  country 
that  had  been  so  disastrousl\  arteclc<l. 

Home  and  sleep  were  forgotten,  and 
the  Club  rapidly  became  crowded  as 
members  thronged  into  its  open  doors, 
for,  as  if  borne  on  the  atmosphere  itself, 
these  happenings  had  in  some  strange 
way  permeated  the  city ;  and  newspajxr 
proprietors,  merchants,  and  retired  offi- 
cers anxiously  and  impatiently  awaited 
those  developments  of  which  each  man 
was  subconsciously  expectant,  although 
no  reason  appeared  on  the  surface  lor 
such  expectancy.  Shortly  after  5  a.m. 
some  few  were  on  the  point  of  leaving 
for  their  respective  habitations  when  the 
buzzer  of  the  telephone  was  heard  once 
more,  and  the  expectant  crowd  imme- 
diatejy  gathered  round  on  hearing  the 
l^roprietor  of  the  leading  local  pa|)cr 
called :  for  it  was  surmised  that  he 
might  be  the  recipient  of  further  news. 
This  proved  to  be  unhappily  true,  and 
he  explained  that  a  staiT  reporter  wiring 
fnni  Spokane  had  sent  news  of  a  report 
received  there,  through  Cnited  States 
corresiiondents  and  emanating  from 
Winnipeg,  which  stated  that  the  west- 
bound train  had  been  c«>mpletely  wrecke<l 
whilst  descending  the  "Kicking  Horse" 
pass ;  and  that  rejMDrts  had  been  received 
th.ere  earlier  of  a  serious  wreck  near 
"Six  Mile"  creek,  where  the  IJcaver 
River  empties  itself  into  the  Columbia. 
"The  wire  also  mentions.  "No  communi- 
cation p()ssible  west  of  Calgary,' "  he 
sti'tc  I  to  his  intimates. 

.\  gasp  of  horror  thrilled  the  bystand- 
ers, and  consternation  was  visible  on 
everv  countenance:  absolute  silence 
reigned   for  a  few  moments,  broken  at 
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last  by  a  grey-haired  veteran,  "By 
heaven,  this  is  not  natural ;  we  have  not 
got  at  the  worst  yet!"  This  was  verified 
within  the  hour  by  the  same  reporter 
informing  his  chief  that  two  trestle 
briages  between  Macleod  and  Lethbridge 
were  wrecked,  nor  could  any  communica- 
tion be  made  with  Cranbrook,  Nelson, 
or  the  Kootenay  district. 

Anger  now  showed  itself  on  every 
face,  for  no  longer  could  there  be  the 
sligntest  doubt  that  a  pre-arranged  and 
carefully  organized  plan  was  being  rapid- 
ly, and  systematically  put  into  execution 
by  men  possessing  no  moral  sense ;  and 
evidently  scattered  over  the  country  for 
the  purpose  of  paralysing  the  railway 
and  telegraph  services  with  a  view  Co 
some  ulterior  object,  and  utterly  regard- 
less of  the  number  of  innocent  lives  they 
sacrificed. 

It  is  needless  to  discuss  the  conjec- 
tures offered  as  a  solution  of  this  pro- 
blem, which  had  entirely  obliterated  all 
remembrance  of  the  earlier  information 
regarding  the  two  steamers  of  the  "Em- 
press" line — intimately  associated  though 
the  incidents  eventually  proved  to  be. 

The  "Province"  and  "World"  in  spe- 
cial editions  (which  contravened  the 
Lord's  Day  Act)  published  shortly  after 
6  a.m.  on  Sunday  morning  gave  the  first 
absolute  information  concerning  the 
atrocities  of  the  night,  when  they  stated 
that  the  body  of  a  dead  Jap  had  been 
found  upon  the  site  of  the  landslide  in 
the  Black  Canyon  (near  Ashcroft)  and 
that  there  was  ample  evidence  to  prove 
that  the  railway  line  had  been  deliber- 
ately destroyed  by  means  of  dynamite : 
whilst  two  Japanese  tourists  who  had 
been  spending  some  days,  professedly 
exploring,  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
Lytton — at  the  junction  of  the  Eraser 
and  Thompson  Rivers — were  reported 
as  missing,  and  credited  with  diabolical- 
ly contriving  the  disaster  at  Kanaka. 

The  editors  of  the  various  newspapers, 
as  well  as  the  clergymen  of  all  denom- 
inations combined  to  advocate  modera- 
tion ;  and  urged  from  the  pulpit  and  in 
the  press,  the  necessity  of  committing  no 
breach  of  the  peace  or  retaliating  in  any 
manner  upon  the  Japanese  established  in 
our  midst :  especially  reminding  the  pub- 


lic that  the  mere  fact  of  finding  the 
dea.l  body  of  one  of  that  nationality  in 
the  neighbourhood,  was  no  proof  of  his 
participation  in  the  crime ;  whilst  the 
temporary  absence  of  two  reputed  pros- 
pectors was  easily  explainable  by  reason 
of  their  calling.  These  efforts  had  a 
calming  tendency  on  fair-minded  indi- 
viduals, but  there  was  eviaently  great  "un- 
rest and  a  suppressed  excitement 
amongst  the  working  classes,  which  so 
impressed  the  Mayor  that  a  private  meet- 
ing of  the  City  Council  was  summoned 
for  the  afternoon,  when  a  warning  no- 
tice was  issued ;  and  the  necessary  steps 
taken  to  swear  in  as  many  special  con- 
stables as  might  be  necessary  without  a 
moment's  delay,  for  which  purpose  sev- 
eral magistrates  remained  in  attendance 
at  the  City  Hall. 

Private  communications  received  from 
Victoria  shewed  how  serious  the  outlook 
was  considered  inasmuch  as  the  Cabinet 
had  been  in  session  continuously  from 
shortly  before  midnight ;  and,  although 
nothing  had  been  divulged,  the  mere  fact 
of  a  number  of  military  and  naval  men 
having  been  called  into  council  with  per- 
manent officials,  tended  to  shew  that  the 
Government  officers  of  the  Province  an- 
ticipated a  rupture  of  the  most  serious 
character  as  being  imminent.  It  was 
also  rumoured  there  that  cipher  mes- 
sages had  been  received  addressed  to  the 
Premier  from  Honolulu  dealing  with  the 
situation,  as  three  of  the  fastest  steam 
vessels  had  been  immediately  chartered 
and  despatched  under  sealed  orders. 

The  Civic  Council  had  completed  its 
deliberations,  and  the  aldermen  were  in 
private  converse  one  with  the  other,  when 
a  telegram  was  handed  to  the  Mayor 
who  immediately  called  the  Council  to 
order  again,  to  hear  the  contents  of  a 
wire  received  from  the  Premier,  under 
authority  of  the  Lieutenant-Governor  of 
the  Province,  as  follows : — 

Regret  to  inform  you  that  wireless 
messages  transmitted  by  courtesy  of 
U.  S.  Government  report: — "Japanese 
war  vessels  approaching  our  shores.  ' 
In  view  of  events  reported  during  the 
night,  which  have  completely  isolated 
the  Western  seaboard,  it  is  impossible 
to  doubt  that  an  attempt  is  about  to  be 
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made    to    effect    a    landing    upon    our 
Coast. 

You  will,  immediately  upon  receipt 
.if  this  order,  cali  to  your  council  all 
iiilitary  and  naval  officers,  o.wners  and 
U  captains  of  steamships,  and  other  per- 
sons who  may  be  available  in  prepar- 
ing for  defence  of  the  Province. 

Latest  despatches  from  London,  do 
not  shew  any  evidence  of  war  hav- 
mg  been  declared  by  either  Japan  or 
Great  Britain ;  but  the  circumstances 
are  so  ominous  as  to  leave  little  doubt 
that  an  attack  on  British  territory  is 
meditated,  and  imminent !  You  are 
hereby  commanded  in  His  Majesty's 
name  to  enrol  troops,  requisition  muni- 
tions of  war  of  every  description,  and 
appoint  officers  who  have  previously 
been  in  the  service  of  the  British 
Crown  to  hold  a  similar  rank  in  the 
service  of  this  Province,  pending  the 
arrival  and  contirmation  of  the  officer 
commanding  under  the  Great  Seal  of 
British  Columbia. 

You  are  also  commanded  to  take 
such  steps  as  your  Advisors  consider 
necessary  for  the  protection  of  life  and 
property. 

Similar  orders  have  been  forwarded 
to  the  Mayors  and  Reeves  of  every 
city,  and  municipality ;  and  you  are 
required  to  co-operate  with  them,  and 
to  provide  food  and  accommodation 
for  the  volunteers  sent  from  the  In- 
terior for  the  defence  of  our  Coast. 

Pending  the  arrival  of  a  warrant 
signed  by  the  Lieutenant-Governor, 
which  will  be  forwarded  forthwith, 
this  telegram  shall  be  sufficient  auth- 
ority for  every  act  performed  by  your 
Council,  having  for  its  object  the  de- 
fence of  British  Columbia  from  in- 
vasion by  a  foreign  foe. 

God  Save  the  King! 
By  order  of  the  Lieutenant-Governor 

in  Council. 

During  the  reading  of  this  mandate, 
and  for  several  minutes  subsequently, 
the  expression  on  every  face  was  tense 
and  strained, — a  condition  which  existed 
until  the  solemn  silence  was  broken  again 


I^y  the  voice  of  the  Mayor  saying  : 
"Gentlemen,  we  arc  no  longer  in  doubt, 
our  homes  and  livcs  are  threatened  by  a 
cruel  enemy,  ujercilcss  in  every  respect; 
as  is  proved  by  the  ruthless  actions  of 
vviiich  we  iiave  heard  so  recently,  where- 
by scores  of  innocent  women  and  chil- 
dren have  been  slaughtered,  within  the 
last  twenty-four  hours,  in  onler  that  this 
fair  city  may  be  cut  o(T  from  all  hope 
of  assistance.  We  have  been  elected  by 
our  fellow  citizens  for  civic  purposes 
only ;  but  the  King's  representative  calls 
upon  us  fur  the  defence  of  our  I'ro- 
vince.  Never  in  modern  history  has 
any  city  been  called  upon  under  such 
conditions  as  we  are, — isolateil,  and  un- 
provided with  munitions  of  war — to  face 
a  cruel  foe,  skilled  in  fighting,  and  pro- 
vided with  the  latest  and  most  deadly 
appliances!  We  cannot  hope  for  victory 
under  these  conditions,  but.  we  are  Brit- 
ish subjects  ;  and  many  of  us  have  passed 
through  strenuous  and  dangerous  periods 
in  the  early  days  of  the  Province!  I 
am  satisfied  that  I  voice  your  feelings, 
when  I  say  that  we  will  defend  Canadian 
soil  to  the  utmost  of  our  ability :  for  we 
know,  that,  even  though  our  lives  be 
sacrificed  in  so  doing,  the  might  of  the 
Empire  itself  will  be  speedily  sent  to  our 
aid,  and  if  too  late  to  save  us  from  an- 
nihilation, we  shall  be  avenged — if  we 
do  our  duty  manfully,  as  we  will, — in 
such  a  manner  as  shall  be  a  warning  to 
all  nations  as  long  as  the  world  exists! 

Gentlemen,  do  I  express  your  senti- 
ments? The  encjuiry  was  answered  en- 
thusiastically in  the  affirmative. —  (Ex- 
tract \'ancouver  "Province"  Sunday. 
i8th  December). 

The  Mayor  rising  once  more,  directed 
each  alderman  to  call  together  the  lead- 
ing men  of  his  ward,  and  form  commit- 
tees to  supervise  transportation  of  wo- 
men and  children  to  the  interior ;  to 
requisition  supplies  of  arms  and  am- 
munition ;  surgical  necessaries ;  and 
provisions :  to  collect  horses,  motor, 
and  other  vehicles,  and  to  carry 
out  such  plans  as  might  be  decided  upon 
at  a  general  council  meeting  to  be  called 
at  eight  o'clock. — till  which  time  the 
meeting  would  be  aljourned.  Reports 
from   each    committee   to   be   submitted 
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at  lo  p.m.  to  the  Executive  Council.  In  the  city.  His  own  part  would  be  to  re- 
conclusion  his  worship  impressed  on  each  main  at  the  City  Hall  continuously  to 
one  the  necessity  of  immediate  action,  receive  and  obey  any  further  orders  from 
in  order  that  the  Officer  Commanding  the  Government.  The  Council  then 
might  not  be  hampered  or  delayed  in  broke  up. —  (Extract  X'ancouver  "World" 
carrying  out  his  plans  for  the  defence  of  extra   special.) 

(To  be  continued) 


A  Mining  Episode 

Hon.  C.  H.  Mackintosh 

Cut  out  the  jug  tonight,  old   pards, 

Let's  pay  respec's  to  Jim : 
We'll  take  his  pack  of  euchre  cards 

And  deal  a  hand  for  him. 

Twelve  months  ago,  he  passed  away, — ■ 
Seems   years   since   we   lost  Jim ; 

An'  kid  an'  mammy  wouldn't  stay — 
They  went  to  comfort  him ! 

'Twas  table  stakes,  we  played  that  night, 

An'  waitin'  for  old  Jim, 
We  heard  the  snow  crack,  heard  the  slide— 

An'  God  had  taken  him! 

We  did  the  slow  step — very  slow 

We  hated  to  leave  Jim ! 
But  then,  the  preacher  said,  you  know. 

The  Angels  Avanted  him. 

They  struck  pure  gold  up  thar,  you  bet ; 

Such  gold  as  shone  in  Jim ; 
Had  we  been  fit  to  pay  the  debt, 

We'd  all  have  died  for  him! 

He  wa'n't  much  gone  on  pulpit  creeds. 

Still,  "God  is  love,"  said  Jim, 
An'  Christ,  who  takes  some  stock  in  deeds 

Will  deal  squar  hands  to  him ! 

No  bluffin'  two  spot,  in  his  ways — 

A  Royal  Flush,  was  Jim : 
It  took  God  all  of  seven  days 

To  make  a  mould  for  him ! 

You  pass  ?     Well,  boys !  the  same  old  sand. 

Both   bowers    fall   to   Jim — 
He  goes  alone,  and  plays  the  hand 

The  Good  God  dealt  to  him  I 
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EFITOMi:      or     PREVIOUS     CHAFTEBS. 

CHAPTER  I.  Is  the  revelation  of  a  linincial  iaia.-tn>f)he  In  wliUli  John  Ho«-<lham  * 
partner  in  the  firm  of  I^owther,  Currie  &  Co.  stands  out  as  the  culprit.  The  other  partner* 
are  Sir  Philip   Lowther,  James  Currie.   and  George  Lldpate. 

Lidgate  is  the  only  partner  at  home  when  the  revelation  takes  place.  He  tuid  b««n 
the  friend  of  Reedham  for  20  years.  Lidgate  determines  to  give  Reedham  u  ihanre  of 
escape  and  an    18   hours'   start  of  the   hounds   of  justice. 

Reedham  avails  himself  of  the  offer,  and  on  departing  implores  Lldgnte  to  look  after 
"Bessie,"   his  wife,  and  the   "boy." 

Lidgate  proceeds  to  Reedham's  home  and  discloses  the  defalcation  to  Mrs.  Reedham. 
whom  "he  had  loved  and  lost";  but  the  existence   of  his    love    seems    to    have   »)een   disclosed 

for   the   first   time  at   this   interview. 

CHAPTER  II.  James  Currie.  one  of  the  stern  and  relentless  partner*.  vl«lt*  Mrs. 
Reedham.  Leslie,  the  son.  suddenly  eniera  and  having  beard  the  rlo*lnK  word*  of  tb« 
animadversion  he  practically  orders  James  Currie  to  retire. 

CHAPTERS  III  and  IV.     Reedham,  disguised   as   a   broken-down    flerk     m.-.-Wm    ^>i..it..r   nt 
the  house  of  an  old  servant  of  his,   Mrs.  Mary    Anne    Webber.      She   did    i 
but    he    reveals   himself   to   her.    and    thenceforth,    with    the   secret    of   hi* 
her  alone,   he  becomes  Thomas  Charlton.     The    Hev.    Mr.    Fielden,    Vicar 

gives  him  a  card  of  introduction  to  Archibald  Currie.  the  brother  of  James  «  iur:.-  tii»  r.-rm-r 
partner.  Charlton  calls  on  him  at  his  home,  and  obtains  employment  at  the  warehoua*. 
IS  Old  Broad   Street,   London. 

Thomas  Charlton  works  along  in  *.he  office  of  Archibald  Currie.  becomes  his  ronfldentlal 
clerk,  and  gains  position  and  influence  to  the  disgust  and  disappolntmt'iit  c»f  one  man  oniy 
— Richard   Turner. 

CH.\PTERS  V  and  VI.  A  year  elapses.  Bessie  Ree«lham  Is  keeping  a  small  houae  In 
Burnhatn  for  paying  guests.  The  boy  leaves  school;  takes  a  position  as  a  lHH>k-k -••(.•-t 
which  he  forfeits  on  account  of  a  resented   remark   made  about    his   father. 

Lidgate,  returning  from  a  trip  to  America,    interviews    Mrs.    Rcf! 
her  husband   is  alive  and  will  clear  up  things.      At     the     Interview 
amount  of  the  defalcation,   as  she  said:      "Leslie    was    to    consider 
redeem  it."     Lidgate  goes  to  Archibald  Currie,   and    gets    Leslie   a   p».... - 

CHAPTER  VII.     Leslie  Reedham  received  Into  the  office  of  Archibald  Currie    and  placed 

under  the  charge  of  Charlton! 

Possibility  of  Charlton,  whose  position  and  Influence  with  Archibald  Currie  were  now 
fully  assured,  going  abroad  to  disentangle  some  complications  connected  with  the  Colonia: 
branch  of  Archibald  Currie's  business. 

CHAPTER  VIII.  Charlton  gains  the  entire  confidence  of  his  em- 
vast  importance  in  Africa,  requiring  either  the  princljial,  or  a  tn; 
Is  arranged  that  Charlton  should  assume  the  position  of  plenlp.; 
immediately. 

"If   you    engineer   this    business   successfully,   I'll    make   you   a  partner   when   y« 


Great    prospect    of   Charlton's    quick    restoration. 

CHAPTER    IX.     Charlton    leaves    England  on  his  voyage 

and    envy    had    turned    into   an    implacable   enemy,    begin-    ^'••' 
Charlton. 


Richard  Turner,  whom  hatred 


350 


WESTWAED    HO!    MAGAZINE 


CHAPTER  X. 

THE  RETURN. 

REEDHAM  returned  to  Southamp- 
ton in  November,  by  which  time 
war  had  been  declared  in  South 
Africa,  and  the  long  tragedy  in 
England  had  begun.  So  rapidly  had  the 
time  passed,  so  full  of  events  had  it  been, 
that  he  could  scarcely  realise  that  six 
months  had  actually  elapsed  since  he  left 
England.  He  had  left  in  the  giory  and 
glow  of  an  English  summer,  he  returned 
to  find  winter  on  the  landscape  and  win- 
ter in  the  souls  of  men. 

By  the  steamer  in  which  he  had  hi 
passage  were  the  first  batch  of  wounded 
from  the  front,  consigned  to  Netley, 
wdiere  they  were  sadly,  yet  eagerly,  wait- 
ing for  them.  The  great  leviathan  moved 
to  her  dock  with  a  stately  dignity,  al- 
most as  if  she  felt  the  importance  of  her 
mission.  Charlton,  standing  impatiently 
on  the  deck,  glanced  with  but  a  casual 
interest  at  the  small  crowd  gathered  on 
the  quay.  Among  that  crowd  there 
would  be  none  to  welcome  him.  A  fine, 
thin  rain  was  falling  through  the  sound- 
less air,  and  a  dense  mist  hung  low  over 
Southampton  Water,  obscuring  the  great 
hospital  on  the  one  side,  and  the  fringes 
of  the  New  Forest  on  the  other.  It  was 
a  dismal,  depressing  day,  reflective  of 
the  deep,  almost  sullen,  depression  in 
every  Englishman's  soul. 

Charlton  it  may  be  at  once  said  had 
been  extraordinarily  successful  in  the 
object  of  his  journey.  He  had  arrived 
at  a  moment  the  most  opportune,  and 
armed  with  full  credentials  and  power  to 
act  immediately,  according  to  his  judg- 
ment, he  had  made  excellent  terms  for 
his  employer. 

He  found  that  he  possessed  organis- 
ing powers  of  a  high  order,  these  coupled 
to  a  conciliatory  manner,  ability  to  work 
smoothly  with  all  sorts  and  conditions  of 
men,  stood  him  in  good  stead. 

The  opportunity  for  securing  a  large 
share  of  the  transport  trade  consequent 
upon  a  sudden  and  serious  civil  war, 
was  certainly  unique.  Charlton  did  not 
fail  to  grasp  it,  and  he  had  established 
Archibald  Currie's  South  African  aiTairs 
on  a  sounder  basis  than  they  had  occu- 
pied for  a  long  time.     Currie  had  never 


so  far  been  fortunate  in  his  Cape  repre-  j 
sentative,  and  had  sultered  through  not  > 
having  an  agent  on  the  spot  absolutely  i 
devoted  to  his  interests.  Charlton  then  i 
was  the  right  man  at  the  right  moment;  J 
and  he  had  done  his  work  well.  The  i 
satisfaction  which  ought  to  have  been  J 
his  in  contemplating  the  issue  of.  his  - 
journey  was  strangely  tempered  by  a 
singular  depression  of  soul  he  could  not  i 
shake  off. 

He  had  no  doubt  of  his  reception  by  1 1 
Archibald  Currie,  nor  did  he  anticipate  |; 
disappointment  or  lack  of  appreciation;  \i 
also  he  thought  of  Katherine  Wrede,  i! 
with  a  strange  mingling  of  pleasure  and  ii 
pain.  Nevertheless  the  depression  re-  M 
mained.  He  was  astonished  at  the  mag-  .; 
nitude  of  the  crowd,  and  wondered  half  j: 
dismally  how  long  it  would  be  before  i' 
the  boat  train  should  get  away. 

He   travelled   with   very    few    encum-    ; 
brances,  indeed  it  would  be  possible  for    ' 
him  to   rise  and   walk  with   all  his   be- 
longings in  his  hand.     But  there  were   ■: 
mountains  and  stacks  of  baggage  in  the    i 
hold,   many   rich   women  panic   stricken    , 
by  the  very  name  of  war  were  hastening 
back  to  England,  and  appeared  to  have 
brought  all   they   possessed   in   the   w^ay 
of  personal  worldly  goods  with  them. 

Charlton,  unencumbered  as  he  was, 
was  one  of  the  earliest  to  leave  the  ship. 
As  he  stepped  from  the  gangway,  hi- 
face  flushed,  and  the  hand  gripping  his 
heavy  portmanteau  distinctly  trembled. 
For  his  eyes  fell  upon  the  face  of  Kath- 
erine Wrede.  She  seemed  to  be  alone, 
an  immense  thrill  shot  through  him,  and 
his  heart  beat.  What  could  this  mean? 
For  what  reason  should  she  take  this 
journey  to  Southampton  to  meet  him? 
He  took  off  his  hat  as  he  approached  her, 
and  kept  it  in  his  hand  until  they  had 
exchanged  greetings. 

She  was  looking  well  and  most  attrac- 
tive in  a  long,  close-fitting  coat  of  tweed, 
and  a  small  coquettish  felt  hat  with  an 
eagle's  quill.  Her  speaking  eyes  were 
aglow  with  pleasure,  she  welcomed  him 
back  to  England  as  if  she  felt  really  glad 
he  had  come. 

"Of  course,  you  are  surprised  that  I 
am  here  alone?  Uncle  Archibald  is  at 
the  hotel.     The  gout  is  bad  this  morn- 
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ing,  and  in  view  of  the  character  of  the 
weather  he  thought  he  would  be  safer 
indoors.  Oh,  except  for  the  offending 
toe,  he  is  in  the  best  of  health.  Yes,  and 
spirits,  they  have  been  rising  hourly  at 
tne  prospect  of  your  return.  You  have 
no  idea  how  he  has  missed  you." 

Charlton  smiled,  and  the  somewhat 
strained  tension  of  his  features  relaxed. 

"And  you,  1  hope,  are  quite  weil?"  he 
said  with  a  glance  at  her  glowing  face 
as  he  put  his  portmanteau  down,  and 
beckoned  to  a  porter. 

"Yes,  don't  I  look  it?  1  certainly 
feel  it.  We  have  had  a  very  busy  sum- 
mer, yet  it  has  seemed  quite  long." 

"I  do  not  go  by  the  boat  train,  then," 
he  said  doubtfully. 

"Why,  no;  tell  them  to  bring  the 
stuff  to  the  hotel.  We  slept  there  last 
night,  and  1  think  Mr.  Currie  will  not 
return  to  London  until  tomorrow.  Per- 
haps not  even  then.  Do  you  know,  we 
have  got  quite  settled  at  Wareham,  and 
■we  came  from  there  yesterday?" 

"Mr.  Currie  wrote  to  me,  ot  course, 
that  he  had  bought  the  place,  but  has 
the  Hyde  Park-square  house  been  given 
up?" 

"Oh,  dear,  no;  we  are  going  up  pre- 
sently for  the  winter.  You  will  love 
Clere  Minster.  It  is  the  most  beautiful 
place  I  have  seen  in  England,  and  we 
are  in  the  very  heart  of  Hardy's  country. 
I  am  taking  a  course  of  him  in  conse- 
quence. But  you  have  not  yet  told  me 
how  you  are,  after  all  your  anxious  and 
arduous  labours." 

Charlton  only  paused  to  give  his  in- 
structions to  the  man  handling  his'  lug- 
gage, and  then  turned  to  walk  by  her 
side.  His  depression  seemed  to  vanish 
at  her  touch,  her  friendliness  was  so 
spontaneous  and  so  sweet  to  his  starved 
heart  that  he  could  not  thrust  it  away. 

"I  am  quite  well,  thank  you  very 
much." 

"You  look  well,  but  like  one  who 
"has  lived  the  strenuous  life.  I  have 
heard  from  Uncle  Archie  how  hard  you 
have  worked,  and  what  marvellous  re- 
sults you  have  achieved.  He  is  so  en- 
thusiastic about  it.  you  can't  think.  That 
is  why  we  are  here.  Are  you  pleased 
that  w'e  have  come  to  meet  you?" 


.\  little  shyness  seemed  lo  creep  into 
her  clear  voice  as  slic  spoke  the  last 
words,  and  once  mure  Charlton  permitted 
himself  to  look  at  her  face. 

"You  can  imagine  what  it  is  to  a 
lonely  man,"  he  answered  readily 
enough.  "Just  before  1  saw  you  1  was 
contemplating  with  a  great  impatience,  I 
nujst  confess,  the  probable  length  of 
time  such  a  welcoming  crowd  would 
take  to  be  satisfied." 

"Uncle  .\rchie  thought  you  would  like 
it,  and  he  said  we  owed  it  lo  you,"  she 
said  quietly.  "Well,  ilo  tell  me  about 
the  war.     Did  you  see  anything  of  it?" 

He  shook  his  head.  "I  never  was 
nearer  than  fifty  miles  fr«im  the  front, 
i'art  of  the  aftermath  has  come  over 
with  us  today.  '1  hat  explains  the  size 
of   the   crowd,    1   expect." 

Her  eyes  grew  large  and  luminous 
with  comj)assion. 

"You  mean  that  there  are  wr)unded 
in  the  ship 

"Yes,  about  two  hundred,  the  fruits 
of  the  Modder  River.  What  are  they 
saying  about  it  here  in  England?" 

"The  interest  is  getting  keener  every 
day.  I  believe  that  peop.e  are  beginning 
to  realize  that  it  may  in  the  long  run 
prove  more  serious  than  has  been  ex- 
pected. This  place,  for  instance,  has  be- 
come a  i)erfect  military  depot.  Yes- 
terday afternoon  I  watched  the  troops 
embark  in  the  Semiramis.  You  must 
have  met  her  in  the  Giannel." 

"We  did.  but  it  is  time  they  were 
waking  uj).  It's  going  to  l)e  a  very  se- 
rious matter  indeed.  .Miss  Wredc.  I  fear 
more  serious  for  I^ngland  than  for  South 
Africa." 

"The  Boers?  I  am  afraid  I  sym- 
pathise with  them  more  than  I  ought." 
she  said  with  a  sigh.  "They  are  splen- 
did fighters." 

"Yes,  and  well  prepared.  They  have 
expected  this,  and  Inren  preparing  for 
it   for  vears." 

"Then  you  think  it  ^^i"  !"•  .i  loni; 
war  ?" 

"I  do." 

"How  interested  L'ncle  .Archibald  will 
be !  And  are  you  jrlatl  or  sorry  to  come 
back  to  England?" 
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She  would  come  back  again  and  again 
to  the  personal  note,  which  of  all  others 
Charlton  wished  to  avoid. 

"I  have  not  much  to  make  me  glad," 
he  replied  unexpectedly.  "If  I  had  been 
a  free  lance  I  should  not  have  come 
back,  but  gone  out  to  the  front  and 
taken  my  chance." 

"We  should  not  have  liked  that.  Uncle 
Archibald  can't  spare  you.  He  has 
missed  you  so  much,"  she  repeated.  "But 
i  think  I  understand  how  you  feel.  Alany 
men  are  volunteering  now,  even  Mr.  Cur- 
rie's  nephew,  Stephen  Currie,  has  spoken 
about  going,  but  his  mother  will  never 
permit  it.'" 

Charlton  did  not  immediately  reply. 
With  the  mention  of  familiar  and  sug- 
gestive names  there  rushed  in  upon  him 
a  realization  of  his  position.  Judged 
from  the  ordinary  standpoint  it  was 
both  assured  and  promising,  but  there 
was  always  the  dread  background  of  the 
past,  the  shadowy  phantom  of  a  future 
that  might  at  any  moment  yawn  open 
to  engulf  him.  He  told  himself  that  he 
had  made  a  mistake  in  returning  to  Eng- 
land, at  least  so  soon,  and  he  could  easily 
have  multiplied  reasons  for  prolonging 
his  mission.  But  of  late  Archibald  Cur- 
rie's  letters  had  pressed  for  his  speedy 
return ;  he  had  frankly  said  that  he 
missed  him  greatly,  and  wodid  even 
sacrifice  something  to  have  him  once 
more  at  Old  Broad-street.  In  the  last 
letter  he  had  said  that  the  question  of 
partnership  w-ould  come  up  for  imme- 
diate discussion  and  settlement  on  his 
return,  as  since  the  purchase  of  the  Dor- 
set place,  of  which  both  he  and  his  ward 
were  deeply  enamoured,  it  was  his  desire 
to  withdraw  gradually  from  business  life. 
This,  he  said,  would  be  impossible,  un- 
less Charlton  would  pledge  himself  de- 
finitely to  remain  at  Old  Broad-street. 

In  an  amazingly  short  time,  then,  con- 
sidering the  strange  circumstances  of  his 
life.  Charlton  had  reinstated  himself. 
Only  his  great  gifts  and  his  special  de- 
termination, as  well  as  the  unique  oppor- 
tunity presented  by  Archibald  Currie, 
would  explain  this ;  yet  there  was  no 
elation  in  his  soul.  Nay,  he  was  con- 
scious of  a  prevision  of  evil  he  could 
not.  with  all  his  efforts,  shake  ofif.    Kath- 


erine  Wrede's  welcome  dissipated  it  for 
a  moment,  and  when  in  the  hotel  sitting- 
room  he  received  the  hearty,  even  af- 
fectionate, welcome  of  Archibald  Currie. 
it  once  more  disappeared. 

"You  are  looking  well,  but  thin,  very 
thin.  Don't  you  think  so,  Katherine?" 
said  the  old  man  delightedly,  as  he  took 
him  by  both  hands.  "We  are  glad  to 
see  you  back,  and  I  am  profoundly  grate- 
ful for  the  service  you  have  rendered.  I 
hope  you  don't  need  to  be  told  that?'" 

"ihank  you,  sir,"  said  Charlton,  with 
a  faint  smile.  "The  circumstances  were 
special,  the  opportunity  unique.  It 
would  have  been  criminal  had  they  been 
neglected." 

"I  will  leave  you  to  discuss  the  dry 
details,"  said  Katherine  brightly.  "Per- 
haps I  shall  go  back  to  the  dock  again. 
I  am  thinking  all  the  time  of  these  pour 
fellows  bound  for  Netley.  Oh,  it  is  hor- 
rible!" 

She  went  quickly  out  of  the  room. 
In  a  word  Charlton  explained  her  words, 
and  then,  sitting  down  together,  they 
went  minutely  into  the  details  of  the 
South"  African  business.  Charlton  had 
it  all  at  his  finger-ends,  and  his  clear, 
succinct  account  of  what  had  been  done, 
and  what  would  still  be  done,  filled  Arch- 
ibald Currie  with  the  liveliest  satisfac-  • 
tion. 

"You  have  proved  yourself  invaluable. 
Charlton,  and,  believe  me,  I  can  never, 
I  will  never  forget  it.  We  must  discuss 
the  future  later  on.  Aleanwdiile,  uiiiess 
you  are  in  a  hurry  to  return  to  London, 
for  any  personal  reason,  you  might  come 
down  to  W^areham  with  us  tonight,  and 
we  can  all  return  to  town  tomorrow  to- 
gether." 

Charlton  hesitated  a  moment. 

"I  think,  if  you  do  not  mind,  I  will 
go  back  to  London  today." 

"Very  w^ell ;  we  can  all  go  up.  The 
Hyde  Park-square  house  is  open  and 
ready  for  us.  You  had  better  come 
there  for  one  night  at  least." 

"Aly  old  lodgings  are  ready  for  me. 
I  wrote  to  my  landlady  last  mail,  telling 
her  to  expect  me  by  this  boat." 

"Yes ;  but  now,  perhaps,  it  might  be    j 
advisable  for  vou  to  remove  from  Cam-    | 
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den  Town.  Your  means  will  permit  of 
a  better  neighbcnirhood.  " 

"I  am  very  comfortable,'"  replied 
Charlton,  biting  his  lips;  "my  landlady 
is  an  old  servant  of  my  family,  inter- 
ested in  me.     I  feel  at  home  with  her." 

Archibald  Currie  looked  surprised.  It 
was  absolutely  the  first  time  Charlton 
had  made  the  most  remote  allusion  to 
his  private  affairs.  His  employer,  though 
aware  that  he  journeyed  from  Camden 
Town  every  day,  did  not  even  know  his 
exact  address. 

"Well,  1  don't  wish  to  press  you ;  but 
at  least  you  will  come  out  to  dinner,  and 
we  must  have  a  week-end  at  Wareham 
very  soon.  You  will  be  charmed  with 
the  Old  Manor  House.  Miss  Wrede  is 
making  an  idol  of  it.  Nothing  has  sur- 
prised me  more  than  her  apparent  love 
for,  and  adaptability  to,  country  life." 

"I  should  say  that  Miss  Wrede  had 
wonderful  gifts  in  that  direction.  She 
is  so  bright,"  said  Charlton  sincereiy 
enough.  He  was  immediately  struck  by 
the  keen,  wistful  look  his  employer  cast 
upon  him. 

"Y'ou  like  her?"  he  said  inquiringl}. 
"You  would  have  a  good  deal  in  com- 
mon." 

"She  has  been  more  than  kind  to  me. 
Mr.  Currie,  and  to  a  man  in  my  position, 
kindness  from  a  lady  in  hers  means  a 
great  deal." 

He  chose  his  words  with  care,  but 
their  humility  did  not  please  Archibald 
Currie. 

"Tut,  tut,  don't  speak  like  that.  A 
man  of  your  ability  and  conscientious- 
ness is  any  woman's  equal.  Believe  me, 
Charlton,  it  never  pays  to  undervalue 
oneself." 

Charlton  was  silent  a  moment. 

"Have  you  forgotten  the  circumstances 
in  which  we  became  acquainted,  Mr.  Cur- 
rie?" he  asked  hesitatingly.  "I  came  to 
you  an  unknown  man  without  creden- 
tials, you  must  have  understood  that 
there  was  something  behind?" 

"Yes,  yes.  of  course."  said  Currie  has- 
tily, as  if  he  would  rather  not  be  re- 
minded in  that  direction.  "But  it  is  open 
to  any  man  to  work  out  his  own  salva- 
tion. Whatever  fault  may  have  been 
yours   in  the  past.  Charlton,  and   I  can 


never  believe  that  it  could  be  a  bad  one. 
you  have  nobly  redeemed  the  time.  We 
all  make  mistakes,  only  we  arc  not  all 
foun  1  out.  " 

1  l:e  words  immensc.y  conifoncd 
Charlton,  anu  his  eye  softened. 

"Sir,  if  there  were  niore  men  like  you 
in  the  world,'  lie  said  uncunsciousU,  rc- 
I>eating  the  words  he  had  siiokendvcr 
two  years  before,  "the  world  would  be 
a  <iirterent  place." 

Archibald  Currie  broke  into  a  cheer 

fill  laugh. 

"Well,  well,  1  have  been  richly  rc|>aiM 
.\nd  now  we  shall  have  no  more  long 
faces.  We  are  going  to  make  a  niglil 
of  it  when  we  get  l>ack  to  London  to 
celebrate  your  return.  Weil,  so  far,  ev- 
erything has  been  going  well  at  Old 
iJroad-street,  and  Turner  is  still  at  his 
desk.  But  upon  my  word  I  seem  to 
grow  less  and  less  just  to  that  man.  I 
really  dislike  him  intensely.  He  reminds 
me  of  a  snake  in  the  grass.  I  wish  I 
l\'id  the  courage  to  give  him  his  march- 
ing orders." 

"Don't  see  or  speak  to  him, "  sug- 
gested Charlton.  "I  flon't  like  him  my- 
self, but  I  shouldn't  allow  his  existence 
to  worry  me." 

"Well,  he's  a  disturbing  element  in 
the  place.  I  wish  he'd  take  the  craze  of 
going  to  the  front.  I  could  si>are  him 
with  great  alacrity.  He  owes  his  place 
to  you,  Charlton,  and  he  ought  to  kn<»w 
it.  He  will  know  it  one  of  these  da\s. 
if  f  get  any  more  of  his  offensive  uxiks.  ' 

"How's  young  Reedham?"  inquirc<l 
Charlton  with  interest  he  could  hardly 
disgui.'^e. 

"\\'orking  steadily,  but "     .\t  the 

moment  there  was  a  knock  at  thr  d«i<»r 
and    some    letters    and    tckj  i 

brought  in.  some  of  them  r 
mediate  attention  an<l  •-     '  n.iri- 

ton  <Ii<l  not  hear  what  >  r  had 

been    going    to    say    n>;..    .  ''■■v. 

His  heart  lieat  almost  to  -'  t 

the  thought  of  seeing  him  aj;  :'^ 

longing  explained  his  eagerness  to  return 
to  LondcMi  without  delay.  When  they 
reached  Waterloo  the  carriage  was  wait- 
ing to  take  his  fellow  travellers  to  Hyde 
Park -square. 
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He  left  them  there,  and  putting  his 
own  lUggage  in  the  cloak  room,  pro- 
ceeded by  omnibus  to  Old  Broad-street. 

It  was  only  live  o'clock,  and  he  could 
have  a  word  with  Leslie  before  business 
closed,  see  for  himself  how  the  boy  was 
looking. 

He  enjoyed  his  ride  on  the  top  of  the 
omnibus,  albeit  the  wind  from  the  river 
was  chill.  It  seemed  to  help  him  to  clear 
his  mental  vision,  to  realise  what  he  had 
come  home  to.  And  he  was  glad  to  get 
away  from  Archibald  Currie  and  from 
Katherine  Wrede  in  order  to  force  his 
position,  perhaps  more  particularly  in  re- 
gard to  Katherine  Wrede. 

He  wondered  as  he  was  trundled  in 
leisurely  fashion  across  the  crowded 
bridge  and  down  Fleet-street  towards  St. 
Paul's  how  long  it  would  be  before  he 
would  dare  to  walk  a  free  man  again 
tmder  his  own  name  on  London  streets. 

It  would  not  be  possible  for  him  to 
accept  a  partnership  from  Archibald 
Currie  without  telling  him  the  truth. 
Everything  would  depend  on  the  manner 
in  which  he  received  that  truth.  If  the 
deception  were  forgiven  then  there  would 
be  no  difficulty  about  the  paying  back 
of  the  money  he  had  abstracted  from  the 
trust.  It  could  be  advanced  easily  from 
his  interest  in  the  new  firm.  If,  on  the 
other  hand,  Currie  should  take  the 
harsher,  narrower  view,  if  he  should  re- 
sent the  deception  and  think  punishment 
was  due,  then  his  last  end  w^ould  be 
worse  than  his  first. 

But  the  telling  of  the  truth,  something 
told  him,  could  not  be  long  delayed.  His 
position  had  become  intolerable  to  him- 
self. If  ever  the  home  he  had  deserted 
was  to  be  restored  now  was  the  time. 
But  his  heart  no  longer  beat  at  the  pros- 
pect. He  was  conscious  of  a  strange,  al- 
most complete  detachment  in  spirit  from 
the  old  Norwood  life. 

His  longing  to  see  the  boy  was  all  that 
was  left. 

Surprise  was  depicted  on  various  faces 
when  he  entered  the  office.  It  was 
known  that  he  might  return  any  day, 
and  in  the  main  the  looks  were  welcom- 
ing looks.  Turner  merely  glanced  at 
him  with  a  curious  malignancy,  and  made 
no  answer  to  his  greeting.    He  had  been 


biding  his  time,  the  time  that  had  now 
come.  A  dull  flush  overspread  the  man' 
coarse  features  as  he  bent  lower  over  his 
desk,  but  presently  raised  his  head  again 
to  watch  Charlton  make  his  way  as  an 
arrow  to  its  mark,  to  the  far  corner 
where  Leslie  Reedham  sat.  He  even 
craned  his  neck  to  observe  the  close 
and  dear  intimacy  of  the  greeting,  the 
tremulous  smile  about  the  man's  lips  as 
he  laid  his  hands  on  the  boy's  head.  He 
could  not  hear  the  low  spoken  words, 
but  he  could  imagine  them,  and  his  own 
smile  was  crafty  and  sullen  as  he  made 
an  entry  on  the  page  before  him. 

"How  are  you,  my  boy?  It  is  an  un- 
common pleasure  to  me  to  see  you 
again,"  said  Charlton  in  a  low  voice. 
The  boy's  eager  face  flushed  and  his 
fingers  gripped  the  offered  hand.  He 
had  been  very  lonely  without  Charlton's 
fostering  and  kindly  supervision,  and  had 
missed  him  more  than  he  could  have 
expressed. 

"I  am  quite  well,  sir,  thank  you,"  he 
said,  'T  hope  you  are  quite  well?  I — I 
• — am  very  glad  you  have  come  back." 

"Are  you?  You  seem  to  have  changed 
and  grown.     I  find  you  altered  greatly." 

"Yes,  sir,  I  am  six  months  older,  an  1 
— and — but  I  have  no  right  to  speak  of 
my  troubles." 

"What  are  your  troubles?" 

The  boy's  lips  quivered,  and  he  glanced 
round  almost  piteously. 

"Sir,  I  could  hardly  tell  them  here, 
when  I  should  be  at  work?" 

"Surely  not.  Well,  will  you  come 
home  with  me  tonight.  I  will  see  t^iat 
you  get  safely  back." 

"I  should  like  to  come  if  you  do  not 
live  too  far  aw^ay." 

"I  live  at  Camden  Town," 

"Ah,  then  I  could  easily  walk  through 
Regent's  Park  home." 

"To  Regent's  Park?  Have  you 
moved  then,  while  I  have  been  away  ?" 

"Yes,  sir,  some  months  ago." 

"I  am  glad,  it  has  brought  you  nearer 
to  me.  Well,  you  can  tell  me  about  it 
as  we  go  home.  I  shall  be  ready  at  six 
o'clock,  wait  for  me  when  you  are  fin- 
ished." 

The  boy  nodded,  and  returned  com- 
forted to  the  contemplation  of  his  work. 
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The  lonely  feeling  that  had  been  so  acute 
ot  late,  and  daily  increasing,  seemed  to 
disappear  at  the  sound  of  Charlton's 
voice,  comfort  came  with  him. 

Tliey  left  tlie  otnce  together,  and  took 
a  train  at  Broaa-street  for  Camden 
Town.  'Ihe  compartment  was  so  full 
thai  they  had  to  stan.i  the  greater  part 
of  tile  way,  thus  intimate  conversation 
oi  any  kind  was  impossible. 

\\  hen  they  .alighted  at  the  Camden 
Station  tiie  rain  had  ceased,  and  the  stars 
were  i.eginning  to  shine  stea<lfastlv  in  the 
sky. 

"It  is  fresher  out  here,"  said  Charlton, 
as  they  stepped  across  the  road.  "It's 
only  a  few  minutes'  walk.  Tell  me  now 
why  you  have  moved  to  Regent's  Park? 
Does  your  mother  not  find  it  a  more 
expensive  neighbourhood?" 

"That  doesn't  matter  now,"  said  the 
boy  dully,  yet  with  a  note  of  resentment 
in  his  voice,  "I  thought,  perhaps,  that 
you  would  have  heard  that  my  mother 
has  married  again." 

"What!" 

Charlton  stood  still  on  the  kerb  and 
helplessly  stared.  They  had  happily  left 
the  busier  main  thoroughfare,  and  turned 
into  one  of  the  quiet  squares  that  abound 
on  both  sides  of  the  road,  so  that  their 
attitude  was  quie  unobserved.  Charlton's 
face  had  grown  strangely  white,  and  his 
features  seemed  to  work  convulsively. 

"Married  again,  boy?  It's  impossible," 
he  cried  shrilly. 

"It's  quite  true,"  said  the  boy  in  a 
patient  voice.  "She  has  married  Mr. 
George  Lidgate.  He  was  my  father's 
partner,  and  very  kind  to  us  since  father 
went  away.  But — but  I  think  it  was 
horrible  of  them  to  marry  so  soon,  I  only 
knew  after  they  had  been  marrieil  several 
days." 

"Married  to  George  Lidgate!"  re- 
peated Charlton  in  a  hoarse  whisper. 
'T.et  us  get  on  Leslie,"  he  added,  trying 
to  recover  himself.  "Only  a  few  more 
steps  to  the  house." 

He   put   his  hand  through   the  boy's 

arm   and   held   him    fast,   and   his   steps 

seemed  to  totter  as  they  began  to  move 

■  up   the    gradual    ascent    to    St.    Paul's- 

crescent. 


"I  wonder  they  were  not  afraid."  put- 
sued  the  boy,  "because  !   ' •' 

father  is  not  dead,    i.ii!;. 
about   it  one  night   tr\i:.^    . 
that    I    was   treating   my    nioihcr 
1  can't  be  the  same.     How  can  1  i- 
same!     I   feel  it  is  horrible." 

"it  seems  so,  and  if  as  you  say  your 
father  should  be  alive  it  would  be  a 
terrible  business." 

"He  is  alive,  I  tell  you,"  -  '  '  '1 
fiercely.  "And  I  shall  see  lii: 
1  said  that  to  my  mother  .n  i..v  w.i.v. 
and  she  cried  all  night  and  could  not 
sleep.  And  then  Lidgate  was  angry  ;ind 
spoke  to  me  about  it." 

"Do — do  they  seem  happy?" 

"Happy,"  said  the  boy  vaguely.  "Oh, 
yes,  I  think  so.  My  mother  looks  ever 
so  much  younger,  and  of  course  he  can 
give  her  everything  she  needs.  But  I — 
I  can't  bear  it.  We  were  happier  at 
Clapton  even  when  we  were  poor.  It 
doesn't  seem  right." 

"This  is  the  door,"  said  Charlton, 
heavily  fumbling  for  his  key.  "I  sent 
her  a  telegram  from  Southampton,  so 
she  will  be  ready  for  us,  I  hope." 

"Surely  I  have  l>een  here,"  said  the 
boy.  seeming  to  struggle  with  some  nien.- 
ory.  "I  am  sure  1  have  been  to  this 
house  before,  once  with  my  mother.  I 
remember  the  reel  fiowcr-pols  ni  the  win- 
dow." 

Charlton  knew  that  he  had.  hut  made 
no  answer.  He  opened  the  door  and 
stood  aside  to  let  him  in.  At  that  mo- 
ment Marv  Anne  Webber  appeared  at  the 
top  of  the  basement  stairs,  and  the  mo- 
ment Charlton  saw  her  face  he  knew  that 
she  knew.  He  put  his  hand  as  if  to  ward 
off  some  blow. 

"A  moment.  Mrs.  Webber,"  he  said. 
"I  will  speak  to  you  later." 

He  pushed  the  boy  before  him  into  the 
sitting-room  and  closed  tlie  door.  The 
gas  was  lowered.  He  reached  up  above 
the  round  table,  neatly  laid  for  tea.  and 
turned  the  light  full  on. 

Then  very  deliberately,  while  the  boy 
was  looking  interestedly  round  the  room 
he  took  off  his  blue  spectacles. 

"Leslie."  he  said,  and  his  voice  rang 
out  clear  and  strong,  vibrating  with  all 
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the  passion  of  the  fatherhood  that  had  Mary  Anne  Webber,  standing  irreso-: 

been  so  dear  a  part  of  him.  hite,   wondering  much,  on  the  top   step  I 

The  boy  startled,  turned  round  sharp-      of  the    basement    stairs    was    suddenly; 

ly,  and  met  his  yearning  gaze.  startled  by  a  great  cry. 

(To  be  continued.) 


Greater  Britain^s  Imperial  Song. 

Donald  C.    Simpson. 

Our  Father's  Native  Land 
From  many  a  distant  strand 

Our   voices   come. 
From  far  across  the  sea 
Our  hearts  call  out  to  thee 
With  love  and  loyalty 

Let  us  be  one. 

Time  hath  no  changes  made 
Since  first  our  fathers  strayed 

From  thy  loved  shore. 
Their  blood  is  in  our  veins 
Their  love  for  thee  remains 
We  sing  Britannia's  strains 

As  they  of  yore. 

To  spread  thy  banner  free 
On  every  land  and  sea 

Our  fathers  died. 
For  thee, — they  fought  and  fell 
Britain, — they  loved  thee  well 
Their  deeds,  our  bosoms  swell 

With  martial  pride. 

Thy  banner  o'er  us  waves 
And  o'er  our  father's  graves 

Ever  shall  be. 
For  we  are  one  in  aim 
One  Nation — with  one  name 
One  flag — our  Flag  of  fame 

Eternally. 

United  we  shall  go 
Triumphant  o'er  each  foe 

As  aye  of  yore. 
Fearless   and   ever  free 
Our  Union  Jack  shall  be 
True  Britons  all  are  we 

Forevermore. 


Planning  the  Kitchen 


Being  the  first  of  a   series  of  articles    on    the    interior    arrangement  of 

the  home,  with  a  view  to   lightening  labor,  increasing 

comfort,  and  adding  to  the  joy  of  life. 


E.  Stanley    Mitton 


The  Management  of  Westward  Ho!  Mapazlne  asked  me  to  contribute  each  month,  a  ahort 
article  dealing  with  the  problems  confronting  householders  In  their  arrangement  of  l(l««l 
dwellings. 

It  is  not  my  intention  to  deal  minutely  with  the  purely  technical  aide  of  thM«  prot>- 
lems,  but  merely  to  make  a  few  suggestions  here  and  there,  which  may  be  of  value  «n<l 
service   in   building  a  new   house,   or   in   remodelling  an   old  one. 

This  month  I  have  chosen  to  write  of  order  in  the  kitchen;  next  montli'ii  article  will 
deal  with  the  arrangement  of  the  ideal  living  room.  I  should  like  to  hour  from  Westward 
Ho!  readers,  as  to  the  topics  for  succeeding  articles,  and  .shall  endeavour  to  meet  tJn-ir 
wishes,    as    to    the   subjects    to    be    taken    up.     Write   me   in   care  of  this   Magazine. 


COOK  is  leaving,  says  the  wear) 
housekeeper,  and  her  husband, 
forthwith,  sees  in  the  mind's  eye 
a  series  of  cold  lunclies,  the 
bother  of  advertising  for  someone  to  fill 
Cook's  place,  and  the  trouble  and  annoy 
ance  of  interviewing  applicants.  "Cook 
is  leaving,"  calls  up  visions  of  all  that 
is  least  desirable  among  the  thousand 
petty  worries    that   housekeeping   entails 

This  vexatious  problem,  which  tlie 
magazines  and  illustrated  papers  have 
dwelt  upon  with  joyless  mirth  for  some 
time  past,  will  dissanpear  as  soon  as 
builders  realize  the  effect  environment 
has  upon  the  moods  and  feelings.  A 
bright,  sunny,  airy,  clean  room  means 
good  health,  and  good  health  means 
good  temper. 

Cheerfulness,  then,  would  seem  to  be 
the  first  requirement  of  the  ideal  kitchen. 
No  longer  must  those  entrusted  with  the 
preparation  of  our  food,  be  condemned 
to  toil  in  prison-like  cells,  remote  from 
light  and  air,  as  in  the  old  days  when 
the  kitchen  was  invariably  in  the  base- 
ment. 

If  your  kitchen  is  now  a  gloomy  and 
depressing  room,  try  the  effect  of  light 
papers  or  paint ;  you  will  find  them  work 


wonders.  A  dado  of  cement  sonic  lour 
feet  high  is  particularly  gcxxl.  It  can 
be  stopped  in  a  little  mould  at  tlic  t<>p 
and,  if  you  like,  marked  off  like  tile. 
i^ainted  in  white  enamel  paint,  it  is  as 
good  as  tile  and  less  expensive.  Give 
the  cook,  or  yourself,  if  you  hap[)en  to 
be  your  own  chef,  a  change  of  scene, 
and  notice  the  improvement  in  the  men- 
tal atmosphere. 

Ventilation  is  another  imjxirtant  mat- 
ter. It  is  impossible  to  do  gtxMl  work 
in  a  room  filled  with  impure  air.  While 
it  is  essential  that  every  nxtm  in  the 
house  be  well  ventilated,  the  kitchen  re- 
(|uires  more  thoughtful  attention  than 
any  of  the  others  for,  in  addition  to  the 
natural  vitiation  of  the  air.  the  no.xious 
gases  from  the  stove,  and  the  fumes 
consequent  upon  the  various  culinary 
operations,  must  be  contended  with. 

To  obviate  this  annoyance  as  much  as 
possible,  a  hood  should   h<  \ 

for  the  gas  stove  and  W(mh!  ;i 

galvanized  iron,  to  be  coniRxUd  «iin  iiie 
Hue  and  adjustable.  The  ventilator 
should  be  fitted  so  that  it  can  be  closed 
when  required. 

At  the  sides  of  the  range  I  have  sug- 
gested cupboards  with  shelves  and  rails 
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for  putting  articles  required  while  cook- 
ing. Sliding  doors  will  be  the  best  to 
close  these. 

You  will  see,  upon  examining  the 
plan,  a  fresh  air  inlet;  this  I  would 
make  in  connection  with  the  sash  win- 
dow. In  summer  the  window  could 
be  opened  the  full  height,  and  in  winter 
the  ventilator  would  afford  an  ample  sup- 
ply of  air.  This  fresh  air  inlet  is  highly 
advisable,  as  being  the  means  of  carry- 
ing the  foul  odors  from  the  range  into 
the  flue,  keeping  the  kitchen  supplied 
with  pure,  fresh  air,  and  preventing  the 
odors  of  cooking  from  stealing  to  the 
other  parts  of  the  house. 

If  the  windows  are  hung  on  weights 
and  move  easily,  and  a  window  stick  with 
a  hook  on  one  end  is  kept  in  the  kitchen, 
it  is  not  much  trouble  to  get  fresh  air. 
A  transom  over  the  window  or  outside 
door  makes  excellent  ventilation,  and 
is  easily  opened  when  fitted  with  an 
adjustable  rod. 


In  order  that  the  kitchen  be  well, 
lighted,  it  is  essential  that  the  windows 
be  properly  placed.  Take  this  import- 
ant matter  into  consideration  when 
building.  You  should  have  the  light  on 
your  left.  Notice  how  I  have  indicated 
this  in  connection  with  the  range  and 
stove. 

Put  a  good  floor  in  the  kitchen.  Noth- 
ing is  more  unpleasant  for  the  cook  or 
housekeeper,  forced  to  remain  so  much 
upon  her  feet,  than  to  walk  up  and  down 
over  a  rough,  uneven  floor.  I  would 
suggest  that  the  kitchen  floor  be  made 
of  "asbestos"  jointless  floor.  Although 
this  may  seem  an  unnecessary  expense, 
it  is  in  reality  sensible  economy,  for 
while  lineoleums  and  oil-cloths  are  con- 
tinually wearing  out,  a  tiled  floor  lasts 
practically  for  ever,  and  hs^  in  addition 
sanitary  features,  and  the  ease  with 
which  it  may  be  cleaned  to  commend  it. 
In  default  of  a  tiled  floor,  I  would  ad- 
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vise  one  of  some  good  hard  wood,  care- 
fully laid,  and  polished  with  oil. 

In  building  a  new  house,  see  that  your 
architect  makes  provision  for  a  good- 
sized  kitchen — don't  be  content  with  a 
small,  stuffy  room,  if  you  can  av<jid  it. 
Once  upon  a  time  a  small  kitchen  was 
considered  the  proper  thing,  builders 
talked  of  "kitchenettes,"  and  enlarged 
the  parlor  and  living  room  at  the  ex- 
pense of  the  most  used  room  in  the 
house.  It  did  not  take  long  to  recog- 
nize the  fallacy  of  this  proceeding; 
housekeepers  soon  discovered  that  a 
small  kitchen  adds  to  the  difficulties  of 
housekeeping,  instead  of  serving  to 
lighten   its  burdens. 

The  kitchen  shown  is  i8  ft.  by  i6  ft. 
This  is  the  minimum  size,  as  for  a  smal- 
ler room  it  would  be  necessary  to  sacri- 
fice some  of  the  cupboards,  and  that 
would  not  be  advisable.  I  have  seen 
kitchens  no  larger  than  9  ft.  by  10  ft. : 
how  culinary  operations  were  conducted 
remains  a  mystery  to  me.  The  small 
arrows  on  the  plan  indicate  the  fresh  air 
openings,  and  I  trust  you  will  give  them 
your  first  attention,  when  you  are  ready 
to  build. 

The  space  under  the  sink  should  be 
left  open,  of  course,  but  that  under  the 
drainboards  might  better  be  utilized  for 
cupboards  or  some  special  purpose.  A 
good  housekeeper  says:  "Make  the  sink, 
work  table  and  laundry  tubs  high  enough 
to  do  away  with  that  back-breaking  posi- 
tion with  which  we  have  tortured  our 
help  all  these  years."  She  made  her's 
seven  inches  higher  than  usual,  making 
them  about  three  feet  from  the  floor. 

System  is  just  as  essential  to  the 
moflern  kitchen  as  it  is  to  the  modern 
office.  "A  place  for  everything  and 
everything    in    its    place."    is    an    axiom 


that  the  housekeeper  will  do  wc.I  to  take 
to  heart.  .\  good  cupboard  save*  time. 
worry  and  lalxjur. 

Most  houses  are  built  with  a  laun.jr.. 
generally  in  the  basement.  Hut.  if  nccr, 
sary,  set-tubs  can  l>c  put  in  the  kjlcluii. 
or  any  convenient  place,  with  a  zinc 
lined  hinged  cover,  which  will  nuke 
them  into  a  g«X)d  table  when  not  in  u*c. 
ihe  zinc  lined  cover,  when  fa^itencd 
back  against  the  wall,  protects  it  iunn 
.'team  and  suds  on  washday.  On  this 
plan  laundry  tubs  couM  be  set  bf>ide  tiu; 
sink  in  the  corner,  the  hinged  c<<\it 
forming  the  sink  table  on  one  side. 

1  have  shown  on  the  diagram  the  cold 
storage  on  the  outside  jx^rch.  This  1* 
the  cheapest  form.  Shelves  for  vegtt 
ables  arc  shown  on  the  sides,  the  whole 
being  closed  in  with  lattice  work,  m» 
that  the  air  may  circulate  freely,  keep- 
ing them  cool  and  fresh. 

Have  two  or  three  chairs  in  the 
kitchen.  It  is  frequently  wise  econoniy 
of  time  to  sit  down  and  enjoy  a  few 
minutes'  rest.  A  low  table  where  one 
can  sit  in  preparing  vegetables  is  most 
convenient.  A  hinged  shelf  under  the 
win  ow  would  serve  the  purfx^se. 

Cleanliness,  lieauty,  comfort,  conveni- 
ence— these  are  the  points  to  bear  ir. 
mind  while  planning  and  putting  in 
order  the  i  leal  kitchen.  .Ml  that  tends 
to  accentuate  these  things  must  be  con- 
served, all  that  will  retard  us  from  the 
attainment  of  the  i<leal  must  Ik*  strictl\ 
eliminated.  Nothing  that  adds  to  the 
sum  of  human  happiness  is  conimon- 
j)lace  or  mean  :  no  detail  which  will  liclp 
us  to  live  in  a  state  of  ea.se  or  moderate 
enjoyment  is  too  trivial  to  Ixr  neglected. 
It  is  a  trite  saying,  hut  a  comprehen 
sive  one  nevertheless,  that  ".Ml  that  min- 
isters to  human  happiness  is  divine." 


The  Eye  of  Charity 


M.  P.  Judge 


WELL ?  said  the  woman,  half  quiz- 
zically, although  her  face 
flushed  as  her  eyes  met  his 
"What  are  you  going  to  do 
with  me  ?"  John  Coilison  gazed  at  her 
angrily.  "Do!"  he  retorted  fiercely;  "I 
ought  at  once  to  hand  you  over  to  the 
police" — then  he  hesitated, — as  if  some 
kindlier  thought  had  come  to  him. 
"Oblige  me  by  sitting  down, — no,  not  by 
the  window,  I  cannot  trust  you,  you  see ; 
you  might  try  to  escape !  And  now,  per- 
haps you  will  tell  me  your  motive  for 
this  daily  thieving  of  my  possessions?" 
The  woman  moved  over  to  the  chair  in- 
dicated, first  placing  a  cup  of  milk  on  a 
small  table  near,  that  she  had  hitherto 
held  in  her  hand.  She  was  of  medium 
height,  and  dressed  in  a  well  fitting  dark 
blue  talor-made  coat  and  skirt  that  had 
evidently  never  been  made  for  any  other 
than  the  present  owner.  Her  age,  he 
judged,  to  be  about  thirty-five.  Her  hair 
was  dark,  waving  naturally,  and  it  was 
brushed  back  off  her  forehead  into  a 
thick  coil  at  the  nape  of  her  neck.  Her 
features  were  delicate  and  refined,  and 
she  had  a  pair  of  the  most  beautiful,  and 
honest  looking  blue-grey  eyes  he  had 
ever  seen.  Something  in  the  pose  ot  her 
well  shaped  little  head,  as  she  sat  up- 
right in  her  chair  before  him,  told  him 
that  this  was  no  ordinary  thief ;  and  yet 
in  justice  to  himself  he  felt  what  she 
had  done  could  not  be  overlooked. 

They  were  in  one  of  the  many  hun- 
dreds of  large  rooming  houses  in  the 
South  of  London.  This  happened  to  be 
an  old  one  built  in  the  time  of  the 
Georges,  at  a  period  when  it  was  the 
fashion  to  have  long  French  windows 
opening  out  on  to  a  narrow  iron  balcony 
which  could  be  reached  from  each  front 


room  on  the  same  floor.  John  Coilison 
lived  in  the  centre  room  on  the  second 
floor.  Miss  Evans,  the  lady — (he  felt 
he  had  to  call  her  that,  though  sorely 
against  his  will) — lived  on  his  right ; 
while  a  Miss  Forth,  a  young  shop  girl, 
had  the  third  room  to  the  left.  This  he 
learnt  from  Mrs.  Smith,  the  landlady, 
when  taking  his  lodgings.  "No,"  she 
said,  "I  gives  no  meals,  you  gets  them 
h'out,  or  you  cooks  your  h'own.  Miss 
H'evens  cooks  'er  own ;  she  writes,  you 
know,  for  them  magazines."  (He  did 
not  know  but  accepted  the  faCt.)  "Miss 
Forth  only  cooks  'er  breakfast  and  h'eats 
out."  He  had  met  both  occasionally  on 
the  narrow  dark  stairway,  but  had  onl\ 
exchanged  the  barest  civilities  in  pass- 
ing. His  work  in  town,  that  of  third 
partner  in  a  lawyer's  office  occupied  the 
whole  day ;  his  evenings  were  spent  at 
the  Club.  He  was  like  so  many  men 
living  alone  in  big  cities,  their  lives 
growing  more  and  more  narrow  as  time 
goes  on,  through  force  of  circumstances 
and  perhaps  laziness  on  their  part  to  keep 
more  in  touch  with  their  friends.  If  the 
married  ones  occasionally  carried  him  oflF 
into  the  country  he  would,  when  there, 
enjoy  himself;  half  envying  them  their 
wives  and  pretty  children ;  but  when  he 
returned  to  town  the  old  routine  of  work 
would  begin  again  and  he  would  lose  the 
unspoken  longing  for  a  home  of  his  own 
with  the  added  interests  it  would  have 
brought  him.  He  was  well  under  forty 
and  moderately  good  looking,  and  when 
a  younger  man  he  had  met  many  women, 
but  had  never  cared  very  much  for  their 
society.  Before  his  mother  died  he  had 
been  all  in  all  to  her.  She  had  been  an 
exceptionally  beautiful  and  clever  wo- 
man, and  other  women  seemed  to  him  in 
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comparison  somewhat  inane  and  insipid. 
This  morning  he  had  forgotten  to  take 
his  cheque  book  to  the  office,  he  was  go- 
ing off  on  a  three  weeks'  hohday  to 
Scotland  and  had  returned  unexpectedly 
at  lunch  time  to  fetch  it.  On  entering 
his  room  he  found  the  French  window 
open  and  Miss  Evans  standing  in  the 
centre  of  the  room  with  a  cup  of  milk  in 
her  hand. 

For  the  last  fortnight  he  had  constant- 
ly missed  food  from  his  small  cupboanl. 
A  half  loaf  of  bread,  a  box  of  sardines, 
sometimes  an  egg,  stray  rashers  of  bacon, 
the  visible  decrease  of  tea  in  the  tea 
caddy  and  lessening  of  pats  of  butter. 
This  he  had  attributed  to  Mrs.  Smith, 
thinking  she  perhaps  counted  it  her  due 
for  the  daily  attention  to  his  room,  but 
as  the  place  suited  him,  he  had  as  yet 
said  nothing.  Aiiid  now  to  find  one  of 
the  lodgers  in  this  act  of  petty  thieving! 
"Was  it  kleptomania, — or — or  was  she 
hungry?  No,  she  did  not  look  the  very 
least  in  need  of  a  meal.  "Good  heavens," 
he  said  to  himself,  "I  wish  to  goodness 
I  had  never  come  in  at  this  moment." 
Miss  Evans  twice  began  to  say  some- 
thing in  a  low  voice  and  then  broke  off. 
"Fm  waiting,"  he  remarked  at  length, 
rather  grimly,  "for  some  further  explan- 
ation to  account  for  your  presence  here  I" 
"Would  it  be  too  much  if  I  were  to 
ask  you  to  let  me  go  away  now  if  I 
promised  on  my  word  of  honor  to  come 
to  you  tomorrow  evening  to  explain  my 
being  here  and  of  the  disappearance  of 
your  provisions.  Could  you  trust  me? 
I  know  it  seems  all  wrong  and  I  appear 
to  be  giving  you  orders,  but — "  She  rose 
and  came  over  to  the  large  arm  chair 
in  which  he  was  sitting.  "If  you  have 
never  before  been  asked  by  a  woman  to 
give  up  your  own  will  to  help  her  in  a 
difficulty,  will  not  you  do  it  now?" 

"And  if  I  refuse?"  he  asked  coldly, 
although  he  was  growing  more  and  more 
interested  in  the  situation.  "If  you  re- 
fuse," drawing  back.  (He  fancied  she 
held  her  little  head  even  more  proudly 
than  before).  "Then  do  your  worst, 
send  for  the  police,  I  am,  as  you  know, 
completely  at  your  mercy."  She  stood, 
not  as  many  women  do ;  as  if  to  support 
themselves  diev  had  to  lean  against  some 


article   of    furniture,   but   upright,  alone 
and  still  of  movement. 

Ihe  more  CoUison  looked  at  her,  the 
more  he  felt  he  could  trust  her,  although, 
with  a  lawyer's  caution,  he  con^ulereii 
it  his  duty  not  to  give  in  too  easily. 
However,  just  at  that  nunnent,  from  be- 
ing first  actor  in  the  htilc  scene,  he  be- 
came a  very  in.significaut  third. 

Through  the  open  window  ran  a  tall 
thin  girl,  only  half  dressed,  her  liair 
down  her  back  and  an  old  torn  kimona 
thrown  half  over  her  shoulders.  She  did 
not  see  him  in  his  big  arm  cliair.  Mak- 
ing straight  for  Miss  Evans  standing  by 
the  table  in  the  centre  of  the  rcK:)n),  and 
kneeling  down,  caught  her  <iress,  cr\- 
ing  out.  "Oh,  come  back,  come  back, 
you  mustn't  stay  in  here.  Mr.  CoUison 
might  find  you  returning  the  milk,  and 
think  you  were  taking  it  instead  of  me. 
You  have  been  so  kind  to  me,  why  did 
not  God  let  me  know  you  before  I  began 
to  steal.  I  am  the  most  miserable  girl 
in  the  world,  I  wonder  you  care  to  speak 
to  me,"  and  she  burst  into  a  weak  torrent 
of  tears. 

CoUison  ma<le  a  movement  to  rise,  but 
unseen  by  the  girl  Miss  Evans  motioned 
him  to  hide,  and  presently  he  succecde«i 
in  hiding  behind  the  chair  much  to  her 
relief.  Not  until  then  did  she  free  her- 
self from  the  girls  clinging  grasp  to 
kneel  down  beside  her. 

"Come  my  child,"  putting  her  amis 
round  the  weeping  girl  and  tlrawing  her 
to  her.  "Mr.  CoUison  will  find  both  of 
us  here  if  we  do  not  move."  Tomorrow 
you  have  a  long  journey  before  you  and 
must  rest  today  to  get  back  some 
strength."  "First.  I  am  going  to  help 
you  back  to  your  room  to  lie  tlown,  and 
then  go  and  get  you  some  lunch."  Try 
and  forget  the  past  fortnight,  clear!  Few 
people  could  imagine  what  they  would 
do  if  they  were  starving  as  you  have 
been."  "It  might  have  been  Mr.  Col- 
lison  or  myself,  under  some  circum- 
stances—who knows?"  "It  is  so  easy  to 
judge  hardly  when  one  has  never  suf- 
fered." 

She  went  on  talking  in  order  to  give 
the  girl  time  to  recover  herself,  and  to 
keep  her  from  the  knowledge  of  the 
man   behind   the   chair  as   she  half  led. 
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half  carried  her  out  on  to  the  balcony 
and  into  Miss  Forths'  own  room. 

A  few  minutes  later  she  repassed, 
looked  in  at  Collison,  who  was  standing 
near  the  window,  and  said  in  a  low 
voice — "I  will  return  to  you  in  half  an 
hour."  "Thank  you  indeed  for  your 
silence." 

"Thank  goodness,"  he  said,  when  she 
re-appeared,  "you  are  innocent,  I  should 
never  have  believed  in  anyone  again  if  it 
had  been  you."  He  felt  like  doing  some 
of  the  silly  things  that  one  reads  about 
in  novels  that  people  do  on  quite  as  short 
an  acquaintance  as  theirs,  such  as  taking 
both  her  hands  in  his  and  kissing  them ; 
telling  her  how  he  had  admired  her  for 
keeping  the  girl's  secret,  and  her  pluck 
in  telling  him  to  fetch  the  police ;  for 
unless  she  had  been  forced  to  speak  the 
truth,  the  case  would  have  gone  hardly 
with  her.  Instead  they  both  stood  look- 
ing at  each  other,  reading  as  some  people 
mutually  interested  can,  each  other's  un- 
spoken thoughts. 

"How  did  you  find  out  yourself,"  he 
asked  at  length. 

"Won't  you  come  over  here,  away 
from  the  window,  or  Miss  Forth  might 
hear  our  voices ;  and  tell  me  more  fully 
what  has  happened.  There  are  still  some 
blanks  in  the  mystery  that  alone  I  can- 
not fill  in." 

"I  met  Miss  Forth  almost  daily  on  the 
stairs,  as  you  probably  did,  although  we 
exchanged  nothing  more  than  a  good- 
morning.  It  was  my  fault  in  not  doing 
more ;  and  being  the  older  woman  I 
blame  myself  for  not  being  more  neigh- 
bourly. It  was  selfishness  on  my  part, 
I  fear,  having  come  here  to  get  away 
from  people,  and  dreaded  interruptions 
if  I  began  to  show  interest  in  my  neigh- 
bours. Then  about  a  fortnight  ago,  not 
meeting  her,  I  enquired  of  Mrs.  Smith 
if  she  had  left.  "She's  lost  her  job. 
Miss,  but  she's  paid  up  for  her  room  for 
this  month,  and  I  hopes  she  soon  gets 
another,"   she  replied. 

"I'm  afraid  I  thought  nothing  more  of 
her,"  continued  Miss  Evans,  until  this 
morning,  just  before  luncheon,  when  I 
went  out  on  the  balcony  to  water  a  poor 
little  smutty  fern  of  mine  that  our  Lon- 
don fogs  do  not  agree  with.    To  my  sur- 


prise I  heard  a  slight  noise  behind  me 
and  on  turning  round  saw  Miss  Forth, 
with  a  cup  of  milk  in  her  hand,  stepping 
out  of  your  window.  When  she  saw  me 
I  thought  that  she  was  going  to  faint, 
and  I  ran  to  her  and  took  away  the  cup, 
and  drew  her  into  my  room,  making  her 
lie  down  on  the  couch  while  I  fetched 
some  brandy  and  water.  I  was  horrified 
at  her  emaciated  appearance.  Her  story, 
which  she  has  just  told  me,  is  sad 
enough.  Her  parents  died  a  few  months 
ago,  they  had  run  away  from  home  to 
marry,  and  had  cut  adrift  from  all  their 
relations.  Miss  Forth  knew  none  of 
them  and  was  absolutely  alone  in  the 
world.  She  was  employed  in  a  large 
draper's  store  until  quite  lately,  when 
the  firm  happened  to  reduce  their  staff 
of  girls,  she  being  one  of  those  to  leave, 
through  no  fault  of  her  own.  Since 
then  she  has  been  tramping  the  streets 
in  search  of  work,  and" — she  paused  a 
moment,  and  her  voice  sounded  as  if  it 
had  tears  in  it — "and  all  she  has  had  to 
eat  has  been  what  she  took  daily  from 
your  cupboard.  If  only  she  had  come 
to  me ;  indeed  it  was  but  false  pride  that 
made  her  steal  rather  than  beg  from 
strangers !  Tomorrow  she  is  going  down 
to  a  convalsecent  home  I  am  interested 
in.  When  she  is  stronger  we  must  try 
and  find  her  something  to  do  in  the 
country.  She  told  me  that  when  her 
month  was  up  here  she  had  fully  meant 
to  kill  herself, — and, — I  believe  that  shp 
would  have  done  so." 

"You  have  indeed  been  a  friend," 
Collison  said  almost  humbly.  Few  people 
had  ever  heard  that  depth  of  sympathy 
in  his  voice.  "May  I  not  share  a  little  in 
helping  her  too  ?"  He  moved  over  as  he 
spoke  to  his  writing  table,  and  drew  out 
the  cheque  book,  the  forgetting  of  which 
had  made  such  a  difference  to  their  day. 
When  Miss  Evans  went  out  on  the 
balcony  the  following  evening  she  felt 
a  little  uunreasonably  restless  and  lonely, 
both  her  neighbours  away,  "although,'" 
as  she  began  to  say  to  herself,  "I  did 
not  know  them  to  speak  to  even  when 
they  were  here."  But  she  had  hardly 
time  to  frame  the  unspoken  thought 
when  the  middle  window  opened  quick- 
ly and  the  man  she  was  thinking  of  came 
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.Hit.  carrying  a  big  l)uii(llc  of  violets 
which  he  handed  to  her.  •"Why,"  she 
>a!(l  in  some  surprise,  "1  thought  you 
wrre  going  on  your  holiday,"  looking  at 
hun  over  the  flowers  which  she  kept 
Miiolling.  '"l  have  changed  my  mind 
al.out  going,"  he  remarked  gaily.'  •'Vou 
li  i\en't?"     "Oh  you  haven't?"  she  broke 

.  as  if  she  suddenly  understood.     He 

i.)ured  up  at  her  quick,  kindly  look. 
\'ou  wrote  out  that  cheque  for  Miss 
[■nth  and  it  was  the  money  that  you 
w  <  luld  have  spent  otherwise  on  your  own 
holiday."  "Oh,  you  are  generous,"  she 
n  icd  impetuously,  "I  can  never  thank 
N'iU  enough  for  what  you  did  yesterday." 
"I  know  of  one  thing  you  might  do,"  he 
said,  later  on.  "to  help  ease  you  of  too 
much  gratitude." 

"Yes." 

"Have  a  stated  time  for  watering  your 
smutty  little  fern  during  the  next  three 
weeks. 

"And  why?" 

"Because  then  I  shall  be  quite  sure 
of  having  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you 
each  day." 

"And  if  it  is  wet,"  she  asked  mischiev- 
ously. 

He  was  silent,  waiting  for  her  to  solve 
the  problem. 

"In  that  case,"  she  added  demurely, 
"if  it  is  unusually  dull  I  have  the  excuse 
for  a  wood  fire  in  m}-  room  and  am 
readv  to  receive  callers." 


•\\  hen  did  you  lirst  fall  in  love  willi 
uie,"  she  asked  three  months  later.  It 
was  the  day  they  ha<l  jointly  told  Mrv 
Smith  they  were  leaving  her  rot^nii. 
softening  the  blow  by  inviting  her  lo  the 
wedding;  and  she  had  blessed  them  with 
tears  in  her  eyes  at  the  thought  of  her 
empty  rooms, 

"When!"— "Why  when  you  stood  up 
like  a  little  iJriton  and  told  mc  to  send 
for   the   police." 

"When  did  you  vourself,"  he  retali- 
ated. 

"When  you  hid  behind  the  chair  to 
save  that  poor  girl  from  deejKrr  sliamc." 

"Then  I  was  first  to  love  you." 

"Indeed  no,"  she  retorted,  womanlike, 
with  a  double  train  of  thought  to  each 
remark.  She  leaned  over  him  as  he  sal 
in  the  big  arm  chair  and  held  his  face 
in  her  hands  as  she  siwkc,  tilting  back 
his  chair  in  order  to  look  fully  into  his 
eyes." 

T  liked  the  way  you  said  good  morn- 
ing on  the  stairs  long  before  you  had 
ever  noticed  my  face." 

"I  was  blind  in  those  days."  he  said, 
as  he  kissed  her;  "By  the  way  have  you 
watered  tonight  our  little  smutty  fern 
that  has  had  so  much  to  do  in  bringing 
us  together?" 

They  went  out  arm  in  arm  on  to  the 
balcony,  presumably  to  water  the  fern. 
that  had  already  been  watered  by  Miss 
Evans  that  morning,  and  then  as  usuaJ 
forgot  it. 


The  Wraith  of  the  Trail 


Arthur  Chapman 


There's  a  grass  grown  trail  near  the  shining  rail  where  tlie  trains  go  whizzing  by — 
Where  the  smoke  from  the  overland  fast  express  is  spread  like  a  veil  in  the  sky ; 
It's  the  trail  where  the  stage  went  rumbling  through  in  the  days  of  the  real  frontier. 
But  w'here  is  the  driver  who  braved  the  path  and  whose  stout  heart  knew  n«)  fear  • 
'Twas  a  perilous  trip  that  the  prairie  ship  made  across  the  high,  brown  plains. 
But  has  any  one  ever  heard  men  tell  of  a  coward  who  held  the  reins? 
There  are  plenty  of  tales  of  heroes'  work  and  of  passengers  saved  from  death. 
But  when  did  a  driver  ever  quail  in  the  fiercest  blizzard's  breath? 
So  go  to  the  trail  when  the  stars  are  pale  and  'tis  scarce  an  hour  till  dawn. 
And  you'll  see  a  ghostly  stage  flit  past,  by  four  ghost  horses  drawn ; 
And  high  on  the  box  sits  the  ghost  of  a  man.  and  he  throws  you  an  eerie  hail- 
It  is  thus  that  the  stage  goes  by  today  on  the  grass  grown  ovcrlaml  trail. 


^'Hard  Luck''— A  Chicago  Story 


*Dick  Western' 


PLANTAGEXET  PRINCE,  called 
"Plant"'  for  short  by  his  familiar 
friends,  possessed  a  "butting  in" 
faculty  that  was  remarkable,  and 
yet  his  luck  was  about  as  bad  as  most 
people's.  He  always  said  that  "bad  luck 
was  perfectly  natural  to  a  man  with  a 
name  like  his."  "What  the  deuce  did 
my  parents  want  to  call  me  Plantagenet 
for?"  "How  could  they  expect  me  to 
succeed  with  such  a  name?"  Often 
times  he  made  up  his  mind  to  change  it 
and  take  possession  of  an  ordinary  front 
name  like  other  people,  but  some  how 
he  never  could  make  up  his  mind  just 
which  to  adopt,  so  his  original  baptismal 
handle  stayed  with  him  and  he  was  the 
same  old  "Plant"  at  the  time  of  our 
story. 

His  friend,  Joe  Stubbs,  had  gone  to 
Chicago  a  year  before  the  great  Fair 
and  succeeded  in  "getting  a  start  to- 
wards making  his  fortune."  Up  to  the 
time  of  the  closing  of  the  Fair  he  man- 
aged to  hold  down  his  job,  although  he 
said  that  somehow  his  wages  were  paid 
in  a  quality  of  coin  that  did  not  seem 
as  lasting  as  the  money  he  earned  back 
in  the  East.  He  felt  sure  if  "Plant" 
would  come  out  to  Chicago  they  could  do 
great  things  together  and  wrote  him  fre- 
quent letters  telling  of  the  wonders  of 
the  Fair  and  urging  him  to  come.  By 
the  time  Plant  had  made  up  his  mind  to 
strike  out.  the  depression  of  '93  was  in 
full  swing  and  instead  of  a  multitude  of 
openings  for  bright  young  men  there 
was  a  multitude  of  bright  young  men 
and  otherwise  hunting  for  openings. 
When  "Plant"  reached  Chicago,  it  was 
to  learn  that  the  boss  had  "laid  off"  his 
chum  Joe  and  the  only  thing  they  could 
do   was  to  bunk  together  and  plan  for 


future  busniess,  trusting  that  something 
would  turn  up.  They  lived  this  way  for 
some  time,  tneir  small  amount,  of  cash 
gradually  dwindling  away  until  at  last 
joe  ran  across  a  man  who  was  running 
a  little  barber  shop  down  on  the  East 
side.  Joe  persuaded  this  man  that  he 
could  be  of  great  service  in  "building 
up"  his  barber  business  and  finally  gained 
permission  to  try  his  hand  as  a  tonsorial 
artist.  It  is  true  that  some  of  his  early 
attempts  were  rather  hard  on  his  cus- 
tomers, one  fellow  remarking  as  he  sized 
up  his  personal  appearance  after  emerg- 
ing through  an  ordeal  with  Joe  that  he 
looked  as  though  he  had  been  "trying 
to  steal  a  litter  of  kittens  and  the  old 
cat  had  come  home." 

But  Joe  stayed  with  his  job  and  soon 
emerged  from  the  unfinished  apprentice 
into  a  full-fledged  barber  and  tried  his 
hardest  to  get  Plant  to  go  at  the  same 
game,  but  Plant  knew  his  own  weak 
points  too  well  to  tackle  any  such  pro- 
position. He  said,  "I  can  do  more  with 
my  fist  than  my  fingers,"  and  another 
thing,  "I  don't  fancy  standing  over  a 
man  and  'rubbing  it  in'  in  your  style." 
I  want  something  different. 

So  he  continued  his  search  for  some- 
thing to  do,  "butting  into"  stores  and 
business  houses,  seeking  and  obtaining 
"personal  interviews"  with  officials  in 
various  offices,  sometimes  being  received 
kindly  and  other  times  getting  "dropped" 
very  hard.  There  was  nothing  for  him, 
they  "had  no  vacancy,"  "wouldn't  need 
any  more  help  until  next  year,"  and  such 
encouraging  remarks,  was  about  all  the 
satisfaction  his  efforts  brought  him.  He 
was  determined  to  find  a  job,  however, 
and  daily  scanned  the  newspaper  for 
"situation  vacant."    Sometimes  he  would 
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i'lwA    something    that    looked    promising, 
but  when  he  reached  the  place  the  va- 
cancy was  "filled,"  or  he  would  leave  his 
name  and  address  at  the  request  of  the 
man  in  charge  and  hear  nothing  further. 
Sometimes  his  experience  in  answering 
advertisements    was    to    find    himself    at 
the  end  of  a  long  line  of  waiting  appli- 
cants, and  as   there  was  only  one   man 
that  could  obtain  the  job  the  employer 
would  pick  the  most  likely  from  the  first 
ones   in   the   row.     This   decided   Plant. 
He  made  up  his  mind  that  he  would  be 
"first"  on  the  next  occasion.    At  last  the 
opportunity    came.      He   was   eating   his 
"doughnuts  and  coft'ee"  supper  and  read- 
ing   tlie    advertisement   columns    of    the 
Chicago  News  when  his  eye  caught  the 
following:  "Wanted— Active  young  man 
to  work  in  warehouse ;  must  be  worker. 
Apply  8  o'clock  sharp  Thursday  morn- 
ing side  door  No.  903  East  St."     Plant 
couldn't  wait  for  Joe  to  come  home  but 
went  and  saw  him  at  the  shop  and  told 
him   his  plan.     He   was   determined   to 
be  the  first  one  this  time  and  meant  to  get 
that  job  "sure"!     He  would  be  there  at 
6  o'clock  and  then  when  the  time  came 
would  put  up  such  a  talk  for  that  job  as 
would  bring  tears  to  the  eyes  of  a  brass 
monkey.      He   needed   that   job   and   in- 
tended'to  get  it  even  if  he  had  to  "bully" 
the  man  into  hiring  him.     So  to  bed  he 
went  that  night— long  before  the  usual 
time,  and  was  up  bright  and  early  to  be 
on  hand  at  6  o'clock.     Joe  woke  up  to 
find    Plant   opening   the    room    door   to 
make  his  departure  and  roused  himself 
in  time  to  reach  a  shoe  to  fire  after  him 
for  "luck." 

The  morning  was  chill  and  drear  as 
Plant  walked  down  to  the  address  in  the 
advertisement,  but  he  had  heard  that 
hope  was  a  "good  breakfast"  and  he 
contented  himself  with  it  until  he  had 
secured  the  job,  then  said  he  to  himself. 
"I'll  go  and  get  filled  up  on  somcthmg 
more  substantial."  About  6  o'clock  he 
reached  his  destination  and  found  that  it 
was  a  brick  building  with  the  main  en- 
trance on  East  Street,  and  the  side  en- 
trance, at  which  applicants  were  to  call, 
located  in  the  alley.  The  door  was 
closed  and  was  reached  by  mounting  a 
flight  of  steps  and  at  the  top  of  these 


steps  I'lant  took  his  stand  and  waited. 
About  an  hour  after  his  arrival  a  tall, 
thin    fellow   in   overalls   walked   up   and 
after  looking  about  started  to  climb  the 
slei^.s,  remarking  as  he  did  so  something 
to  Plant  about  coming  for  the  job.     At 
this   point   a   bright   idea   struck    Plant 
Why  not  "bluff"  this  fellow  out  of  the 
game?     Might  just  as  well,  ll»at  would 
give  him  at  least  one  more  chance.     So 
following   up   the    idea,   he   produced   a 
Inmch  of  keys  from  his  pocket  and  while 
he   fumbled   with     them     .said     he   was 
"sorry,"  but  the  job  had  been  filled  and 
he   had  Ixen  asked   by   the  boss  to  gel 
around  a  little  earlier  than  usual  and  tell 
the  fellows  that  might  call,  so  that  they 
would  not  wait ;  to  his  great  surprise  the 
man  "bit"  at  once  and  after  a   lew  re- 
marks quickly  went  his  way.     In  a  short 
time   a   second    fellow    showed    up,    fol- 
lowed by  a  third.     Plant  did  not  wail  for 
them  to  say  anything  but  told  them  the 
same  story  in  a  regretful  tone  of  voice 
and  finally  persuaded  them  that  the  job 
was  filled.     These  two  in  turn  walked  off 
and  just  at  the  entrance  to  the  alley  IManl 
saw  them  engage  in  c<mversation  with  a 
man  evidently  bent  on  the  job  hunting 
mission.    He  watched  them  with  interesl. 
at  the  same  time  making  as  though  ab<JUl 
to  open  the  door  with  his  keys,  and  had 
the  satisfaction  of  seeing  the  three  walk 
away  together. 

Plant  fairly  hugged  himself  at  the 
success  of  his  scheme;  he  could  have 
shouted  with  joy,  and  the  more  he 
thought  of  it  the  more  he  felt  like  danc- 
ing a  hornpipe  right  there.  Why  not? 
said  he  to  himself,  "a  fellow  must  UM)k 
out  for  himself."  "I'll  turn  every  last 
one  of  the  fellows  who  come  away  and 
then  I'll  get  this  job  without  any 
trouble."  Bv  this  time  three  more  had 
turned  in  the  alley  and  were  heading  to- 
wards the  steps,  but  Plant  anticipate<l 
anything  thev  might  say  and  calmly  told 
them  "he  was  sorry"  but  the  job  had 
been  filled  rather  earlier  than  was  ex- 
])ectcd.  One  in  the  bunch  showed  signs 
of  disapproval,  but  Plant  rattled  his  keys 
an. I  made  as  though  to  open  the  door. 
at  the  same  time  saying  it  is  "too  bad.^ 
but  a  fact  just  the  same,  and  you  won't 
gain  anything  by  "growling." 
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So  after  passing  an  uncomplimentary 
remark  or  two  the  last  contingent  moved 
off.  As  they  walked  away  they  in  turn 
met  others  coming,  and  like  the  previous 
seekers  they  imparted  the  information 
that  the  "job  was  taken."  '"Taik  about 
luck,"  said  Plant  to  himself,  "sure  mine 
has  changed!"  "I  am  'it'  this  time  for 
cert,"  keep  it  up,  old  man,  you're  "doing 
fine,"  won't  Joe  laugh  when  I  tell  him 
this?  and  visions  of  success  floated  be- 
fore him  only  to  be  dispelled  by  another 
caller.  But  Plant  again  grappled  wnth 
the  situation  and  went  through  pretty 
much  the  same  performance,  with  an  ad- 
dition to  the  effect  that  he  thought  if  he 
called  round  on  Alonday  that  there  might 
possibly  be  another  chance.  This  last 
was  a  bad  break  for  Plant  because  it 
caused  the  man  to  stop  longer  perhaps 
than  he  otherwise  might  have  done  and 
ask  questions  as  to  the  character  of  the 
work  and  wages,  but  Plant  answered  as 
well  as  he  could  and  finally  turned  away 
as  though  to  open  the  door.  This  had 
the  desired  effect  and  his  questioner 
walked  away. 


It  was  by  this  time  about  a  quarter 
before  eight  and  Plant  began  to  grow 
anxious  for  fear  some  of  the  applicants 
would  be  on  hand  at  the  time  for  the 
door  to  open.  He  began  to  feel  that  he 
might  be  "caught  in  the  act"  and  then 
there  would  be  trouble  with  the  crowd. 
While  turning  this  over  in  his  mind  he 
heard  the  noise  of  a  key  turning  in  the 
lock  on  the  inside  and  then  the  door 
opened  and  a  man  with  a  beard  stuck 
his  head  out.  After  peering  at  Plant 
he  came  out  on  the  top  step  and  looked 
down  the  alley,  expressing  his  surprise 
at  seeing  only  one  man  waiting.  Said 
he,  "Are  you  the  only  one?"  Yes, 
answered  Plant.  "Well,  that's  strange, 
anyway,  said  the  man,  perhaps  it  is  just 
as  well,  as  we  don't  need  anyone  now, 
we  took  back  the  old  hand  again  last 
night. 

Plant  nearly  fell  off  the  steps.  He 
stared  at  the  bushy  beard,  of  the  man 
from  the  inside,  and  wanted  to  get  both 
his  hands  in  it,  but  somehow  he  didn't 
"come  to"  before  the  door  closed  again 
with  a  bang. 
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Frank  H.  Sweet 


THE  man  and  woman  that  paced 
slowly  side  by  side  up  and  down 
the  long,  dim  hotel  corridors 
might  have  seemed  to  the 
thoughtless  observer  a  typical  pair  of 
lovers.  In  reality  she  was  seeking  to 
pervert,  and  he  to  maintain,  the  admin- 
istration of  the  law.  She  was  acting  the 
part  that  her  sex  is  supposed  have  acted 
toward  his  from  the  days  of  Eve.  With 
an  absolute  single-mindedness  and  loy- 
alty of  purpose  that  went  further  to  ex- 
culpate her  than  the  plea  of  ignorance 
could  have  done,  she  was  knowingly  and 
deliberately  seeking  to  turn  from  the 
way  of  justice  the  steps  of  her  com- 
panion. Artfully,  insinuatingly,  she  held 
before  his  eyes  the  rosy  apple  of  pro- 
mise, a  prize  so  alluring  that  the  man 
beside  her  felt  his  head  swim  and  his 
sense  grow  dazzled  at  the  mere  rising 
thought. 

She  had  begun  with  excessive  sub- 
tlety, made  wise  by  her  great  need. 
Only  the  man  beside  her  was  capable  of 
granting  her  this  boon.  To  her  woman's 
prejudiced  vision  it  was  beyond  reason 
that  he  should  remain  unmoved.  If  there 
was  any  power  to  aid  her  in  her  glance, 
her  smiles,  her  tears,  if  need  should  be 
she  was  ready  to  make  ruthless  use  of 
them. 

"Do  you  think,  Judge  Treshani."  she 
said,  "that  the  law  is  always  right? 
Don't  you  believe — I  am  sure  I  do — 
that  sometimes  in  enforcing  the  exact 
letter  of  the  law  one  may  commit  a 
great  injustice?"  She  paused,  awaiting 
her  unsuspecting  adversary's  next  move  • 
she  was  too  cautious  to  overstci)  her 
mark. 

"If  you  mean  in  the  matter  of  circum- 
stantial evidence,  Miss  Boniface."  said 
Roger  Tresham.     "I     quite     agree  with 


you. '  He  reddened  a  little,  for  any  ic- 
ference  to  the  law  was  a  pain  he  would 
willingly  have  spared  her. 

"X-no,"  sai«l  the  girl,  slowly,  "I — I 
wasn't  thinking  of  that.  I  was  thinking 
that  the  law  doesn't  seem  t«^  have  any 
heart.  It  doesn't  seem  to  take  cogniz- 
ance of  misfortune,  of — oh,  Judge  Tres- 
ham"  She  broke  off  with  a  catch  in 

her  breath  dangerousiy  near  to  a  sob. 

Tresham  was  thrilled  and  warmed  by 
the  intimacy  of  her  appeal  at  the  same 
time  that  he  was  struck  with  horror  of 
his  own  impossible  predica:nent. 

"Judge  iresham," — she  had  regained 
her  composure — "will  you  let  me  speak 
of  my  poor  father's  trouble?  Vou  know 
all  about  it.  and  it  will  be  such  a  com- 
fort. Judge  Tresham,  is  the  law  really 
without  pit'.?" 

"God  i^»t{.ve  me!"  cried  the  man  be- 
side her;  "I — I  cannot  listen;  I  cannot 
help  or  comfort  you.  Miss  Boniface,  if 
things  had  been  otherwise  I — you  and  I, 
perhaps ;  but  now,  as  it  is" —  He  stopped 
helplessly  and  made  a  despairing  gesture. 
But  Joyce  Boniface  met  his  troubled  eyes 
with  her  own  blue  unbashed  ones. 

"Even  as  things  are,  Roger."  she  nujr- 
mured.  "it  may  not  be  altogether  hope- 
less. There  must  be  mercy  somewhere. 
even  in  the  law,  and  surely  in  the  law- 
yers. Think.  Roger,  how  much  I  should 
owe  you  if" — 

Tresham  had  gone  white  to  the  lips; 
his  breath  came  in  gasps.  Ten  minutes 
ago  he  would  indignantly  have  repudial 
ed  the  idea  that  she  could  stoop  to  in- 
fluence him  by  so  much  as  a  feather's 
weight  upon  one  side  or  the  other,  far 
less  to  bribe  him  with  the  glittering  pro- 
mise of  what  he  most  desired.  Accus- 
tomed to  viewing  things  with  the  eyes 
of  a  lawyer  and  a  purist,  he  had  omitted 
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to  take  into  account  the  natural  preju- 
dices, emotions  and  failings  of  poor, 
weak  human  nature.  He  shrank  before 
the  thing  he  knew  she  was  about  to 
utter. 

"Do  not  say  it,  Joyce,"  he  cried;  "do 
not  say  it  ?" 

She  had  faltered  a  little  at  his  look 
of  horror.  "Have  I  said  anything  so 
terrible,  then?"  she  asked,  almost  proud- 
ly.    "Is  it  a  crime  to  help  one's  father?" 

"Hush,"  said  Tresham ;  "yes.  You  are 
a  child ;  you  cannot  know  what  you  are 
doing.     Your  father" — 

She  dropped  his  arm.  "My  father 
knows  nothing  of  this,"  she  said,  haught- 
ily. "No  doubt  he  would  be  angry  if 
he  knew  that  I  had  condescended  to  beg 
for  him.  No  doubt  he  will  be  honour- 
ably acquitted  without  your  help."  Then 
she  sank  into  a  chair,  laid  her  head 
against  her  arm,  and  quietly  wept. 

Tresham  laid  a  gentle  hand  upon  her 
shoulder.  "You  must  not  think  I  don't 
pity  you,"  he  said,  softly ;  "but,  indeed, 
I  too  am  to  be  pitied.  I  am  in  a  terrible 
position.  When  we  came  here  some 
weeks  ago,  you  with  your  unhappy 
father,  and  I  his  luckless  judge,  all  three 
of  us  snatching  at  the  legal  delays  to  rest 
in  mind  and  body ;  when  I  met  you, 
and  saw  how  lovely  you  were,  and 
knew,  as — God  help  me ! — I  knew  soon 
enough  that  your  smile  or  frown  was  the 
only  bar  at  which  I  trembled,  why,  1 
should  have  been  brave  for  you  and  for 
me,  I  should  have  put  by  the  temptation 
for  us  both,  I  should  have  fled  before 
you." 

He  paused,  but  the  girl  gave  no  sign ; 
and  he  went  on,  brokenly :  "Do  you  think 
it  is  only  you  that  suffer?  Do  you  think 
it  is  nothing  to  me  to  see  you  like  this, 
and  to  feel  that  if  honour  were  not  a 
reality  I  could  save  you  as  readily  as  I 
can  lift  my  hand?  Yet,  living  as  we  do 
in  a  world  and  in  a  time  in  which  honour 
rules,  I  am  as  utterly  powerless  to  help 
as  if  my  hands  were  fettered." 

Again  he  paused,  and  this  time  the 
girl  slowly  lifted  her  eyes  to  his  face ; 
then  she  asked,  gently :  "Are  you  power- 
less, Roger?" 

The  swift  blood  surged  through  the 
young  judge's   face;    a  light  flashed   in 


his  eyes.  He  made  a  quick,  involuntary 
gesture.  Joyce  Boniface  saw  and  un- 
derstood. 

"I  know  what  you  would  say,"  she 
cried,  lifting  her  head  proudly.  "Like 
father,  like  daughter,  you  think.  Well, 
you  are  right.  I  would  save  him  if  I  had 
to  lie  or  cheat  or  steal."  Her  voice  shook 
helplessly.  "Oh,  if  you  could  see  him 
as  I  do — so  broken,  so  changed  from  his 
former  self !  A  poor,  sick  old  man, 
hounded  by  the  law  and — Heaven  help 
me ! — by  the  man  I  love."  She  was  still 
striving  for  her  father  with  all  the 
strength  she  had,  and  yet  now  she  was 
not  acting. 

Tresham  uttered  a  low  cry,  and  losing 
all  his  habitual  self-restraint,  caught  her 
to  him. 

"Roger,"  she  whispered,  and  it  was 
the  voice  of  eternal  woman  tempting 
eternal  man — "Roger,  you  will  save  him. 
It  is  so  pitiful.  What  can  a  wretched 
pair  of  girls,  persons  we  have  never  seen, 
matter  to  us  ?  I  know  you  will  be  good 
to  him." 

In  the  shock  of  returning  conscious- 
ness and  conscience,  produced  by  her 
strange  sophistical  plea,  he  could  not 
help  a  smile  at  the  very  womanishness 
of  it  all.  It  was  a  very  wan  smile, 
though,  and  then  he  put  her  from  him. 

"What  a  feudal  princess  you  would 
have  made !"  he  said,  with  grim  humor. 
"You  wouldn't  have  recommended  cake 
in  default  of  bread ;  you'd  have  asked 
what  poor  folk,  persons  you  didn't 
know,  had  to  be  in  the  world  for. 

He  knew  it  to  be  very  far  from  a 
laughing  matter,  and  yet  the  air  of  ag- 
grieved surprise  with  which  she  regarded 
him  gave  him  some  ado  to  keep  his 
countenance.  At  the  same  time  he  knew 
her  to  be  a  sweet,  true  woman.  He 
knew  that  she  would  be  at  much  pains 
to  relieve  any  distress  that  came  within 
the  range  of  her  vision.  But  the  case  of 
he'r  father's  unfortunate  victims — that 
was  barred  out  from  her  contract,  hid- 
den by  a  cloud  as  dense  as  prejudice 
could  make  it,  utterly  swept  away  by  the 
current  of  her  daughterly  love.  It  was 
without  meaning  to  her,  something  dis- 
tant, vague,  with  which  she  had  not  to 
do.      Her   mind    was   incessantlv   busied 
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with  the  picture  of  lier  wretched  father, 
victimized,  martyred,  as  he  seemed  to 
lier.  There  is  inlierent  in  women — 
handed  down  to  them,  perhaps,  as  a 
legacy  from  a  time  when  they  did  not 
thnik  or  act  for  themselves — a  strong 
iribal  bias.  From  men  it  has  been  to 
a  certain  extent  ehminated  by  advanc- 
ing civiHzation ;  in  women  it  exists  to- 
day, a  Uving  witness  of  the  narrow  con- 
fines that  once  held  them. 

Joyce  Boniface  spoke  now  with  the 
fervour  of  despair.  She  had  risked  her 
highest  stakes,  and  she  could  not  afford 
to  lose.  She  silenced  Tresham  with  a 
gesture,  and  broke  out  passionately : 

"You  pretend  to  be  above  temptation, 
to  be  superior  to  egoism ;  and  you  look 
down  on  people  that  have — blundered  as 
if  they  were  a  lower  order  of  creatures. 
Oh,  you  needn't  deny  it ;  it's  quite  true. 
And  all  the  time  you  are  hard  and  cruel 
and  unjust — yes,  unjust,  too.  Suppose 
I  were  the  criminal;  just  suppose  it 
were  I  whom  you  had  to  condemn,  would 
you  be  so  high  and  contained  and  seif- 
righteous  ?  Of  course  not.  You  are  like 
all  the  rest.  Y'ou  can  see  a  man  suffer, 
no  matter  how  old  and  sick  and  miser- 
able he  is ;  it  is  nothing  to  you.  But  a 
woman,  you  say,  is  different,  most  of  all 
a  lady.  Answer  me,  Roger  Tresham ; 
if  I  were  a  criminal  would  you  not  find 
some  way  of  acquitting  me,  some  way  of 
settling  it  with  your  conscience?" 

"God  help  me!"  mused  her  lover; 
"would  honour  carry  me  through  such 
an  ordeal  as  that?" 

He  did  not  speak  aloud,  but  the  woman 
read  in  his  eyes  the  first  sign  of  waver- 
ing. She  pressed  her  point,  not  in  words, 
for  she  had  used  her  final  argument,  but 
by  rising  and  standing  before  him.  her 
hands  lifted  to  his  shoulders,  her  face 
squarely  confronting  his. 

He  spoke  after  a  moment,  slowly  and 
calmly.  "God  alone  knows  if  1  should 
pass  triumphantly  through  such  a  trial 
as  that,  my  darling.  Even  as  it  is.  so 
strong  is  your  hold  upon  me  that,  were 
there  nobody  else  concerned,  I  believe  J 
should  be  induced  to  show  more  mercy 
than  justice  allows."  He  had  forgotten 
her  now;  he  was  answering  the  ar- 
raignment   of    his     conscience.     "It  has 


never  been  with  mc  ab  with  many  of  the 
yi)ung  men  that  1  slu.licd  among.  From 
the  first  1  fell  drawn  to  njy  calhng  by  a 
power  too  strong  for  words,  l^icr  1  re- 
ceived from  m\  icll<nv?>  a  holy  oftkc,  ihe 
duties  of  which  1  hhail  fulriU'  as  well  as 
in  mc  lies.  Even  for  the  sake  of  the 
woman  1  love  I  could  not  be  led  into 
an  act  of  foul  injustice,  into  a  decision 
that  would  deprive  two  helpless  girls  of 
their  rightful  inheritance." 

She  liad  dropped  her  hands  to  her 
sides,  and  stood  looking  at  him  strange- 
ly,    lie  dill  not  heed  her. 

"There  are  some  old  words  ringing  in 
my  ears,  the  words  of  that  old  song  of 
Lovelace's.     You  know  what  1  mean : 

"  'I  could  not  love  thee,  dear,  so  much. 
Lovetl  1  not  honour  more.'  " 

He  stammeretl  a  little  with  the  rciuct- 
ance  of  a  modern  to  handle  sentiment 
"1  had  hoped  that,  for  the  sake  of  the 
strong  love  1  bore  you,  we  might,  m 
some  future  day" — 

"Never!"  she  interrupted  him  fiercely. 

"Whatever  may  be  your  decision,  1 
would  have  you  to  remember  that  if  1 
could  have  yielded  to  you  in  this  my  love 
would  not  have  been  worth  the  having." 
He  took  a  sudden  step  forward.  "Joyce, 
will  you  not  help  me  in  my  choice  of  the 
only  right  way,  even  if  this  is  to  be  tlie 
end  between  us?" 

But  she  shrank  back  and  hitl  her  face 
from  him.  In  spite  of  her  he  drew  her 
to  him,  and  kissed  her  lightly  on  the  fore- 
head.     Then  he  turned  steadily  away. 

Joyce  Boniface  raised  her  head  and 
looked  after  him,  made  as  if  she  would 
have  caded  him  hack,  then  turned  insteatl 
and  sank  into  a  chair. 

Half  an  hour  later  R»>ger  Tresham, 
walking  dejectedly  to  and  fn>  on  the  de- 
serted terrace,  felt  two  slim  hands  thrust 
round  his  neck  from  behind,  and  heard  a 
woman's  voice  say,  brokenly  : 

"Don't  look  at  me.  Roger;  let  me  stay 
like  this.  But  1  had  to  tell  you  that 
vnu're  right,  and  that  I  know  it.  Oh, 
I  feel  like  a  traitor;  but  it  won't  move 
you— uothing  will  move  you:  and  I 
wanted  to  say  I'm  proud  of  you,  Roger. 
1   shall  feel  bitter  again  tomorrow,  and 
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think  hard  things  of  you;  but  just  this 
once  I  wanted  you  to  know  that  I  stood 
upon  your  level  and  saw  the  right  as  you 
see  it,  just  as  God  intended  I  should  do 
when  he  put  his   love   into   our  hearts. 


If  things  had  been  different,  Roger — but 
as  it  is — never!  So  dear,  this  is  good- 
bye ;  but  you  will  remember,  won't  you, 
that  I  ro?ie  for  one  moment  and  stood  be- 
side vou?" 


English  Bay   Beach. 

— Courtesy    of    tl 


Vancouver   Tourist   As«ocl«tlon. 


Vancouver. 


THE  development  ot  every  Pacific 
seaport  on  the  North  American 
continent,    during   tlie   past   few 
years    has    been    phenomenal — 
nor  has  this  rapid  growth  been  conlinod 
to  the  immediate  coast — towns  in  the  In- 
terior too  have  made  rapid  strides. 

The  fact  is  the  resources  and  oppor- 
tunities of  the  vast  territory  laved  by 
the  Pacific  are  only  just  beginning  to 
receive  recognition.  Eastern  and  Euro- 
pean capital  is  flowing  to  these  parts 
because  greater  results  are  to  be  obtained 
here,  and  then  too  the  very  elements 
combine  to  the  advantage  of  various  in- 
dustries. Conditions  are  more  congenial 
— no  zero  weather,  no  cyclones,  in  fact 
nothing  to  hinder  the  progress  and  con- 
tinuation of  any  enterprise  or  develop- 
ment work  that  is  undertaken — and  this 
obtains  the  entire  length  of  the  Pacific 
slope  from  the  extreme  southern  end  oi 


tali  forma  uj)  to  and  including  British 
Columbia.  X'ancouvcr.  oftentimes  termed 
the  Liverpool  of  the  Pacific,  has  received 
a  wonderful  impetus  from  this  trend  of 
development,  and  is  rapidly  climbin^;  up 
to  the  lOQ.ooo  jKjpulation  mark,  which 
it  is  estimated  it  will  easily  reach  by 
1910. 

I'rom  a  collection  of  shacks  and  a  few 
hundred  people,  X'ancouver  has  juminrd 
into  a  populous  city  of  fine  substantial 
buildings  with  large  districts  of  txrauti- 
fid  homes,  ample  transportation  facili- 
ties and  public  utilities,  in  a  little  more 
than  twenty  years. 

Ihe  advent  of  the  Canadian  Pacific 
Railway  into  \ancouver  in  1887  was  un- 
doubtedly the  cause  of  public  attention 
being  first  drawn  to  the  great  possibili- 
ties of  this  place.  Her  strategical  loca- 
tion is  superb,  and  lying  as  she  does,  in 
the    natural    pathway    of    international 
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-Courtesy       of  the  Vancouver  Tourist  Association. 
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commerce,  there  can  be  no  question  of 
the  gigantic  proportions  that  her  ship- 
ping operations  and  manufacturing  in- 
dustries will  assume. 

Timber,  minerals,  fishing  and  agricul- 
ture products  all  bountifully  contribute 
to  assure  the  brilliant  future  predicted 
for  Vancouver. 

As  environment  is  a  big  factor  to  the 
homeseeker,  just  a  word  aside  from 
commercial  inducements  will  be  in  order. 

\^ancouver  nestles  under  the  shelter 
of  towering  wooded  peaks  on  the  shores 
of  one  of  the  finest  deep  water  harbours 
on  the  continent,  and  the  magnificent 
mountain  and  marine  views  from  the 
city  are  a  constant  source  of  enjoyment 
to  its  inhabitants,  besides  being  a  mag- 
net of  attraction  to  many  visitors. 


The  far  famed  Stanley  Park  is  in<lccd 
the  pride  of  the  city.  It  contains  about 
I. GOO  acres,  with  a  sniall  menagerie, 
Howcr  gardens,  recreation  fields  and  a 
magnificent  btjuicvard.  But  perhapt  its 
greatest  charm  is  found  in  its  own 
natural  wiUl  !)eauty  of  thick  wckxU  and 
delightful  glades. 

Stanley  I'ark  is  the  community's  cher- 
ished property,  loved  and  valuetl  by  all. 
Recreation  facilities  for  outdoor  arc  un- 
excelled. a(|uatic  sports,  bathing,  wheel- 
ing, driving,  cricket,  larcossc.  tennis, 
fishing,  etc..  all  have  their  devotees,  and 
the  opportunity  f<»r  the  indulgence  in  any 
particular  hobby  is  nowhere  more  favor- 
able. 


C.  P.  R.  Station. 

— Courtesy  >>t  the  V'.nncovivcr    i 
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"Skirting    the    Velvet    Pathway's    Edge."— Stanley  Park. 


STOPPED  IN  TIME. 

Little  Johnnie,  who  had  been  praying  for  some  months  for  God  to 
send  him  a  baby  brother,  finally  became  discouraged.  'T  don't  believe 
God  has  any  more  little  boys  to  send,"  he  told  his  mother,  "and  I'm 
going  to  quit  it." 

Early  one  morning  not  long  after  this  he  was  taken  into  his 
mother's  room  to  see  twin  boys  who  had  arrived  in  the  night.  Johnnie 
regarded  them  thoughtfully  for  some  minutes. 

"Gee,"  he  remarked  finally,  "it's  a  good  thing  I  stopped  praying 
when   I   did." — Everybody's   Magazine. 


ETERNAL  MASCULINE. 

Mr.  Bacon — Did  you  hear  those  measly  roosters  crowing  this 
morning  early? 

Mrs.  Bacon — Yes,  dear. 

Mr.  Bacon — I  wonder  what  on  earth  they  want  to  do  that  for? 

Mrs.  Bacon — Why  don't  you  remember,  dear,  you  got  up  one 
morning  early  and  you  crowed  about  it  for  a  week? 


Romance  of  the  ^^Royal  City" 

C  H.  Stuart  Wade,  F.R.G.S..  <Eng.,  F.G.S.  .Am.) 


THROL'GHUUT  the  I'aciHc  Coast 
the  thriving  city  of  New  VVest- 
niinster  is  well  known  under  tlie 
above  name ;  it  is  a  title  worthy 
of  being  handed  down  to  posterity  and 
of  which  the  citizens  are  truly  prouil. 
for  the  reason  that  the  Great  and  Good 
Queen  \ictoria  herself  selected  the  name 
New  Westminster. 

The  bygone  days,  however,  possess  a 
peculiar  association  with  this  city  which 
was  originally  intended  to  be  the  capital 
of  the  Province,  and  which  from  its 
position  strategetically,  as  well  as  its 
beautiful  surroundings  it  was  fully  justi- 
fied in  aspiring  to. 

We  need  not  here,  however,  go  into 
a  dissertation  as  to  the   reasons  why  it 
should    have    been    superseded,    nor    the 
wisdom  of  such  a  proceeding;  the  wri- 
ter's object  being  rather  to  depict,  very 
briefly,  a  few  of  the  episodes  in  the  his- 
tory of  the  district  which  have  changed 
the  whole  face  of  nature;    until,  at  the 
present  day,  the  hill  slopes  are  covered 
with   beautiful   homes   rising   tier   above 
\   tier,  whilst  its  southern  aspect  makes  it 
i   peculiarly   entrancing    from   the   earliest 
i    spring  to  the  latest  fall  of  the  year,  by 
!    reason   of   the   wealth   of   its   flora,   and 
the  magnificent  growth  of  every  variety 
of  fruit  and  shade  tree. 

Even  in  the  seventeenth  and  eighteciuii 
century  romantic  stories  were  current  in 
the  Courts  of  England  and  Spain,  about 
a  wonderful  country  of  vast  wealth  ex- 
isting in  these  latitudes ;  and  many  a 
search  was  undertaken  with  the  object 
of  discovering  the  North-west  passage, 
headed  by  such  notable  seamen  as  Cap- 
tains Cook,  Vancouver,  and  numbers  of 
others.     The    romance    of    the     North- 


eastern Pacific  may  Ix-  said  lo  have  at- 
tained a  concrete  form  in  the  year  159K, 
when  a  map  was  published  by  De  l-onic 
showing  a  "passage  to  be  possible  acro»» 
the  entire  continent  from  the  I'acific  to 
the  Atlantic,"  by  means  of  what  is  now 
known  as  the  McKenzie  River,  but  ii 
was  nearly  two  hundred  years  later  ere 
Captain  Cook  made  notable  discoveries 
which  caused  widespread  interest  m  the 
then  known  world,  and  inspired  the 
maritime  nations  to  further  research  •  ' 
yet  these  hardy  seamen  failed  to  d; 
that  mighty  river  which  we  now 
as  the   Eraser. 

iMeanwhile    history    had    been    in    the 
making  on  the  Adan'tic  sea-board ;    Eng- 
lish  and    1-rench   adventurers   and   vo'. 
ageurs  ha<l  been  steadily  pushing 
ward   in   the  interests  of  the  tw.- 
fur-trading     corporations.— the    ".N.rtii 
west    Company    of    Montreal."    and    the 
'Hudson's  Pay  Co."  founded  by  a  char- 
ter of  King  Charles  I  of  England. 

Space  does  not  permit  of  any  dcscrij) 
tion  of  their  explorations  or  of  the  t! 
ing  adventures,  massacres,  and  s;iu^ 
ary    warfare   between   the    Imhan    • 
and  the  hardy  pioneers  who  |Kn«.; 
the  dense  forests,  swam  or  raftetl  u.vcr 
swift-llowing  rivers,  or  were  lost  in  the 
swamps  and  extensive  ti':  ' 
vast   areas   throughout    ' 
might   be   filled    wit'-    • 
descriptive  of  the  >: 
dian  belies  for  the 
first   traversed   the   hunting   .^ 
their  forefathers:    but  their 
today,  tell  stories  roun<l  the  caiup-n: 
the  cool  courage  and  indomitable  ciu  ^^■ 
which  led  these  white  warriors  ever  on 
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ward,    fearless   of   difficulty,   danger,   or 
death. 

Not  the  least  noteworthy  was  Gau- 
thier  la  Verendiere  and  after  him  La 
Gardeur  St.  Pierre  who  penetrated  far 
to  the  westward  about  the  year  1740. 
The  discovery  by  Alexander  iMackenzie 
of  that  great  river  bearing  his  name, 
which — whilst  seven  miles  wide  in  parts, 
— pours  the  volume  of  water  gathered 
in  its  course  of  near  2.000  miles  (  under 
various  designations)  through  the  rocky 
mass  of  the  ''Ramparts"  where  it  con- 
tracts  to    a    tenth    of   that    width;     pre- 


In  the  autumn  of  1805,  he  established 
a  permanent  post  on  the  McLeod  Lake ; 
and  in  the  following  spring  ascended  the 
Parsnip  at  the  head-waters  of  the  Peace 
River,  fully  expecting  to  find  himself  on 
the  borders  of  the  ocean  itself — a  dis- 
appointment which  he  records  in  his 
diary  under  date  of  the  3rd  July,  1806, — 
when  he  found  the  latitude  to  be  nearly 
49  degrees,  thus  upsetting  a  theory  he 
had  apparently  formed  that  the  river 
would  prove  to  be  the  Columbia.  Seven 
days  later,  he  reached  Mackenzie's 
"Great  River,"  the  descent  of  which  oc- 


One  of  the  finest  charac- 
teristics of  Seal  Brand 
Coffee  is  its  rich,  full  body. 

Thin  and  watery  coffee 
is  unknown  in  house- 
holds that  use  Chase  & 
Sanborn's  Seal  Brand- 

In  1  pound  and  2  pound  tin  cans.    Never  In  bulk. 


pared  the  wa}-  for  the  opening  up  of 
civilization  in  the  Western  province  of 
Canada  and  the  State  of  Washington. 
He  it  was,  who  first  reported  the  dis- 
covery of  the  "Great  River,"  and  Simon 
Fraser  an  employee  of  the  old  North- 
west Co.,  was  sent  into  the  district — then 
known  as  New  Caledonia, — to  explore, 
and  trace  to  its  mouth,  that  great  body 
of  water  which  is  ever  flowing  onward 
past  the  city  of  New  Westminster  ocean- 
wards. 


cupied  no  less  than  thirty-five  days.  His 
journey  was  both  interesting  and  valu- 
able in  its  results,  and  a  brief  sketch 
may  not  be  out  of  place. 

Leaving  Fort  McLeod  he  went  up  the 
Stewart  River,  so  named  by  him  after 
one  of  his  companions,  and  travelling 
westward  reached  the  lake  now  bearing 
his  own  name.  Here,  almost  alone 
amongst  the  aboriginal  tribes,  he  wit- 
nessed an  ancient  Indian  ceremonial  used 
onlv   bv   the   natives   at  the   burial   of  a 
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highly   esteemed   chief.     In   the   fall   ot 
1807  Mr.     yuesnel     brought  despatches 
authorizing  him  to  trace  the  Lireat  River 
to  the  sea;    and  in  May,  1808,  he  com- 
menced his  hazardous  journey,  through 
an  unknown  country,  peopled  by  hostile- 
tribes  of  Indians  who  had  never  seen  a 
white  man,  and  who  fell  down  in  terror 
of  the  thunder  and  lightning  which  de- 
stroyed the  grizzly  and  the  deer  at  the 
will  of  the  paie-face   invader,      i'assing 
innumerable  smaller  streams,  water-falls, 
and    heavily    wooded    islands,    the    little 
band  of  adventurers  eventually   reached 
the  junction   of   what   we   know   as   the 
Thompson  River,  where  greater  troubles 
beset   them   on   every   hand ;    but   death 
passed  them  by,  and  they  succeeded   in 
reaching  a  swift-flowing,  but  placid  river 
of  wondrous  beauty,  and  capable  of  bear- 
ing on  its  bosom  the  mightiest  vessels  ot 
those  days,  or  even  of  the  present  time. 
Years     passed,    and     the    fur-tradini; 
companies  reaped  a  rich  reward  for  their 
enterprize,  when  the  discovery  of  placer 
gold  on  the  Fraser  river  spread  the  fame 
of  this  region  far  and  wide  ;    thousands 
of  miners  with  the  usual  aggregation  of 
lawless  men,  and  camp  followers,  flood- 
;1  ed   the   country   until   the   representative 
^'  of  the  sovereign  demanded  military  sup- 
1  port  from  the  British  Government. 
I       In  1858  Colonel  Moody  who  had  been 
,  sent  out  from  England  in  command  of 
j  two  companies  of  carefully  selected  en- 
:|  gineers,  chose  the  present  site  of   New 
h  Westminster  as  the  location  of  the  capi- 
[I  tal,  and  the  military  headquarters  from 
;!  which  to  control  the  mining  camps  and 
''  explore  the  surrounding  wilds  of  tangled 
M  scrub  and  mighty  forest  land. 
f  1       For  forty  years  the  city  prospered,  but 
i\  calamity  overtook  it  on  the  loth  Seplein- 
';!  ber,    1898;     when,   at   ten   minutes   past 
i<i  eleven  at  night,  a  large  warehouse  filled 
.'  with  hay  was  discovered  to  be  on  fire; 
>  although  on  the  water  front,  so  rapidly 
:   did  the  fire  spread  that  the  adjoining  city 
i.  market  on  the  one  side,  and  coal  yard 
a  on    the    other    were    speedily    in    flames 
l\  which  crossed  the  street,  embracing  the 
Caledonia  Hotel,  and  spreading  far  and 
wide! 


I. 

^'      On  the  river  front,  three  steamers  wen 
JH  ignited,  and  being  driven  in-shore  by  a 

I 


A  Soft 
Fresh 
Skin 


Is    a    baby's    birthright,    but    in    after 
years  more  often  the  result  of  proper 


Old  English 

Olive  Cream 


applied  each  night  softens  and 
smoothes  the  skin  and  imparts  that 
fresh,  healthy  glow  so  essential  to 
beauty. 

50c  per  bottle. 

A  sample  mailed  on  request. 


W.  M.  Harrison 
&  Co..  Ltd. 

Mail  Order  Druggist. 
VANCOUVER.  B.  C. 


P.S.— Send    for    free    copy    of    our 

■I.-,r.f       \i.l"     M.Tnil.ll. 


37» 


W  E  S  T  ^Y  A  R  D     HO!     M  A  G  x\  Z  I  ^'  E 


IF  IT  ISN'  r  AN  EASTMAN,  IT  ISN'  T  A  KODAK, 


The  Top  cMotch  in 

"Pocket  "Photography 


The  3a  Folding  Pocket  Kodak 

Every  detail  of  design,  material  and  workmanship  has  been  worked  out  with  the 
utmost  care  to  produce  a  camera  of  the  widest  capabilities,  yet  it  retains  the  Kodak 
simplicity — and   "Kodak"  you  know,   means   photography  with   the  bother  left  out. 

A  feature  of  the  1909  model  is  the  Kodak  Ball  Bearing  Shutter, 
in  which  we  have  embodied  a  new  principle  in  shutter  construc- 
tion. The  leaves  are  in  five  segments,  mounted  entirely  on  ball 
bearings  and  open  in  the  form  of  a  star,  thus  admitting  a  much 
greater  amount  of  light  in  a  given  time  than  any  other  between 
the  lens  type  of  shutter.  Practically  frictionless  and  with  a 
precision  and  smoothness  that  are  a  mechanical  delight. 

No.  3A  Folding'  Pocket  Kodak,  pictures  314  x  5i^,  $20.00. 

CANADIAN  KODAK  CO.,  Limited 


Kodak  Catalogue  free  at 
the  dealers  or  by  mail. 


TORONTO,   CANADA. 


KOMANCE    OF    THE    KOVAL 


CITY 


379 


>iu)ng  wind  carried  the  tire  from  point 
[o  i)oint,  until  tlie  entire  water-front  was 

le  seething  mass  of   burnnig   wharve> 

iid  buildings  from  end  to  end  of  the 
v>\\n.  Notwithstanding  the  heroic  ef- 
forts of  the  firemen,  re-inforced  by  the 
\  ancouver   brigade     and      hundreds   of 

:izen  volunteers,  the  business  portion 
the  town  was  practically  wiped  out; 

1-1  four  hours  later,  over  eighty  acres 

as  covered  with  the  ashes  of  what  had 
licen  magnificent  buildings  and  property 
I  if  several  midions  in  value. 

Scarcely  more  than  a  decade  has 
elapsed,  since  that  fateful  day  when  rich 
and  poor  alike  were  camped  homeless  on 
the  devastated  streets,  dependent  for 
their  very  food  on  the  kindly  sympathy 
which  prompted  the  farmer  and  settler 
from  miles  in  every  direction,  to  gather 
together  his  stores  of  all  descriptions  as 
a  free  gift  to  the  sufferers  in  this  great 
catastrophe, — but  how  changed  the 
scene ! 

Picturesquely  situated  on  the  hill-slope 
rising  to  a  tree  covered  plateau,  the 
Royal  City  of  today  is  thriving  in  ap- 
pearance and  in  fact ;  from  ad  the  forest 
wealth  of  a  vast  surrounding  district 
rafts  of  logs,  and  bolts  for  shingles  reach 
the  many  lumber  mills  located  within  the 
city  bounds  amongst  them,  being  the 
second  largest  in  the  world — the  l-'raser 
River  Saw^-mill, — upon  which  $750,000 
has  been  expended  during  the  last  twelve 
months  for  machinery  alone,  whilst  about 
1,600  hands  are  employed  in  various  ca- 
pacities ;  this  being  only  one  of  many 
mills  engaged  in  lumbering  industries 
in  the  district.  Even  the  Fraser  River 
itself  employs  several  thousand  men  ilur- 
ing  the  summer  season  in  its  very  im- 
portant, and  valuable  fishing  industries : 
for  salmon,  sturgeon,  trout,  and  in  the 
salt  water  halibut,  herrings,  oolichans, 
and  shellfish  are  a  certain  and  prolific 
harvest.  The  forests  and  rivers  are  not. 
however,  the  only  natural  resources  of 
this  highly-favoured  district ;  even  the 
bottom-lands,  which  ages  ago  lay  beneath 
a  far  mightier  torrent  than  that  which 
now  traverses  the  valley,  contribute  a 
vast  area  of  pastureage  and  rich,  arable 
land :  producing  frequently  eighty  or  one 
hundred  bushels  of  oats  to  the  acre,  four 


or  hvc  tons  of  hay,  and  root  crup«  buih 
excellent  m  quality  and  prr)lific  in  qiuii- 
tity.  1  ill-  atnjuj.plitrc  itMrlf,  contribute* 
largely  u>  ilic  prosjH:rity  oi  the  district 
subsidiar\  and  adjacent  to  the  city ;  for, 
whilst  in  other  coast  cities  the  verdure 
gets  brown  and  parched,  tliat  of  New 
Westminster  is  crisp,  green,  and  pleas- 
ant to  the  eye,  affording  a  maximum 
amount  of  nutriment  to  animal  life,  and 
making  the  product  of  its  innumerable 
dairy  farms  surpass  those  of  any  other 
province  in  richness  of  (juality. 

Of  recent  years  fruitgrowing  has  be- 
come exceedingly  profitable,  and  the  en- 
tire district  for  miles  around  the  city  is 
rapidly  becoming  one  vast  orchani ; 
prunes,  figs,  grapes,  nectarines,  and 
peaches  maturing  in  the  open  on  the 
south  side  of  the  Fraser  River  whilst 
the  more  common  fruits  or  berries  an- 
to  be  found  in  almost  every  garden. 

The  city  itself  is  the  pride  of  its  in- 
habitants, the  majority  of  whom  own  the 
dwellings   in     which     they     reside;    its 
streets  are  wide  and  well-lit:'^''-'    ■"  '  it 
has  several  i)ublic  parks  an  iii 

one  of  which  are  erected  tl.'    ,  nt 

buildings  of  the  (annual  i'rovmcial  Ex- 
hibition,  which  attracts  exhibitors  even 
from   far  distant   Fdmonton   in   .Mbcrta. 
riie  parade  of  animals  is  an  event  which 
shows   how    keen   an    interest    i*   every- 
where  taken   by    British   Columbians   in 
the  quality,  ami  pedigree  of  their  cattle; 
whilst  in  the  realm  of  sport  the  "Salmon- 
bellies'*   are    recognized    throughout    the 
continent  as  champion  players  and  keen 
sports,   having  won   their   reputation  on 
many  a  hard-fought  field.     .Xlany  sjxjrts- 
men  desirous  of  bagging  a  deer  or  l>ear. 
and  angling  the  wary   tr«)ut.  make  this 
city    their    headquarters :    whilst    in   the 
immediate  neighlxjurhotxl   scenery   is  to 
be  found  almost  equal  to  that  of  Norway 
or  Switzerland;    and   in  tli:  n 

ous   region,   there  is   little  ;> 

a  mass  of  mineral  wealth   .>,,.....   .,..i;M 

amply  rej)ay  expert  iiuotigntion. 

.As  an  ocean  port,  the  city  of  New 
Westminster  is  unique,  for  it  is  the  only 
fresh  water  harlx)ur  on  the  coast  and 
being  less  than  fifteen  miles  from  salt 
water  it  possesses  safe  anchorage  for 
scores  of  the  largest  class  of  sea-going 
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vessels,  whilst  the  recent  purchase  of  a 
"Fruhling"  dredge — costing  the  Govern- 
ment $300,000 — is  a  guarantee  that  a 
minimum  depth  of  30  feet  will  be  main- 
tained in  the  river  channel :  railway  com- 
munication by  means  of  three  great  lines, 
and  an  entire  network  of  electric  cars 
provide  ample  transportation  to  interior 
points,  and  every  river  settlement  is 
catered  for  by  the  steamboats  of  the 
C.  P.  R.  and  private  companies. 

The  commercial  centre  of  fifteen  muni- 
cipalities,   the    seat   of   the    Government 


Agencies  for  Land,  Public  Works,  Fish- 
eries, Water  Rights,  and  Timber  Li- 
censes with  an  assessed  valuation  of 
about  $6,000,000,  this  city  is  justified  in 
claiming  for  itself  advantages  equal  in 
every  sense,  and  superior  in  some  points, 
to  those  of  any  other  part  of  Western 
Canada,  its  inhabitants  enjoying  the  bles- 
sings of  pure  water,  a  maximum  of  sun- 
shine, picturesque  surroundings,  cheap 
land,  lighting,  and  water  power  with 
mercantile  conditions  which  assure  its 
future  prosperity. 


Canada's  Greatest  Western  School 

VANCOUVER  BUSINESS  INSTITUTE 

336  HASTINGS   ST.  W. 

Young-est  in  B.  C,  yet  it  has  a  larg-er  equipment  than  aU  the  others  combined. 
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This  Trademark  is  Protected  by 
Over  a  Hundred  Registrations 

In  practically  every  country  tliat  lias  a  i.ateiit  law— ii> 
every  principality,  province  and  colony  that  protects  the 
inventor  and  puts  a  premium  on  l)rains — you  will  find  the 
"Gillette"  Trademark  registered. 

This  trademark  goes  on  Gillette  Blades— on  Gillette 
Boxes — on  Gillette  Wrappers — as  the  distinguishing  sign 
of  the  Gillette  Safety  Razor  outfit. 

We  protect  ycju  before  you  buy  the  "GILLETTE"'  by 
having  originated  a  unique  trademark  for  you  to 
remember. 

We  protect  you  after  you  buy  the  "GILLETTE"  by 
having  originated  the  most  unique  and  the  most  satisfac- 
tory shaving  appliance  that  the  world  has  ever  seen. 
Ask  your  Jeweler — your  Druggist — your  Hardware 
man — the  clerk  in  your  favourite  Departmental 
Store — to  show  you  the  "Gillette"  and  explain  its 
exclusive  features. 

THE  GILLETTE  SAFETY  RAZOR  CO.  OF  CANADA. 
LIMITED. 


Office  and  Factory 


63  St.  Alexander  St.,  Montreal 


Forest  Fires 

Results  of  Investigation  by  Forest  Expert  in  Alberta. 


FORESTRY  in  Western  Canada  (as 
everywhere  else)  means  far  more 
than  the  planting  of  trees.  The 
first  step  in  forestry  is  the  preser- 
vation of  forests  already  existing,  and, 
as  far  as  Canada — east  and  west  alike — 
is  concerned,  that  means  the  keeping  out 
of  fires.  Something  in  this  direction  has 
already  been  done  in  Canada,  but  much 
remains  to  be  done. 

Forest  fires  in  the  Rockies,  their  ef- 
fects and  means  of  preventing  them  are 
discussed  by  Mr.  H.  R.  MacMillan,  As- 
sistant Inspector  of  Dominion  Forest  Re- 
serves, in  the  December  issue  of  the 
Canadian  Forestry  Journal.  His  article 
gives  the  result  of  investigations  made 


by  liim  (hiring  the  season  of  1906  in  the 
Crow's  Nest  District  of  Southern  Al- 
berta, more  accurately  defined  as  the  val- 
ley of  the  middle  fork  of  the  Old  Man 
river  between  the  Livingstone  range  and 
the  western  boundary  of  Alberta. 

Originally  this  whole  region  was 
heavily  timbered,  so  that  reports  of  ex- 
plorers and  other  early  visitors  to  the 
district  say.  with  the  exception  of  a  small 
area  (eighteen  square  miles  in  extent) 
situated  above  timber  line.  "So  numerous 
and  so  disastrous  have  been  the  fires  fol- 
lowing in  the  wake  of  travellers,  settlers 
and  railways,"  Mr.  MacMillan  writes, 
"that  at  present,  of  the  original  two 
hundred  and  twelve  square  miles  of  for- 


VStti'iiit'iiiiit'ii'lt-ii'^^^ 


THE  MONARCH  RANGE 

IS  THE  PRIDE  OF  THE  AMBITIOUS  HOUSE  WIFE— V 


1st.  It  win  outwear  any  other  range 
made  a.s  it  is  made  out  of  Malleable  Iron 
and  Russian  Sheet  Steel. 

2nd.  It  will  bake  your  bread,  biscuits 
and  pastry  perfect  in  less  time  and  witli 
less  fuel  than  any  other  Range  on  the 
market. 

3rd.  It  has  Malleable  Iron  Frames 
which  are  riveted  to  the  steel  body  with 
Norway  Iron  Rivets,  therefore  you  will 
never  have  the  experience  of  the  seams 
opening-  up;  beware  of  the  so-called 
steel  Range  with  Cast  Iron  Top  and  the 
seams  plastered  up  with  stove  putty  as 
when  IT  dries  and  falls  out  of  place 
your  Range  is  ruined. 

When  writing  for  a  Monarch  Bang'e 
cut  out  this  advertisement,  mail  it  to  us 
and  we  will  allow  you  $2.50  of  purchase 
price. 

Send  for  Range  Catalogue. 

Sold  only  and  guaranteed  by 


Hodgson  &  Stearman  | 


HARDWASE    MESCHANTS, 
546  GSAirVTI.I.X:  STXCET 
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est.  only  thirty-three  square  miles  re- 
main." More  over,  the  timber  which  is 
easiest  to  get  at  is  always  the  hrst  de- 
stroyed, and  what  is  left  is  situated  at 
high  levels  and  in  other  places  where 
it  is  hard  to  get  at. 

Xot  only  has  the  timber  originally  on 
the  lantl  been  destroyed,  but  in  some 
cases  all  possibility  of  producing,  with- 
out going  to  an  enormous  expense  for 
artificial  planting,  more  timber  (or  anv- 
thing  else)  on  the  land  has  been  taken 
away.  In  this  Crow's  Nest  X'aliey  alone 
there  are.  out  of  the  two  hundred  and 
twelve  square  miles  of  its  total  area, 
eighty-five  square  miles  of  such  land. 
Originally  covered  by  a  heavy  forest  of 
fir.  it  is  now  but  a  "poor,  gravelly 
prairie,  unfit  for  agriculture  and  of  very 
little  use  for  grazing."  One  fire  alone 
does  not  usually  have  this  effect,  but  "a 
second  or  third  fire  rarely  fails  to  kill 
all  the  forest  reproduction,"  (i.e.,  the 
little  trees)  "to  destroy  the  remaining 
-eed  trees,  to  burn  ofT  the  upper  layer 
of  soil,  and  leave  a  desolate  waste,"  such 
as  the  country  just  spoken  of. 

On  portions  of  this  area  nature  lias 
made  a  eoo*!  start  f^ward  crealino:  a  new 


forest.     Si.xty  s(|uarc  miles  of  ihc  area 

are  covered  by  a  ilinv.-  !.r..vvti.  ..i  , j, 

trees,  the  land  w 

on    the    hillsides    .  ^  ^  ,. 

stony  and  gravelly  to  \tv  tit  tor  agncul- 
ture  or  vaiuable  for  jjri^'mg-  All  tlut 
this  area  re(iuires  in  order  lliat  it  nu> 
again  Ik*  covered  with  dcn&c  forests  »» 
protection  from  fire. 

Thus  fire  protection  is  obviously  the 
great  need  of  the  region,  and  the  Dc- 
l)artment  of  the  Interior,  through  its 
l-'orestry  Branch,  is  devising  means  to 
this  end.  So  far.  the  measures  used  for 
the  protection  of  forests  from  fire  in 
Canada  have  consiste<l  of  the  patf-l  .,f 
the  forests  by  rangers,  who  cmi 
travel  through  the  forest,  keep  .t 
out  for  fires  (often  discovering  and  ex- 
tinguishing in  their  beginnings  fires 
which,  neglected,  would  burn  over  miles 
of  territory),  fight  fires  and  warn  camp- 
ers and  travellers  against  the  careless  use 
of  fire.  This  j)atrol  will  in  all  probabilit) 
form  the  basis  of  the  system  of  protec- 
tion eventually  put  in  operation,  sup- 
plemented bv  the  use  <.f  "I-h  .k-ouls"  an. I 
tile   tclcjihi'iie. 


-Play  Ball!" 

Yells  The  Umpire 

"Hurray!" 

Screams  The  Fan. 

"Go  to  It— You  Pirates— 

And  Win  If  You  Can." 

'Tis  a  Clean  Manly  Game: 

When  It's   Over-Wc  Hope 

You'll  Indulge  in 

Old 

Royal  Crown  Witch  Hazel  Soap. 

It  Removes  Every  Trace  of  a  Game. 


Imperial  Defence* 


In  justice  to  the  Hon.  C.  H.  ^lackintosh.  whose  article,  entitled  "Imperial 
Defence,"'  appeared  in  the  May  issue  of  this  ^Magazine,  we  take  this  opportunity 
of  correcting  a  typographical  error,  as  well  as  restoring  to  their  proper  places 
two  paragraphs,  by  some  oversight,  omitted. 

The  writer  was  made  to  say  (page  302)  :  "When  Queen  Victoria  ascended 
the  Throne  the  debt  was  a  little  less  than  i4,cxx),ooo,ooo."  From  the  preceding 
lines,  however,  the  ordinary  reader  would  know  that  the  proper  sum  was 
$4,000,000,000.      (Four   billion   dollars — not  pounds.) 

Again — the  following  should  have  been  added : 

"According  to  British  statistical  authorities,  the  gross  national  debt  in  1908 
was  $3,799,130,255,  the  major  portion,  less  perhaps  $3,33i.-3i5>  being  for  foreign 
wars,  as  follows  : — 

The  "Glorious  Revolution"   $  80,000,000 

Marlborough's  Campaigns   190,000,000 

During  reign  of  George  II .' 435,000,000 

The  American  War 605,000,000 

French  Revolutionary  War  (during  23  years) S-OO/.-SOi  Ji5 

Russian  War 165,000,000 

War  in  South  Africa  and  China 745,410,000 

"Deducting  amounts  paid  off  from  time  to  time,  the  above  computation  of 
1908  is  considered  correct." 

Again  (page  301),  after  the  words  "square  miles": — 

"There  are  six  coloured  inhabitants  of  the  Empire  for  every  white — the 
population  being: — 

Indian  Empire    300,000,000 

United  Kingdom    44,800,000 

West  Africa  16,500,000 

East  Africa  and  Uganda 7,500,000 

South  Africa   6,400,000 

Canada    6,250,000 

Australia    4,400,000 

Ceylon 4,000,000 

West  Indies   i ,574,000 

New  Zealand  900,000." 


j*k^^ 


Parliament   Buildings.   Victoria. 


Victoria^   B,  C^ 


THE  visitor  to  Victoria,  as  the 
steamer  approaches  the  wharf, 
will  be  struck  by  the  imposing 
and  substantial  appearance  of 
"lie  Government  Buildings,  which  arc 
iuilt  overlooking  the  Harbour,  throwing 
their  reflection  in  its  placid  waters. 

Among  other  attractive  buildings  are 
to  be  noted  the  Empress  Hotel,  and  the 
new  Post  Office.  These  are  such  as 
would  be  a  credit  to  any  city  in  the 
world :  and  were  built,  not  for  a  few 
years,  then  to  be  replaced  by  new  ones, 
but  are  erected  to  stand  the  test  of  ages. 

\'ictoria  is  one  of  the  most  charming 
tourist  resorts  on  the  American  contin- 
ent ;  combining  its  own  individual, 
natural  beauties  with  an  old  world  charm 
of  custom  and  arrangement. 

As  a  home  city  it  stands  alone.  Xo 
place  on  the  Pacific  Coast  can  boast  a 
more  suitable  location,  or  greater  wealth 
of  beautiful  grounds,  delightful  flower 
gardens,  displaying  banks  of  bewilder- 
ing colours:  hedged  about  by  hawthorn, 
privet,  honeysuckle  and  roses.     And  the 


homes  that  are  built  in  such  settings  arc 
as  attractive  as  their  surroundingfs. 

While  the  city  is  growing  rapidly,  and 
assuming  its  place  of  imjwirtanco  in  the 
world  of  commerce,  it  is  evident  to  the 
most  casual  observer  that  "mere  money- 
making"  is  not  all  there  is  to  hfe  in  Vic- 
toria. With  the  best  of  climatic  condi- 
tions and  healthful  environments;  all  that 
goes  to  make  life  enjoyable  and  "worth 
while"  receives  its  true  place  with  the 
residents  of  this  city. 

Country  life,  in  the  district*;  -••••'• ' 

ing  X'ictoria  is  most  cnjoyal)  - 
ciety.  good  schtxils,  and  many  «  ' 
prosperous   communities   speak    for   the 
welfare  of  oKI  and  young. 

Fruit  growing,  poultry  raising  and 
other  interesting  agricultural  industries, 
are  profitable  enterprises  for  those  who 
prefer  to  escape  from  the  confines  of 
citv  life,  and  such  pursuits  are  becoming 
of  increasing  importance,  as  the  supply 
will  never  c(|ual  the  demand  for  the  high 
'luality   products  that  can  be  pro<luced 
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PLEASURE 


Grand    Scenery,    Fishing,    Hunting    and    Boating.     Most    Equable    and    Health-Giving 
Climate  in  the  Glorious  Lake  District  of  Southern  British  Columbia. 


You  Are  Welcome  to  a  Free  Map 

Which  we  have  published  showing  the  Fruit  and  Lake  Districts  with  photographs  of 
orchard  and  fruit  scenes;  fishing  and  hunting  scenes;  statistics  in  regard  to  weather, 
rainfall,  prices  of  product,  markets  and  general  information. 

We  are  the  largest  owners  of  first  class  fruit  lands  on  direct  existing  lines  of 
transportation  in  British  Columbia.  We  will  be  glad  to  send  you  one  of  these  maps 
free  of  charge  and  give  you  all  of  the  information  in  our  power  whether  you  buy  land 
from  us  or  not.     Write  today. 

KOOTENAY  OReHHRD  aSSOemTION  Ltd. 

Orchard  Tracts. 
Wholesale  Blocks. 


NELS0N,  B.  e. 


PROFIT 


$i,ooo  and  More  Profit  Per  Acre  Annually  is  Being  Made  Growing  Fruit,  Especially 
Apples,  in  the   Glorious  Lake  District  of  Southern   British   Columbia. 


A   Club  Cruise,    1908. 


Log  of  the  Royal  Vancouver 
Yacht   Club. 


A  Department  of  this  Magazine  for 
the  recording  of  the  doings  of 
the  Royal  N'ancouver  Yacht 
Club  and  yachting  in  general  in 
the  Pacific  North-West.  has  been  deemed 
a  promising  venture ;  a  seaway  wherein 
our  mariners  can  live  again  the  lurid 
moments  of  a  keen  race  and  can  gamlx^l 
once  more  in  memory  over  the  twenty- 
foot  seas  that  seem  to  lay  in  wait  for 
our  intrepid  heavy  weather  men. 

It  is  hoped  the  department  will  com- 
mand the  interest  and  support  of  the 
Royal  Vancouver  Yacht  Club  as  well  as 
the  attention  of  sister  yacht  clubs  on 
the  Pacific  Coast.  Except  at  annual  re- 
gattas, we  hear  too  little  of  the  doings 
of  our  brother  yachtsmen  in  other  ports 
and  they  of  us.  This,  then,  is  to  be  our 
effrrt  through  the  medium  of  Westward 


Ho!  as  the  official  organ  of  the  Chib  to 
keep  more  prominently  forward  the  part 
played  by  the  Royal  \*ancouvcr  Yacht 
Club  in  the  sport  of  yachting. 

On  the  stroke  of  niidniglit.  Saturday. 
July  4th.    1908,   the   last   echoes  «»f   the 
home     waltz     died     regretfully      ^ 
amongst     the     whispering    cedar 
around  the  White  Club  I  louse  in  >;..i. 
ley    Park.     The   merry   crow«l    in    white 
duck  and   crisp   pique  thronged  out  on 
the  Club  floats  and  aboard  the  launches 
and   were   whisked  away  to  town ;    the 
tired    committee-men   and    fagged    flag 
officers   slcjit    whore   they    lay.    an«l    the 
International  Regatta  of  i«x^  recede*!  in- 
to a  favoured  niche  in  the  treasure  house 
of  the  past.     It  is  only  a  yc  i  *    * 

to  those  who  worked  for  its  s 
regatta  seems  still  very  near,   ii  ,^...v..v.. 
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out  the  yacht  club  as  nothing  had  done 
before  ;  the  keenness  of  public  interest  in 
the  Alexandra-Spirit  contest  for  the 
Alexandra  Cup  brought  the  occasion  be- 
fore the  public  in  a  way  it  had  never 
been  before.  On  each  race  day  several 
great  steamers  were  required  to  accom- 
modate the  crowd  of  spectators  in  addi- 
tion to  the  hundreds  of  small  craft  and 
thousands  of  people  who  were  unable  to 
get  better  accommodation,  lined  the 
shores  of  English  Bay  to  witness  the  now 
historic  struggle. 

It  is  hoped  that  the  Trustees  of  the 
Alexandra  Cup  and  the  officers  of  the 
North-west  International  Yacht  Racing 
Association  may,  before  next  year,  ar- 
range that  the  Alexandra  Cup  races  shall 
not  be  sailed  at  the  same  time  in  the 
same  place  as  the  class  races  of  the  As- 
sociation. The  Alexandra  Cup  repre- 
sents yachting  supremacy  in  the  North- 
west and  during  the  series  of  races  for 
it,  it  is  impossible  to  keep  any  interest 
in  the  Association  races;  it  would  be 
for  the  good  of  the  sport  if  the  contest 
for  the  Alexandra  Cup  were  to  be  an 
occasion  by  itself. 

Another   lesson   we   learned   last   vear 


was  that  a  regatta  should  be  short  and 
busy.  To  most  yachtsmen,  the  occasion 
of  the  annual  regatta  of  the  Association 
is  their  annual  holiday,  usually  of  two 
weeks.  Aifter  the  regatta  most  of  the 
yachts  go  cruising  up  or  down  the  Gulf 
for  the  remainder  of  the  holiday.  Time 
in  port  is  begrudged  and  after  three  days 
of  racing  the  attendance  rapidly  thins 
out.  Now  if  the  whole  regatta  could  be 
pulled  off  in  that  three  days,  and  there 
really  does  not  seem  to  be  any  reason 
why  it  should  not,  the  Association  would 
have  a  full  attendance  during  the  whole 
of  the  programme,  the  yachtsmen,  more 
especially  the  non-racing  men,  couid 
stay  to  the  end  and  not  begrudge  the 
time. 

The  following  is  the  programme  of 
the  Royal  Vancouver  Yacht  Club  for  the 
season,  1909 : — 

May  15 — First  of  series  of  Gravele\ 
Cup  races,  21 -foot  centreboard  class  and 
motor  boat  races ;  Inlet  6-mile  course. 
Start,  2.30  p.m. 

May  22 — Cruisers'  race  around  Tex- 
ada  Island.  Prizes :  Dixon  Challenge 
Cup,  open  to  any  R.  V.  Y.  C.  yacht,  and 
the  two  Thynne  cups  for  first  and  seconi! 


LOG  OF  THI-.  ROVAL  VANCOUVER  YACHT  CI.T-H 


Sloop  Onawery. 


1   lll.u   I  liilj  . 

Start.  2  p.m. 

first  night  at   ;  ..     ...   ...  .,_ 

nainio  on  Scpicinlicr  5,  and  return  on 
September  6. 

This  arrangement  set 
general  approval  and  it 
every  event  will  be  intercstmg. 

For  the   race   around   Tcxatia   Inland 
the   American   Yacht   Clubs   have-    '      . 
invited  to  make  entries  and  thr   r 
of  the  cruising  fleet  of  the   ! 
Yacht  Club  will  come  over  ' 
the   event.      The   course    for    tins    -  ., . 
lies    through    most    interesting  crui^in^ 


to  any  cruising  yacht  in  the  North-West 
International  Yacht  Racing  Association. 
Start  in  English  Bay  at  9  a.m. 

June  5 — Opening  cruise  of  season  to 
Deep  Cove,  Burrard  Inlet.  Start  from 
opposite  C.  P.  R.  pier.  Pennant  to  first 
boat  to  finish  in  each  class. 

June  12 — Club  regatta,  English  Bay 
course,  12  miles.  New  time  handicap 
rules  to  govern.  Open  to  every  yacht  in 
the  fleet. 

lune  19 — Beaver  Cup  race  around 
White  Rocks,  and  Ballanac  Islands.  Start 
:a  English  Bay  at  9  a.m. 

june  28 — Fleet  cruise  to  Seattle  to  at- 
tend International  Regatta  of  the  North- 
west International  Yacht  Racing  Associa- 
tion. 

July  17 — Grand  midsummer  club 
cruise  to  Deep  Cove.  Burrard  Inlet. 
Steamer  Convoy  with  band  in  attendance. 
Start,  2.30,  opposite  C.P.R.  pier. 

July  24— draveley  Cup  race,  21-foot 
center-board  class  and  motor  boat  races : 
Inlet  6-mile  course.     Start,  2.30  p.m. 

July  3i_Julian  Cup  race,  lady  cox- 
swain ;  Inlet  course.    Start,  2.30  p.m. 

August  7— Club  Regatta.  English 
Bav  12-mile  course.  Start  at  2.30  fron; 
club  house.  Coal  Harbour:  finish  in  Eng- 
lish Bav  after  rounding  bdl  buoy. 


Alexandra. 
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At  "Deep  Cove,"  North  Arm,  Burrard  Inlet. 


grounds,  lovely  wooded  islands,  snug 
harbours  and  long  inviting  inlets,  meet 
the  sailor's  eye  as  he  travels  north  up  the 
Straits  of  Georgia,  and  down  the  Malas- 
pina  Strait,  and  apart  from  the  interest 


of  the  race,  the  trip  itself  is  most  enjoy- 
able. 

The  Club  cruises  have  been  well  ar- 
ranged and  will  no  doubt  be  attended  as 
usual  by  the  w^hole  fleet. 


We  have  received  a  copy  of  a  little 
book,  entitled  "British  Columbian  Pro- 
blems," by  J.  C.  Harris.  Among  the 
subjects  considered  therein  are :  "The 
abuse  of  the  Crown  Grant  in  mining  pro- 
perty" ;  "Our  Forests — their  preservation 
or  their  destruction" ;  "Public  ownership 
of  Telephones"  ;  "Civil  Service  Reform," 
etc.  Mr.  Harris  handles  these  in  rather 
a  radical  manner,  but  submits  his  book 
to  "Read,  not  contradict,  nor  to  believe. 


l)ut  to  weigh  and  consider,"  quoting 
Bacon.  The  Book  is  published  by 
Thomson  Stationery  Co.,  V^ancouver. 


Mr.  E.  Albert  Orchard  of  Vernon, 
B.C.,  has  just  issued  a  guide  to  the 
Okanagan.  It  is  concise,  well  arranged 
and  nicely  illustrated.  Anybody  seeking 
specific  information  regarding  the  Okan- 
agan A^'alley  would  do  well  to  send  for  it. 


British  Columbia 

is    always    represented    in    our    school    by   bright    young 
people    who   come    East   for   Education.      Transportation 
costs   but    50   per   cent,    of   single   fare. 

The  CENTRAL  BUSINESS   COT.T.TIGE   OF   TORONTO 
is  wen  known  from  the  Atlantic   to   the   Pacific   as   the 
leading     school     of     its     kind     in     Canada.       With     20 
Teachers  of  fine  equipment  it  gives  superior  courses  in 
Business,    Shortband,    Teleg-raphy,    Hig-ber    Accounting' 
and    Commercial    Specialists    work.       Catalogue    mailed 
free  on  request.          W.  H.  SHAVt^,  Principal. 

-'■Bm^ 

H 

C.  B.  College 

^.  H.  Shaw 

'■^ii-- 


dM^' 


ST.  ANN'S  ACADEMY 


406    Snnnnnlr    St.,    Vancouver,    B.C. 

Boarding  and  day  school,  conductea 
by  the  Sisters  of  St.  Ann.  offering  suit- 
able accommodations,  modern  sanitary 
equipments.  Discipline  mild,  but  firm, 
uniting  a  careful  training  of  manners 
and  character,  with  the  best  intellectual 
and  physical  training. 

Curriculum  —  Primary,  Intermediate 
and  Academic  grades,  together  with 
Music  and  Art  Studies.  A  complete  and 
practical  Commercial  Course  is  also  at- 
tached to  the  establishment. 

For  further  particulars,  apply  to 

SISTER    SUPERIOR. 


HIOHEB  STUDIES,  ItAKOUAGIIS,  ETC. 

Also  elementary  classes;  careful  pre- 
paration for  all  examinations.  Rev.  A. 
St.  John  Mildmay,  M.A..  Oxford  (late 
Principal  Vernon  College),  1061  Barclay 
St.,  Vancouver,  B.  C. 


Chesterfield  School  ^ 

North  Vancouver,  B.C. 

Residential  and  Day  School  for  lioyi 
Principals — A.  H.  Scriven,  E»q.,  BJi^ 
R.  H.  Bates.  Esq..  BA. 

Boys  prepared  for  the  Universities 
and  Commerce.  Preparatory  depart- 
ment. Manual  Training,  Gymnastics, 
Military    Drill.      Five    acres    athletic 

field,    covered    play-«round. 
Prospectus  and  terms  on  applicatioo. 


Oar  Keynot*  Is 


PRACTICAL 
EXPERIENCE 

May  we  send  70a  oar  ProrpectaeT 

Calgary  Business  College 

CAI.OAST,    AXiTA. 


Toronto  College  oi  .Music 


(X.1MITED1 


ill  affiliation  with 
Toronto.  Dr.  F  T!  ' 
WctUrii 

For  ain> 

13    and    1  >    '-' 
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BUGLEy  makes  good  RUBBER  STAMPS" 


HOMER  STREET, 


Vancouver,  B.C. 


MOUNT  PLEASANT  MILLINERY 

2234  Westminster  Road, 

VANCOUVER,  B.C. 

THE   $5 
HAT  SHOP 

Special  Designs  in  Modish  Styles. 
MRS.    M.    SINCLAIR,    Proprietress. 


VVTE  are  fully  equipped  for  big 
^  business,  and  solicit  orders 
for  fresh  meats  from  Contractors, 
Logging  Camps,  Mills  and  Retail 
Butchers. 

Vancouver=Prince  Rupert 
Meat  Co.,  Ltd. 

Head  Office  and  Cold  Storage  Plant  : 


Vancouver,  B.  C. 


152-154  Hastings 
Street,  W. 


TORONTO  ,    MONTREAU, 
WINN  I  PEC.  VANCOUVER 


VANCOUVER  STORE 

122  HASTINGS  ST  W. 
P.O.BOX  1273. 


B.   e.   DETEeriVE  SERVieE 

Operatives  for  every  class  of 

Civil,    Criminal    and    Commercial 

Investig'ations. 

B.    S.    BABON,    Supt. 

Head   Office:    207    and   208   Crown   Bldg^., 

VANCOUVBB,   B.C. 
"Blc'odlioiivds  Kept.' 


Brown  Bros.  Co.  Ltd. 

FLORISTS 

Fruit  Trees,  5hrubs,  Bulbs  and 
Flowering  Plants 

Write  for  1909  Catalogue- its  free. 

59  Hastings  St.,  E.,  Vancouver,  B.C. 


MARKS 


PATENTS 

I  AND    TRADE 

Obtained  in  all  Countries. 

ROWLAND  BRITTAIN. 
Registered  Patent  Attorney  and  Mechani- 
cal Engineer.     Call  or  write  for  full  infor- 
mation.    Room  3,  Fairfield  Block,  Granville 
Street,   Vancouver,   B.C. 


A  Choice 
Investment 

12  Per  Cent 

DIVIDENDS    LAST    TEAR. 

The   stock  of  the 

PBUDENTIAI.    INVESTMENT 

COMFANT,    I.IMITED, 

is    now    offered    to    the    public    on    easy 
terms  of  payment. 

Subscribed  Capital    $155,000.00 

Paid-up    Capital     68,000.00 

Beserve  and  Surplus    $        9,246.67 

THOS.    T.    I.ANGI.OIS, 

President   and   Managrer. 

JAS.   BAMSAT, 

Vice-President. 

Office:   Cor.   Pender   and  Homer   Streets, 

VANCOTTVEB,   B.C. 

Write   for   literature. 
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DRUNKENNESS  CAN    BECUREDBYTHfc 

EVAN'S  GOLD  CURE   TREATMENT 


The  Evans  Instltut.-  hris  now  bi-«»ti 
established  over  fourteen  years  In  Win- 
nipeg and  one  year  In  Vancouver.  It 
has  met  with  entire  suc^^sm,  <»v«»n  In 
cases    which    had    been    r^- — '- '  ib- 

solutely    hopeless.      The  oi 

only    entirely    dispels    tb  ul 

creates    a    positive    dist.i>i  nu- 

lants.  It  also  restores  the  ii'ts.-,  sys- 
tem, induces  natural  sleep.  iTcit'-.s  a 
healthy  appetite  and  improves  the  Ken- 
eral  health  of  the  patient.  The  treat- 
ment is  gradual,  and  patients  are  al- 
lowed their  usual  stimulants  until  in 
from  four  to  Ave  days,  they  no  longer 
want  them. 

We  refer,  by  permission,  to  the  fol- 
lowing from  among  the  thousands  who 
are  familiar  with  and  approve  of  the 
Evans  treatment:     The  Hon.  Hugh  Jonn 


Ar 

er.i 

Car 

ex- .'. 

Jnii 

Cr. 

(H 

Cb  >, 

ch.-i: 

dell. 


WliW.lp«M. 


A     pronpeetuB     eonlalnlnc     ft«U     lnf*r> 


950   PASK    DRIVE 


(OrandTlcw    CarUa*)        ▼AJrcotnrcm,  B.C. 


J.  K.   JOHNSON  &  CO.,  Limited 

Seal  Estate  and  Insurance. 
Now  that  Prince  Rupert  Townsite  is 
being  placed  on  the  market,  the  last 
week  in  May  is  the  time  for  prospective 
purchasers  of  Town  Lots  to  use  de- 
spatch and  correspond  with  this  pioneer 
firm  for  full  information  regarding 
prices,  terms,  and  locations  of  any  de- 
sired lot.  We  will  act  as  buyers'  agent 
for  any  outsider  requiring  our  services; 
we  will  also  furnish  a  sketch  plan  of 
the  portion  of  the  townsite  now  being 
offered  for  sale,  on  receipt  of  fifty  cents. 
We  have  had  a  year's  residence  in  Prince 
Rupert  and  are  thoroughly  familiar 
with  all  local  conditions. 
J.  K.  JOHNSON  &  COMPANTT,  LTD.. 
Box  100 
FBIKCi:  BUFEBT,  B.  C. 


THH  PRINCi:  Rl  PliRTkl.M.TN  .^ 
COMMLRCIAL  CO.MI'vw    i  ID. 

is  organized  for  the  pur  4 

for    its    sv^r^--    ■'■ ' 
real  estate  v  :• 

ket.  and  aff-  ''<• 

a     iiu-  '; 
Princ 
.\ut 

For    PruapcclUi     -:i-i    i'^rti'.ular*    •  ' 
plan   address 

HARRY  A.  JOHNSTON  CO.. 

430  Richard  St., 

VANCOUVER.  B.  C. 


BZSTAXrBAKTS. 

The  Granville  Caffr— $5.00  meal  ticket!  for 
14.50.  Four  course  dinner,  2Dc.  Special 
breakfast,  15c.  Neat,  clean,  homelike.  Tray« 
sent  out.  762  Granville  St.,  opposite  Op«r» 
House,   Vancouver,   B.C.     W.   F.   Winters. 


OImD  BOOKS. 

buy  Old  Books,  Magazines,  Manuscripts,  etc 
Have  on  hand  large  selection  of  reference 
books  and  works.  Write  full  particulars.  K. 
J.  Galloway,  7S2  Granville  St.,  Vancouver. 
B.  C. 


BBinSH   COLUMBIA  TIMBEB 

We  are  exclusive  dealers  in 
Timber  Lands.     No  better 
now.    for    investment    or    1:: 
Write  us  for  any  sized  tract,    f-  it.  <.  u: 
407    Hastings   St.,    Vancouver.   B.C. 


■¥ 


:: :  n  r:;+::rK4-K>x*>x*sc 


OF  INTEREST  TO 


AWNnros. 

For  Yacht  or  Hou.se;  Hammocks.  Cush!- 
Deck  Chairs,  etc.  Langridge  &  Co..  . 
Granville  St.     Phone  B1460. 


J< 
160   Co: 
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YOU  CAN  LEARN  MUSIC 
AT  HOME ! 


NOT?  Don't  you  possess  equal  ability  and  application  with  the  average 
person?  You  can  accomplish  as  much  as  any  one  of  our  500  satisfied  pupils  in 
B.   C.     Our  system  offers  the  following   advantages: — : 

COMFREHENSIVZ:  COMPI^ETi:  INSTRUCTION  for  Piano,  Violin  and  Guitar. 
CASEFXTIiIiV  planned  studies  supervised  by  experts  given  in  the  form  of  Systema- 
tically  prepared    and    illustrated    weekly   lessons,   with   examinations  thereon. 

We  adopt  the  University  extension  plan  that  is  so  successful  in  other  lines,  to 
the  study  of  Music.  A  plain  logical  reason  why  is  given  with  each  step.  Our 
TONOGRAFH  illustrates  and  shows  the  construction  and  proper  application  of  all  the 
-scientific  points  of  Music. 

We  are  up  to  date,  we  revise  our  work  each  year.  We  print  and  publish  all  of 
our   own    Music   and   furnish   it   to   our    pupils    free    of   cost. 

Our  first  course  consists  of  thorough  instruction  in  the  elements  and  funda- 
mental laws  of  Music,  Sight,  Reading,  Rythm  Time  and  Movement,  Musical  Signs 
and  Terms,  Major,  Minor  and  Chromatic  Scales,  Degrees,  Intervals,  Triads,  Major  and 
Minor   Chords,    Technic   and   Harmony. 

For  further  information   address 

COLUMBIAN  CONSERVATORY  OF  MUSIC 

640    GBANVII.I.I:     STREET,    VANCOTTVER,    B.    C. 

Send    for    our    "yard    of    music" — it    is    FREE. 


Madame 
Humphreys 


Has  just  received  the  finest  stock  of 
Hair  Goods  in  B.  C.  for  vou  to  choose 
from.     Wavy  Switches  from 

$2.50  up  to  $15.00  and  $30.00. 

Size,  colour,  price  and  quality  to  suit 
everyone.  Call  and  see  for  yourself. 
Use  Mary  T.  Goldman's  Hair  Restorer 
if  your  hair  is  faded  and  turning  grev, 
one  of  the  finest  articles  of  its  kind  on 
the  market  today.  If  your  hair  is  fall- 
ing out  and  lifeless,  try  Madame 
Humphrey's  Hair  Grower — it  is  splendid 
to  strengthen  the  hair  and  make  it  grow 
and    to    restore    its    lustre. 

Facial  Massage,       Scalp  Treatments, 

Manicure,    and    Shampooing   and 

Hairdressing. 

Mail    Ord.-rs    given    careful    attention    at 

589   GRANVII1I.E   STREET, 

<  VANCOtrVER.  ; 


TRY  OUR  MAILORDER 
SYSTEM 


The  more  j^ou  desire  accuracy  and 
promptness,  the  more  will  our  Mail 
Order    system    please    you. 

Whatever  you  need  in  the  line  of 
drugs,  proprietary  remedies,  drug- 
gists" sundries,  prescriptions,  etc.,  you 
can  secure  prompt!}'  by  mail. 

LESLIE   G.   HENDERSON, 

Cor.    Georgia   and    Granville   Sts., 

and 

2419    Westminster    Ave., 

VANCOUVER,  B.  C. 
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Phone  4433. 


I  The  Hunter=/Vlac/VlickingCo. 

^  (LIMITED) 

I 

%  BROKERS 

I 

I  WHOLESALE  FRUIT  AND   PRODI  Ci: 

%  FORWARDING   AND    STORAGE   AGENTS. 

i 

I  A  TRIAL  SHIPMENT  SOLICITED. 

%  170  WATER  ST..  COR.  CAMBIE  ST.  VANCOUVER.  B.C 


^:-:*«^-:*K*:-:^:':=4^K7:-::'2^:-:n-:-:H-:-:^:-:-^ 

I" ■■ 


Riflemen ! 


For  high  scores  on  the  range  shoot  a 


,   Ross  Mark  III.  ^^rennwu 

1  Price  $n5. 


For   everything   in    Rifle   accessories.    Sight    Points.    Verniers.    B.S.A.    Leats. 


V       Sling  Straps,  etc.,  go  to — 

§  _       .  !.{ 


^^ 


^ 


J.  n.  FLETT.  Ltd. 

Ill  Ha.tinfls  St.,  VANCOIVKK.   B.  tf. 


a  Have  you  seen  the  new  Ross  Sporting  Rifle?     It  ia  •  beauty  for  H$. 

§  WRITE  FOR  OUR  FREE  CATALOGUl 


\^ 
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Sutton's 
Seeds 


^ 


SEND  FOR  DESCRIPTIVE  CATALOGUE 

THE  BRACKMAN-KER 
MILLING  CO.,  LTD. 

SOLE    AGEXTS 

136  HASTIKGS  ST.,  WEST, 
TAXTCOTJVEK,  B.C. 


HENRYS 


GARDEN  TOOLS, 
SPRAYING  MATERIALS, 
BEE  SUPPLIES, 

Fruit  and  Ornamental  Trees 
— Home  grown,  hardy,  tested 
and  proven.  Our  trees  do  not 
have  to  be  fumigated.  They 
are  grown  in  the  only  part 
of  the  continent  not  infested 
with  the  San  Jose  scale. 

157-page  Catalogue  Free. 

M.J.  HENRY 

Greenhouses  and  Nurseries— 

3010  Westminsted   Road, 

VANCOUVER,  B.C. 

Branch  Nursery: 

SOUTH  VANCOUVER 

VNURSERIES 


Reads  Like 
a  Fairy  Story! 
But  It's  True!! 


Ten  Acres  planted  to  Winter  Apples, 
under  irrigation,  will  return  you  a  big 
income    for    life. 

Write  for  particulars— they  cost  you 
nothing. 

The  Palouse  Irrigation  and 
Power  Co. 


Columbia    St., 


Seattle,   Wash. 


No  Home 
Is  Complete 


Without    a    Library,    and    no    Library    is 
complete    without    the    following    books: 

Mr.    Opp,    by    the    author    of    "Mrs. 

TVig-gs"     $1.00 

The   Delalield   Affair — F.    F.    Kelly..  $1 
The  Old  Man  in  the  Corner — Baron- 
ess  Orcz5'    $1 


The    Girl    and    the    Bill — Bannister 
Merwin    $1 

The   Alternative — Geo.      B.      McCut- 
cheon    $  1 

The     Man     in     Lower     Ten — M.     R. 
Rinehart    $1 

Infatuation — Lloyd    Osbourne    $1.25 


THOMSON 
STATIONERY  C 


325  HASTINGS  ST.  'Phone  3520 

TABTCOUVEB,    B.  O. 
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REBUILT 

TYPEWRITERS 


By    Expert    Workineu.     Practically    ai 


Blickensderfers    

Visible    Olisers    

Remington    Xo.    ::    

Densmore    No.  2    

Keniinijtoii,    No.    7     

Smith   Premier.  Xo.  2  and   i .  .  .  . 

Empirics    

Rem-81io    

Visible  >  Monarch    (Wide   Carr) 
Vi.sitale   Underwoods,    Xo.    -t    and 


tuk. 


The    above     machines     have     l)een 
.-^lAXDARD    LNDERWOon    typewrilor.    .mii.1     .  .. 

machine.s     o(    good     qiialiiy     ;it     Inwi  ••     pijco.-j. 

/.III.  KINDS  or  orrzcs  rvaLinrva.. 

Catalog~aeB  en  Request. 

426=-428=-}.>()  CorJoNa  St.,  W  . 

The  Webster=Hanna  Co.,  Vancouver,  B.  C. 


Aromatic 
Schiedam 


The  Purest 

of  all  Spirits  in 

the  Best  of  all    Forms. 

WOLFE'S 

SCHNAPPS 


A  bevera-e  '..rail  tiou-s  and  all  weathers,  lur  men  an; 
vv  .nen,  the  he  ilthv  or  th  •  ailin;:. 

It  IS  the  I5E\'ER  \C.I-:    Hat    I'.ENKKITS.     Not  mi.-..!v 
ir.irst  quencher,  not  niert-iy  ;.  st'nnil;ii  t,  but  juM  th»-  ; 
most  inspiritini,',  and  most  hcnhli  it  (usinj;  spirit  that  1 
been  produced.      It  prevents   the  lotni.tu.nol  uric  arm,  ..i 
therefore  secures    immunitv    from  .  (i«>ui,  HI  eumaiism,  ai-. 
diseases  of  the  Kidneys,  Bladder  and   Lrii  ary  ortjans. 

Wolfe's  Schnapps ynot  only  combines  happily  with  .Sw. 
•r  other  aerated  waters,  but  is  admirable  as  a  Pick-mc-ui' 
Tonic,  or  Digestive.  ,      ..  .      ,^ 

Every  Home  should  keep  this  splendid  Domestic 
.Safeguard. 

A  Glass  in  the   Morning,  another   nt   Ni^ht, 
Braces  the  system,  and  keeps  ihohpan  lifiht. 


Agents  for  V^olfe's  Schn*pp» 

J.  Collcott  (Si  Co..  '^'S:l"^:^.l'    Vakncouver, 


13. C 
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PADMORES 
CIQAR 
STORE 

Moved  to 

642  Granville  Street 
VANCOUVER 

Look  for  the  Electric  Sign. 


You  Want 
A  Home  Site 
Close  to  Vancouver 


Buy  one  at  Point  Grey,  Vancouver's 
choicest  and  best  located  future  resi- 
dential district. 

Every  lot  a  view  lot  and  now  going 
at  acreage  prices. 

You  can  buy  a  large  piece  for  little 
money  on  very  easy  terms. 

Tram    cars    running    now;    5-cent. 
fare.     Write  us  today. 

LEMBKE  &  GILL 

Real    Estate.       Insurance.       Timber. 
439    Richards    Street, 

VANCOUVER,  B.C. 

Branch    Office: 
Kerrisdale,  B.  C,  Point  Grey. 


Free  for  the  Asking 

We  will  mail  to  any  LADY  in  Canada  the  Largest,  Smartest  and  most  Exclusive 
range  of  Washable  Shirting  Fabrics,  very  suitable  and  specially  adapted  for  Blouses 
and  Suits. 

We  import  our  Shirtings  from  the  Mills  in  Scotland,  and  our  prices  are  at  least 
one-third  less  than  retail. 

You  will  save  time,  trouble  and  treasure  by  writing  at  once  for  samples. 

THIS  MONTH'S  SPECIALS 

WHITE  MERCERIZED  ZEPHYR  SHIRTINGS,  in  stripes,  figured  and  embroidered 
effects   (10  yds.  sufficient  for  whole  costume);  width  27  inches. 15c  a  yard. 

ZEPHYR  SHIRTINGS,  in  white  and  colored  grounds  with  Russian  cords,  stripes  and 
figured    effects   of   every   conceivable  color;  width  32  inches.     Price  35c  to  50c  a  yd. 

BOTANY  TAFFETA  SHIRTINGS,  a  wool  weft  fabric  of  light  weight  and  fine  weave, 
in  every  color  and  tint,  unshrinkable  and  will  wash  like  a  handkerchief;  width 
32  inches Price,   50c  to  60c  a  yd. 

Our  Mail  Order  Department  is  for  your  convenience,  goods  shipped  same  day  as 
ordered  and  GUARANTEED  to  MORE  than  PLEASE  you  or  money  refunded,  and 
all    charges   on  Mail   Orders   PREPAID    to  any  address  in  Canada. 


Write    for 
troubles. 


our    extensive    range    of    samples    today    and    save     yourself     shopping 


HARRY  TOLTON, 


BERLIN,  ONT, 


Shirt-Tailor  and  Importer  of  Woven  Pahrics  of  rare  weave. 


k^:-^:-:)k:':*k^j 
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AGENTS  FOR 


tVlARINE 


K;«  K^XiW+je* 


'i'i 


ALSO  "HOLLIDAY"  4-CYCLE 


3  HP.  to  -5  HI'    ENGINES 
The  B.  C.  Boat  and  Engine  Co..  Ltd. 

BOAT  AND  LAUNCH  BUILDERS 

FOOT  OF  DENMAN  ST. 


K-i-n-:-:-:-;-:-: 


.x$ 


•»«•» 


Gasoline  Engine  Supplies 


Promptly  Shipped  by  Mail  ..r  Kxpn 


.\  full  >t."U  ..11  li.iiid. 


OTTB  TYPE  "A     LAUNCH. 

We  manufacture  Launches  to  suit  you. 

We  provide  and  install  Gasoline  Engines  that  will  serve  you  <»""'""y^ 
We  guarantee  our  goods,  and  our  customers  will  tell  you  that  our  guarantee 
is  worth  something. 

A  choice  of  reliable  engines  is  yours: 

HIGH  GRADE  UNION  AND  REGAL  4-CYCLE  ENGINES. 

THE  HiNTON  ELEeTRie;,eo..  YieTORin.  B.  e. 

''^Address  ^a^-h  D^part^^^^^^^^^^^ 


ADVERTISIXG   SECTIOIs^   WESTWARD  HO!   MAGAZIXE 


Palmer  Motors 


HAVE  SATISFIED  THEIE 
USERS  FOR  PAST  FIF- 
TEEN  YEARS. 

THEY  DEVELOP  THEIR 
RATED       HORSEPOWEI 

and   are    reasonable    in   price. 

Built   in    2^    different   sizes 

from    13/2    to    30    h.p.,    2    and 

4-C3'cle  types. 

CAR-LOAD      OF     THESE 

MOTORS     JUST 

RECEIVED. 

Call   and   see   them   or   write 
for  Catalogue. 

V.  M.  DAFOE, 

Western    Canadian 

Representative. 

1600    Powel    St.,    Vancouver. 

Down-town    Showrooms, 
28  Powell  Street. 


Double   Cylinder. 


flDflMS 

Marine  Gasoline  Engines 


Now  is  the  time  for  you  to  get  an  engine  for 
that  boat  of  yours.  If  you  want  a  good  engine 
at  a  very  reasonable  cost,  you  should  write  in 
to    us    or    come    and    see   what    we    offer   you. 

Best  Engine.  Best  Prices. 

Write  for  our  free  catalog. 

Sole  B.  C.  Agents  for  Gilson  Farm  Engines, 
for  running  spraying  machines,  cream  separa- 
tors, pumps,  saws,  feed  choppers  and  all 
stationary  work.    Catalog  Free. 


The  Adams  Launch  and  Engine 
'Mfg.  Company 


108  Water  Street 


Vancouver,  B.  C. 


A I ) \'  F KT I s  r  X r;  ^va  tios 


WIL50fl5  IIIVALID5  PORT 


(la  a  Qu  dii  Peroi]) 


Pays    daily   du  Mrnus 
"  health,  strength  and 


Igor,    bv 


I'Kreasing 


^petite,     helping    dl- 

■stion,     and     mildly 

toning  the  entire 

system 


A  healthy  Stiimii.iiu 
An  Invigorating  Drink 
A  Delightful  Appetizer 

Big  Bottle 
All  Druggists 
Everywhere 


WKSTWAKD   HO!    MAGAZINE 

NORRIS  SAFE  AND 
LOCK  CO.,  Ltd. 


FIRE  AND  BURGLAR.PROOP 

SAFES. 
VAULT  DOOR  TIME  LOCKS.       ; 
I  JAIL  AND  PRISON  WORK.  ETC. 

Western  Akchis: 
HALL  SAFE  CO..  Cincinatti.  O. 

ELY   NORRIS   MANGANEESE 
BANK  SAFE. 


Frank  0.  Bruson 


P.O.  Box  54J 


VANCOUVER,  B.C. 


S450.00  READY  FOR  SEA 

TUb  is  one  of  our  22-ft.  family  lanncbes.  equipped   with  on*  of  oar  S  M.^.  •aLgis.tt 

She  is   comfortable  and  will   carry    8  to  10  peoplo  nicely. 
She   is   a   g'ood   sea   boat   and   we   gruarantee  a  speed  of  9  miles  an  boar.     naUb  tbe 
best  throug-hoiit  with  solid  brass  rudder  and  shoe.     We  make  small  sls««  too.  and  alac 
largre   launches    of    every    description. 

We      are      the      only        firm      In      British     Coltimbla    manofactarinf     Ka^taas   aad 
i;annches   complete.     We  can  give   you    the  best  value  and  we  fnaraatee  yoa  r«««lts. 

EASTHOPE     BROS. 

Manufacturers     of    Marine     Gasoline     Engines.    Builders    Complete   Z.«atich*s. 
Office    and    Factory:    1705    QEORGIA    STKEET.  -  ▼AHCOTTVEm    BC 
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If  You  Want 

Current 

Information 


regarding  VANCOUVER  and  BRIT- 
ISH  COLUMBIA  generally,  here  is 
your  chance  to  secure  the  publications 
that  will  give  it  you. 

We  have  concluded  arrangements 
with  the  management  of  the  "Daily 
Province  newspaper"  to  include  the 
Saturday  issue  of  the  paper  in  a  com- 
bined subscription  rate  with  West- 
ward   Ho!    Magazine. 

The  Saturday  edition  of  the  "Daily 
Province"  consists  of  over  50  pages. 
It  is  a  live,  clean  newspaper,  regular 
subscription    price   $1.00   per   year. 

Westward  Ho!,  an  illustrated 
monthly,  regular  subscription  now 
$1.00. 

Both  of  these  publications  will  be 
sent,  postage  paid,  for  one  year,  any- 
where in  Canada  or  the  British  Isles, 
for  $1.25. 

Foreign,   50  cents  additional. 

This  offer  is  for  a  limited  time  only. 

Use  the  following  coupon: — 


Westward  Ho!  Pub.  Co.,  Ltd., 

Enclosed  find  money  order  for  $1.25, 
payment  of  your  special  subscription 
rate  for  Westward  Ho!  Magazine  and 
Saturday  edition  of  The  Province 
newspaper;  to  be  sent,  postage  paid, 
for  one  year  from  date  to  following 
address: — 


w   iName 


^  Note.— If  the  above  is  to  be  sent  to  ii 
^  U.  S.  A.  or  other  foreign  country,  ^ 
g         add  so  cents  to  above  price.  ^ 

I 


n 

Something 
New  in 
Motor  Boats 


The  average  man,  busdng  a  motor 
boat  at  a  reasonable  price,  wants  four 
things: —  safety  —  comfort —  freedom 
from  trouble — speed. 

As  to  the  last  of  the  four,  don't 
fool  yourself — or  let  others  fool  you. 
If  you  are  jollying  yourself  with  the 
idea  that  you  don't  want  speed,  you 
have  had  mighty  little  experience  in 
the  great  joy  of  motor  boating. 

You  can't  get  a  35-miler  and  have 
comfort,  but  on  the  other  hand  don't 
be  satisfied  with  a  tub.  You  would 
rather  ride  at  11  or  15  or  20  miles  per 
hour  than  to  drift  along  at  six. 

We  have  the  designs  and  the  plant, 
and  are  turning  out  something  dif- 
ferent from  the  ordinary  launch — dif- 
ferent in  design — different  in  con- 
struction— different  in  arrangement — 
embodying  the  latest  ideas  shown  at 
this  year's  Chicago  and  New  York 
shows. 

Such  are  "KOOTENAY  FLYERS,' 
making  from  9  to  28  miles  per  60 
minutes,  depending  on  size  and  power. 

These  boats  are  not  mere  racing 
machines  either  —  heavy,  well  con- 
structed hulls  —  strong,  substantial 
power  plants — every  inch  of  material 
the  best  the  market  affords. 

And  prices  no  more  than  ordinary 
launches. 


Send  for  plans  amd  descriptions. 

The  Kootenay  Motor 
Boat  Company,  Ltd. 

NELSON3  B.  C. 
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THE  THE 

TinllEE  THREE 

PyiNIlNlEL  QRE/IT 

LPE  CITIES 

BETWEEN 

Y/INCOMVER,  VIQTOKI/1,  5EA1TTLE 

DOUBLE  TRIANGLE 
^   >  ROUTE  ^ 

.>^  DAILY  SERVICE  ^^I 


^  FROM  VANCOUVER  ^ 


I  flTLflNTIC     ...^^       EXPRESS 


A 


m©n  TmiE  r/^ciric  iibuuur  to  the  atl/intk 


TO  SEATTLE:— Princess  Victoria  leaves  C.P.R.  wharf  daily  except  Monday  ▼ 

at    ii:oo   p.m.     Princess    Charlotte    (the    new    Flyer),    via   Victoria,    leave*    daily  ?? 

except  Tuesday  and  Wednesday  at  io:oo  a.m.  X 

TO  VICTORIA:— Princess  Charlotte  leaves  C.P.R.  wharf  daily  except  Wed-  X 

nesday  at  io:oo  a.m.     SS.  Charmer  leaves  daily  at   i  :oo  p.m.  ;.• 

''TfiE  onij  rnmmn  rmw  I 


i>  Unsurpassed   Accommodation.           Vestibuled   Throughout. 

K  Leaves    Vancouver  daily  at  3:15  p.m.,  carrying  the  most  up-to-date   Standard 

^  and   Tourist    Sleepers,    making    connections    with    Toronto,    New    York    and    ail 

^^  points  East. 

^i  See  that  your  ticket  reads  via  Canadian  Pacific  to  the 

I  ALASKA-YUKON-PACIFIC   EXPOSITION. 

^  For  further  particulars  call  on: 

%  J.  Moe,  City  Ticket  Agent,                          C.  Millard.  Depot  Ticket  Agent. 

♦J  428  Hastings  Street,                                              Vancouver.  B.C 

f*  Or  write  to:       C.  B.  Foster,  A.G.P.A..  Vancouver.  B.C 


Investments&Securities 

c/^  Lands,Bonds,Stocrs,Etc.cv> 


THE  SOUTH-WEST  ALBERTA  LAND  CO.,  Limited 

(INCORPORATED   IN   PROVINCE    OF   ALBERTA), 

Invests  funds  on  first  mortgages  on  Albertan  Wheat  Farms  at  Eight  to  Ten  per  Cent, 
per  annum.  The  Large  margins  and  the  upward  trend  of  values  make  these  lands  the 
best  secured  investments  at  the  highest  interest  for  both   home  and  British  Capital. 

ARTHUR  C.  KEMMIS,  PINCHER  CREEK,  ALBERTA,  CAN. 

Refer  to  UNION  BANK  OF  CANADA.  Solicitor  for  S.  W.  Alberta  Laud  Co.,  Ltd. 


HAROLD    MAYNE    DALY 

MEMBER  VANCOUVER  STOCK  EXCHANGE 

STOCKS,  LOANS  AND  INSURANCE 

103  Crown  Buitdinq  615  Pender  St.,  VANCOUVER,  B.  C 


MeivEY  J©HN  J.  BANFIELO  estd 

XO                                        REAL  ESTATE,  IN 

LOHN                         INSURANCE,    INVESTMENTS.  Ig^l 

607  Hastings  St.  W.,  Vancouver,  B.  C. 


Yorkshire  Guarantee  & 
Securities   Corporation, 

Limited,  of  Huddersfield,  England 

CAPITAL        -        -        -        $2,500,000. 

MUNICIPAL     BONDS     BOUGHT     AND     SOLD 
ESTATES  MANAGED,  FINANCIAL  AGENTS. 

Vacant    and    Improved    Properties    for    Sale    in    Vancouver,    North    Vancouver, 

MORTGAGES     ON     REAL     PROPERTY 

Victoria,  and  New  Westminster 

Also  SUBURBAN  AND  FARM  LANDS  in  Lower  Fraser  Valley. 

General  Agents  in  B.  C.  for 

YORKSHIRE     FIRE    AND     LIFE    INSURANCE    COMPANY,     LIMITED, 

OF  YORK,  ENGLAND   (Established  1824,  Assets  $10,000,000). 

R.  KERR  HOULGATE,  Manager 

440  SEYMOUR  STREET  -  -  -  .  VANCOUVER,  B.C. 


Remarkable  and  Steady  Progress 

,       ,               ^             ,  1903  nor.  19<M 

Insurance  in  force,   Dec.  31 f30,l5a,BHj  S42,a7o  373  a:,*  3m  430 

New  Insurancea  issued   6.085.519  7.«>u*i.«;uo  «i«W»«4 

Income               •  ■ 1.840,890  l.»44^10  t.»7T«M 

Assets,   Dec.   31    4,406.389  7.189,683  lOMllflM 

Payments     to     beneflciaries     and    policy-  ^^  "^^ 

liolders    316,067  4«7.673  t«3.0«r 

Reserve     for    the    protection    of    policy-  ^^ 

lioWers    3.785.480  6.a48.0e9  9,4a«.MI 

The  Manufacturers  Life 

INSURANCE  COMPANY 

HEAD   OFFICE: — TOBONTO,   CAITADA. 

MAJOR  W.  B.  BARWIS.  District  ManaRer. 

Molson's  Bank  Bulldlnfr. 

VANCOUVER.   BC 


A    BUNCH    OF    DEAD    HOBSES 

ALI.    INSUBED    WITH    AND    PAID    FOR    BY    THE 

BRITISH  AMERICAN   I.IVE  STOCK  ASSOCIATION,  I.IMITED. 

TO  WHOM   IT   MAT   CONCERN:— 

This    is   to   certify   tliat   we   have  this   date   received    a  cheque   for   tl.KOOO 
from  the  British  American  Live  Stock  Association,   Limited,  of  Vancouver.  B.C.. 
in  payment   for  the   loss  of   ten   horses   insured   with   them 
Yours   very   truly, 

(Sgd.)  M.    JANSB. 

Dated  at  Lethbridge,  Alta.,  this   12th  day  of  April.   1909.  For  E.  C.  Jan«c 

THE   BRITSIH   AMERICAN  DIVE   STOCK  ASSOCIATION.    I.TD.. 
VANCOUVER,  B.  C. 


I 

Fruit,  Farm  and 
Ranch  Lands. 


In  the  Southern  Interior  of  British  Columbia.  The  Kamloops  district  standi 
unrivalled  for  Climate,  Soil,  Water  and  Transportation  facilities.  I  have  for 
Exclusive  Sale  acreage  in  small  and  large  lots,  suitable  for  settlers  and  investors. 
and  back  by  24  years  of  practical  experience  in  the  district  can  advise  you  of  the 
best  opportunities  to  engage  in  poultry  raising,  fruit  growring.  mixed  farming 
and  ranching. 


W.  U,  HOMFRA  V 


I    P.   O.  Box  235 


ADVEETISiyG  SECTION,   WESTWARD   HO!   MAGAZINE 
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Revelstoke  Fruit  Lands 


In  my  Adcition 

to  the  City 

command  a 

Home  Market 

Unexcelled  in 

the  West.  | 

These  5=acre     i 

i 

plots  face         I 

REVELSTOKE  | 

fronting  on  the  | 

Columbia  River  | 

The  soil  is  excellent  i 

and  the  finest  apples  | 

and  small  fruits  can  M 

be  raised  without  | 

irrigation.  | 

Write  me  for  | 

particulars.  | 


CHARLES  F.  LINDMARK     I 


I  REVELSTOKE,  B.  C.  I 
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Are  You  Looking  for  a  Business  Opening  or  a 
Safe    Investment  ? 

THE  BULKLEY   VALLEY,  B.  C, 


with  its  vMSt  area  of  rich  agricultural  lands,  coal  fields,  and adjaLcni 
mountain  ranges,  rich  with  precious  metals,  sut/j  as  gtild.  siher, 
copper,  lead,  etc.,  offers  most  unusual  opportunities  for  those  look- 
ing for  favorable  business  openings  and  investments. 

With  the  certain  construction  of  the  MAIS  LIMl  cf  the 
GRAND  TRUNK  PACIFIC  RAILWAY  through  this  valley,  it  is 
bound  to  become  one  of  the  richest  auricultural  and  mining  dis- 
tricts in  the  world,  and  its  development,  now  that  ample  transpor- 
tation facilities  are  assured  for  the  near  future,  will  be  mar\  el- 
lously  rapid. 

IF  YOU  ARE  INTERESTED  IN  THIS  NEW  COUNTRY,  send 
me  a  postal  with  your  name  and  address,  and  I  will  send  ycu  full 
particulars  concerning  BULKLEY  VALLEY  LANDSand 

TELK  WA 

The  Commercial  Centre  of  the  Bui  kits    Vnllcy. 

This  town  is  located  in  the  very  heart  of  the  BULKLEY  VAL- 
LEY, at  the  confluence  of  the  Bulkley  and  Ttlkwa  Rivers.  It  is 
now  the  distributing  point  for  the  Bulkley  and  I  elk  v»  a  Valley  s  and 
is  destined  to  be  one  of  the  most  important  cities  in  Surthcrn 
British  Columbia. 

To  those  desiring  to  purchase  property  In  TliLK^V^  h  Ith  the 
Intention  of  entering  business  and  living  there,  special  induce- 
ments will  be  offered. 

J,  L.  FOREPAUGN,  Agent 

Jones  Block,  407  Hastings  St..    Vancouxer.  H.  C. 
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Western  Opportunities==Timber. 


Have  for  sale  one  to  loo  sections  of  640  acres — Pine,  Spruce,  Fir  and  Cedar- 
along  Fraser  or  Columbia  Rivers.    Write  Free  Information  Bureau, 


P.  O.  Box  198 


E.  AUGUST  BRADLEY, 

REVELSTOKE,  B.  C 


BRITISH  COLUMBIA 

FRUIT  FARMS 

in  the  Glorious  Kootenay. 


I  have  for  sale  5,  10  and  20-acre  fruit  plots,  cleared  and  uncleared  and 
in  fruit.  Write  for  illustrated  literature,  maps  and  prices — sent  free  on 
request. 


S.  M.  BRYDGES, 

Imperial  Bank  Block, 

Nelson,  B.  C, 

Canada. 


S.  M.  BRYDGES, 
Effingham  House, 

Arundel  St.,  Strand, 

London,  W.C,  England. 


^ 


K*K^:.:^:.:*«*^«)!-':.:^.:^:.j^:.:^<(:.:^«iK»^^^ 


J.M.HENTON 


Bl^SIGIN^DR    ._  , 


'^^TEI^BOTYPE^I^ 


Newspapers  Boojts  ^  CAjv^LOGut^^  ilulstrated  Estimates  given 
653  GRANVILLE  STREET,  VANCOUVER,  B.  C.  PHONE  1370 


PERPETUAL 

liy^lOME 


$1,000 


A  YEAR 

■^L    As  Long  as  You 
H  Live 

M^t        SECITBED     BT     SMAI,!.     MONTHI.T 

mmmesm^mi^amJ^      „^    ,  payments 

The  less  money  you  have,  the  greater 

the    need    to    place    It    where    It    will 

work   hard  and  fast   for  you 

Fill  Out  and  Return   Coupon  Just  Now 

Do  you  want  an  Income  of  from  $100.00    to    ^*»)    »    yi-ar    fi>r    llfr.    If   ....    r 

thi^  coupon  promptly.     You  take  absolutely  no  risk  of  any  kind.     If  upoi. 

Ination    you    are    not    thoroughly    convinced   that   this   In  (i!ii'  ..f  th-   OmEATi 

OFFOBTT7NITIES  of  your  life  to  secure    a    steady,    pern. 

as  yon  live,  you  are  under  no  obligation.    Our  tlrst  i*onil  a- 

uary  l.'>.  I'.MiO,  aiiiouiiting  to  21  per  c-i/nt.  per  annum.    Ah  tlio  bUHii.' 

inorciise. 

Name    

Post  Office 

Province 

Please   re.serve   for   me    i  i/..  i i... -...r„-r,f    ii.».,, 

(value  $100.00  each).     Send  tull  Information.     If    : 
terprise    is    one    of    the   Sonndest    character,    and 
able,    I    will    pay    for   the    same   at    the    rate  of   J 

on    each    $100.00    Bond    until    fully    paid.      No   M>..r.-   t)   ..:     ■        i:       ;  -,    ' 

any  one  person. 

THE  UNITED    SECURITIES  COMPANY 

1163   EMPIRE   BUILDING.   SEATTLE.  WASHINGTON 


ADVERTISING  SECTION,  WESTWARD  HO!  MAGAZINE. 


NEW  WESTMINSTER 


NEW  WESTMINSTER  is  the  centre  of  the  agriculture,  fishing,  and  lumber- 
ing industries  of  the  Fraser  Valley,  British  Columbia. 

NEW  WESTMINSTER  is  the  meeting  point  of  two  great  transcontinental 
railways — the  Canadian  Pacific  and  the  Great  Northern,  while  the  V.  V.  &  E. 
railway  now  under  construction  will  shortly  become  a  feeder  to  the  city's  trade 
and  industry.  A  network  of  inter-urban  electric  railways  connecting  with 
Vancouver,  Eburne,  Steveston,  Cloverdale  and  Chilliwack  are  so  laid  out  as  to 
converge  at  New  Westminster,  adding  considerably  to  the  commercial  prosperity 
of  the  city. 

NEW  WESTMINSTER  is  the  only  fresh  water  port  on  the  British  Pacific. 
Over  1,200  deep-sea  and  coasting  vessels  visited  the  port  last  year,  and  the 
Dominion  Government  has  just  decided  upon  plans  for  a  deep  water  channel  to 
enable  the  largest  ocean  going  steamers  to  navigate  the  river  at  all  stages  of  the 
tide.  The  G.  N.  railway,  Gulf-Car-Ferry  and  the  C.  P.  N.  Co.'s  steamers  and 
passenger  vessels,  and  tugs  of  other  companies  make  the  "Royal  City"  their 
home  port. 


WHITE,  SHILES  &  CO. 

Fire  Insurance 
Real  Estate  and  Financial   Agents 


The  B.  C.  MILLS,  TIMBER 
AND  TRADING  CO. 

(Royal  City   Planing    Mills  Branch) 

Manufacturers  of  Doors,  Windows,  Fish  and 
Fruit  Boxes  and  all  Descriptions  of  Interior 
Finishings. 


Westminster  Iron  Works 

JOHN  REID,  Proprietor 

Manufacturers  of  Wrought  Iron  Gates,  Fences, 

Ornamental  Iron  Work,  Fire  Escapes, 

and  Iron  Stairs. 

OFFICE  AND  WORKS,  i»TH  STREET. 


Dominion  Trust  Co.,  Ltd. 

Real  Estate,  Insurance  and 
Financial  Brokers. 

FARM  AND  FRUIT  LANDS  A  SPECIALTY. 
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SU&SCRIBCD 
CAPITAL 
^505000 


PAID  UP 
CAPITAL 
^120.000 


~M^ 


Your  Estate 
Is  Guaranteed 

By 

the  combined  service  of  capable  and  experienced 
men,  when  you  place  your  affairs  in  the  hands  of 
this  corporation.  It  benefits  by  the  wisdom  of 
many  minds  with  much  experience. 


No  private  interest  can  interfere  with  just 
administration.  No  executor's  death  can  entangle 
the  affairs.  We  give  a  continuous  service.  Our 
position  gives  us  an  unequalled  command  of  in- 
vestments for  those  we  serve.  With  untirinjj 
service  we   give  absolute  security. 

The  more  you  desire  the  wisest  adnunistratioii 
of  your  estate  the  more  attractive  will  our 
service  be. 
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I  DtPOilT  KM 


IH  OUR 
FIRL  AND 
BUKCLAR- 

pnoor  VAU 

IT  SPtUS 
SAFTY  rO* 
YOU 


•DOyAIHIOn  TRUST  COyAPA!\Y=( 

tlEAP  Of FKE  HASTIHOS  ST.W.VANCOUVtR. 6  C ^ 
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STOP  DARNING 

No  more  need  of  wife  or  mother  spending  hours  of  eye-straining,  nerve- 
exhausting  labor,  darning  for  the  family.     She  can  end  it  all  with 

ll  N  EVE  R  DAR  N 

FOR  MEN,  WOMEN  AND  CHILDREN. 

As  the  washing  machine  banished  the  wash  board,  and  the  sewing  machine 
lightened  the  labors  of  the  seamstress,  so  NEVERDARN  Holeproof  Hosiery 
will   do   away  with  the    drudgery  of  the   darning   needle   and   the   mending  yarn. 

You  see  NEVERDARN  Holeproof  Hosiery  is  not  the  kind  of  hosiery 
you  have  been  used  to  wearing.     It  is  better  made — of  better  yarn  and  is 

GUARANTEED  HOLEPROOF  FOR  SIX  MONTHS 

We  are  the  only  makers  in  Canada  who  make  hosiery  good  enough  to 
guarantee  for  six  months. 

We  use  specially  prepared  maco  and  long  fibre  Egyptian  lisle  yarn.  Our 
six  strand  yarn  is  interwoven  by  special  machinery.  This  hosiery  is  made  to 
wear — extraordinarily  durable,  but  not  heavy — and  the  heels  and  toes  are  doubly 
reinforced,  made  to  resist  wear  where  the  wear  comes.  Then  they  are  so  soft 
and  easy  on  the  feet. 

Holeproof  Hosiery  is  dyed  by  an  entirely  new  process. 

Dyeing  hosiery  in  the  ordinary  way  weakens  the  fabric,  making  it  harsh  and 
stiflf,  and,  in  a  great  many  cases,  positively  unclean  as  the  dye  rubs  ofif,  discolor- 
ing the  feet. 

But  our  new  process  makes  the  Holeproof  fabric  as  clean,  soft  and  strong 
as  undyed  hosiery.     The  colors  of  Holeproof  are  absolutely  fast. 

Holeproof  Hosiery  is  the  most  cleanly  and  sanitary  hosiery  in  existence  and 
costs  you  no  more  than  the  ordinary  kind.  You  buy  them  6  pairs  $2.00  with  the 
following  guarantee  in  each  box. 

If  any  or  all  of  this  six  pairs  of  hosiery  require  darning  or  fail  to 
give  satisfaction  within  six  months  from  date  of  purchase,  we  wUl 
replace  with  new  ones  free  of  charge. 

No  red  tape — simply  detach  coupon  from  "guarantee"  enclosed  in  every  box, 
and  forward  with   damaged  hosiery  direct  to  us. 

State  size,  and  whether  black  or  tan.  Only  one  size  in  each  box  of  six  pairs. 
Send  in  your  order  today,  if  your  dealer  cannot  supply  you  send  us  money  order 
or  bills  for  $2.00,  and  start  enjoying  Holeproof  comforts  right  away.     Do  it  now. 

We  also  make  boy's  and  Girls  stockings  in  same  quality. 
Box  containing  3  pair,  $1.00. 
Guaranteed  for  three  months. 

Chipman  Holton 
Knitting  Co.,  Limited 


It's  'the  name  behind  the 

guarantee  that  makes 

it  good." 


Mary  and  Kelly  St.,   Hamilton,   Ont. 


£. 


HERE'S  THE  SENSATION  OF  THE  YEftR  IN  MEN'S  CLOTHlHalj 


$9.10  dr^ 


No   question   about    it    an   '"iPorted    ^^lK^sl^^M:o^^I^^^l'^^U  .^^ 
made   from   pure  Botany  wool.   '«  ^'^f.^IV^Ve  "„„    „•.•    t  :..'    • '' '    "'' 

before  It   i.«  "^"l  ?V'  '°,»  '"',  To  Kuarantw   li.em    1"   r. 
f„SSua^;;[e7.:^nnffirne,,   Sue.,  ,..,..-,  -    -.:,    

K5.— Double-breasted    (  gj^gg   36    to   KK    

K6.— Single-breasted     S 

(When    ordering,    spe.ify    ^"^^'^^.^^ZJ^ 
over   44.   $1.50  extra.     '^^''''•^\'  -^'^'j^^^^  ^^  W^\       COMPANY 
THE 


$9.10 
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SIMPSON 
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LIMITED 
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TURKISH  ClGAREHEl 

The  art  of  blending  cigarette  tobacco  is  much  like  _  , 

the  art  of  blending  colors  in  a  picture.  '      '^  ^ 

An    artist    can    take    a    few    colors  and    with 
brush  and  canvas  produce  a  masterpiece. 

An   expert    tobacco   blender    can    take    several 
different     kinds     of     Turkish     tobacco    and    so 
combine  them  as  to  form   a  rich,   full,  delicately 
flavored  cigarette. 

The  delightful  flavor  of  MURAD  Cigarettes 
is  entirely  due  to  the  blending  of  the  tobaccos. 

If  you  like  a  really  good  cigarette  you 
should  try  MURADS — lo  for  15c. 
S.  ANARGYROS. 
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University  of  Toronto 
Library 


DO  NOT 

REMOVE 

THE 

CARD 

FROM 

THIS 

POCKET 


Acme  Library  C*rd  Pocket 
I    '     LOWE-MARTIN  CO.  LAUTXD 


